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TO 


3ol)tt  0utle^  €«q"* 


To  you  who  first  urged  me  to  lay  aside  the  pen  of  a 
Dramatic  writer  and  attempt  to  compose  a  series  of 
tales.  To  you  who  have  encouraged  me  in  this  my 
firstjattempt  a^  Volume  writing.  Toyou,  do  I  inscribe 
and  dedicate  the  following  trifle;  as  a  public  tribute 
of  my  gratitude,  for  past  kindnesses;  a  small  mark  of 
the  estimation  in  which  I  hold  your  friendship, 

I  have  thought  it  better  (in  accordance  with  the  title 
of  my  work)  to  clothe  my  historiettes  in  the  garb  of 
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a  translation;  but  to  you,  I  confess  them  to  he  strictly 
original.  To  the  mantle  of  truth  I  have  pevhaps  added 
a  slight  embroidery  of  fiction;  I  have  concealed  names, 
and  altered  dates;  but  in  the  leading  incidents,  I  have 
rigidly  adhered  to  matters  of  fact. 

If  I  give  you ,  or  any  of  my  other  readers ,  an 
hour 's  amusement,  I  shall  feel  amply  repaid  for  my 
trouble — If  I  fail  in  this  ;  I  must  (like  the  penitent 
schoolboy)  try  and  do  better  another  time — And  in 
the  interim  subscribe  myself. 

Your  most  faithful  friend  and  relative, 
H.  R.  A. 

Brussels ,  January  1858. 
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Preface, 


the  incidents  narrated  in  this  work  have 
been  carefully  extracted  from  the  note  book 
of  the  Baron  de  ******  *  who  for  several  years 
acted  as  a  Judge,  during  the  reign  of  Napoleon. 
Subsequent  circumstances,  brought  about  by 
political  intrigue ,  induced  him  to  tender  his 
resignation,  which  was  accepted  with  avidity  by 
the  House  of  Bourbon.  Deprived  of  his  rank 
and  functions ,  the  old  noble  could  no  longer 
bear  to  remain  in  France,  where  every  hour 
brought  some  insult  to  his  feelings  and  his  party. 
Possessed  of  a  small  competence ,  he  sought  this 
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4  PREFACE. 

Country  as  a  haven  of  rest ,  exclaiming  ,  with 
the  immortal  Bard ,  in  all  the  pangs  of  blighted 
patriotism , 

«  Ingrala  Patria,  non  possidebis   ossa  mea.  )> 

In  Devonshire ,  he  hired  a  neat  little  resi- 
dence. Here  it  was  my  g:ood  fortune  to  make  his 
acquaintance.  Here  I  strove  to  pour  the  balm 
of  condolence  into  his  afflicted  soul ;  but  it  was 
of  no  avail.  Torn  from  his  home,  his  friends , 
he  hourly  declined.  He  once  or  twice  mingled 
in  society ;  but  the  calumnies  he  there  heard 
uttered  against  his  benefactor  and  patron  (for 
be  it  known  to  the  rising  generation  that,  in 
1816,  a  hatred  to  Napol^n  waa  essential  to 
British  patriotism)  made  biin  shun  all  intercourse 
with  the  surrounding  gentry.  Unknowing  and 
unknown,  he  lived  to  hear  the  details  of  the  last 
French  revolution.  In  Louis-Philippe  however, 
he  refused  to  confide.  —  For  though  a  people  's 
choice  ,  yet  Philippe  was  a  Bourbon  born ;  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PREFACE.  5 

i^ace  depicted  by  my  friend  as  being  either  Ty- 
rants or  Dupes. 

It  was  my  melancholy  task »  last  Year ,  to 
consign  this  really  excellent  old  man  to  the 
silent  tomb.  To  me  be  left  his  little  Library,  a 
ring  of  value,  which  he  had  received ,  in  token  of 
approbation  from  the  Emperor,  and  his  papers. 
Amongst  the  latter,  I  found  his  official  note  book. 
From  it  I  have  selected  the  following  pages. 
But  as  I  cannot  boast  of  being  a  perfect  Lin- 
guist^ I  have  at  once  to  bespeak  from  the  reader 
his  kind  indulgence  should  he  perceive,  in  these 
extracts,  those  inaccuracies  which  will  inevitably 
ereep  into  every  work  of  translation;  more  es- 
pedally,  when  that  translation  is,  as  in  the 
present  case  ,  the  work  of. 

An  untried  Author. 
North  Devon  I  Ifovember  1887. 
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SALEMBIEK, 


Bruges. 


Apropos  to  this  subject,  I  tliiok  it  rigbt  to  note  a  ease,  ivbick  occurred 
kcre  in  1798;  from  which,  as  I  hafo  bow  soaie  leisure  hours,  I  will  give 
a  lull  eztriet.  It  appears,  about  that  time,  that  this  countrj  was  held  ia 
terror  hj  a  Banditti,  known  bj  the  appellation  of  the  Black  gang!  Their 
force  turned  out  to  amount,  in  all,  to  96,  at  least  that  number  were  «:on- 
▼icted.  Thej  were  organized  regularly  as  soldiers ;  divided  into  thi%e 
or  four  companies;  acting  simultaneously,  in  different  parts ;  committing 
mnrders  at  distant  points,  at  the  same  instant ;  they  were  looked  upon  as 
Jittle  short  of  preternatural  Beings.  That  some  person  of  rank,  must 
direct, their  movements  was  evident;  that  some  person  mingling  in  soci- 
ety must  conduct  their  plans,  was  universally  believed.  Victim,  aAer 
rictim,  fell,  with  unerring  success.  The  rich  were  plundered  and  de- 
stroyed;  their  journeys  always  foreseen,  however  secretly  undertaken. 
Their  letters  and  couriers  continually  intercepted.  The  people  almost 
feared  that  some  infernal  power  protected,  and  assisted,  this  dreaded 
Band. 

Justice  at  length,  however ,  orertook  this  sanguinary  body—But  I  will 
give  an  episode  llrem  their  history  :  ere  I  proceed  to  tell  their  fate. 
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SALEMBIER. 


CHAPTER  I. 


All  was  gaiety  beneath  the  hospitable  roof 
of  the  Count  de  Salembier ,  one  of  the 
most  "  recherche  "  party  givers  in  Bruges. 
The  brilliant  lights ,  the  enlivening  music , 
the  handsome  uniforms  of  the  military,  and 
still  more  handsome  faces  of  the  Flemi^ 
Belles  now   present,  gave  to  the  view  of  the 
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10  SALEMBIER. 

beholder  a  good  specimen  of  refined  revelry. 
The  eager  card  player,  the  gay  dancer,  the 
philosopher  and  the  rou^,  each  found,  an 
unusual  attraction  in  the  elegant  circle  of  their 
much  admired  entertainer,  ^hose  invitation, 
or  rejection  ,  stamped  ,  widi  the  hand  of 
fashion,  or  exclusion,  the  aspirants  to  ton 
who  thronged  this   once  proud  city. 

Count  Salembier,  at  the  time  I  speak  of, 
was  considered  one  of  the  handsomest  men 
in  West  Flanders ,  possessing  almost  bound-- 
less  wealth ,  inherited  (  it  was  supposed  ) 
from  a  distant  relation  who  had  died  in 
India ;  manners  the  most  insinuating ,  and 
a  general  knowledge  not  to  be  surpassed, 
rendered  him  indeed  an  object  worth  the 
winning;  and  many  therefore  were  the  hearts, 
who  sighed,  in  sullen  envy,  when  it  was 
announced  that  the  party,  now  given,  was 
in  honour  of  his  betrothed;  for  so  he  now 
publicly  called  Anna  di  JffiUot— who ,  on 
this  evening  shone  the  fairest  of  the  fair , 
the  gayest    of  the   gay,  ^hile   she  smilingly 
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received  their  warm,  yet  insincere  congra- 
tulations. 

Ten,  o'clock  had  struck,  and  the  ball  was 
at  its  height  (for  the  hours  here  are  earlier  than 
elsewhere )  when  the  abrupt  entrance  of  Cap- 
tain Villedieu,  in  the  service  dress  of  his  regi- 
ment ,  startled  the  assembled  group.  None 
were  usually  more  punctilious  ,  in  ^he  etiquette 
of  the  toilette,  than  the  g«y  dragoon,  all  there- 
fore crowded  round  the  officer  to  learn  the  cause 
of  his  appearance ,  in  this  rough  attire ,  this 
anything  but  t^U-room  guis«. 

"  I  come ,  I  fear  most  inopportunely,  to  disr 
turb^your  mirth,  "at  length  uttered  Ville- 
dieu. .  "  The  cause  you  shall  know  ere  long,  " 
and  he  drew  Salembier  aside.  They  whisper- 
ed for  an  instant,  and  the  Count  returned  ;  con- 
sulted for  a  moment  with  an  aged  noble ;  desi- 
red the  music  instantly  to  cease ,  and  hastened 
to  hand  into  her  carriage  his  fair  betrothed, 
who  evidently  was  much  surprised  at  this 
sudden  desire  on  the  part  of  Salembicu*  to 
break  up  the  party.  —  In  a  moment  more, 
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i^  SALEMBIER. 

their  host  re^'entering  the  ball  room ,  where 
the  late  gay  dancers  stood  almost  petrified » 
thus  explained  the  cause  at  once  of  his  seem- 
ing agitation  9  and  his  abrupt  wish  to  cease  the 
revel. 

**  My  friends,  I  scai*cely  know  how  to  tell  my 
lale  of  woe ;  for  many  there  are,  here  present, 
connected  with  him ,  who  has  just  been  mur- 
dered. "  The  company  started,  and  a  murmur 
of  horror  went  round.  "  Yes — it  is  but  too 
true.  The  Black  Gang  who ,  for  years ,  have 
cursed  this  country  with  their  presence,  have 
destroyed  another  victim.  Within  three  miles  of 
Ghent ,  I  learn  from  my  friend,  that  the  father 
of  my  betrothed  has  been  assassinated.  His 
servant,  who  escaped,  arrived  in  trembling 
haste  at  Yilledieu's  lodgings ,  not  ten  minutes 
since ,  with  information  of  th^  fact  His  reek- 
ing horse,  bears  testimony  that  two  hours 
have  scarcely  passed^  since  this  band  destroyed 
before  his  eyes,  his  loved,  his  valued  master ! 
he ,  who  would  have  been  to  me  a  Parent :  "  and 
a  tear  rolled  down  the  cheek  of  the  agitated 
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speaiker.  ^^  Hy  friends ,  but  one  consolation, 
if  it  may  so  be  called^  is  now  left ;  to  discover 
and  punish,  the  perpetrator  of  this  bloody  deed. 
— ^For  this  purpose,  Yilledieu,  with  a  chosen 
party,  is  about  to  depart,  while  I  seek  my  room 
and  try  to  soothe  my  poignant  feelings  of  dis- 
tress. I  therefore  need  not  I  am  sure ,  apolo* 
gise  for  breaking  up  the  fete;  for  even  yet,  I 
fear ,  we  have  not  learnt  the  extent  of  our  mis- 
fortunes. Strange  it  is  to  say,  but  no  less  true ; 
this  Band  of  murderers,  (may  curses  light  upon 
them)  have  never  yet  been  known  to  commit  a 
single  murder.  Invariably  it  has  occurred,  that 
simultaneous  with  their  atrocities  in  one  part 
of  the  country,  they  have  sealed  their  savage 
nature,  by  deeds  of  the  most  revolting  kind,  at 
distances  of  several  leagues;  thus  proving  their 
almost  ubiquitous  presence;  their  well  digested 
plans  of  action.  May  Heaven  grant  we  hear  not  of 
their  exploits  in  some  other  parts  ere  morning. '' 
A  deep  and  sincere  **  amen ''  was  pronounced 
by  all  present,  and  while  the  wretched  Count 
sought  the  solitude  of  his  Chamber ,  Villedieu 
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ii  SALEMBIER. 

and  the  company,  now  as  fearfully  depressed , 
as  they  had  previously  been  elated ,  departed 
some  to  scour  the  country ;  others  to  think,  and 
dream,  of  the  murderous  Black  Gang. 

Another  half  hour  bad  elapsed.  The  almost 
ever  sounding  carillon  of  the  belfrey  was  chi- 
ming the  eleventh  hour,  as  a  single  horseman  rode 
through  the  "  porte  d'Ostende. "  But  so  close- 
ly muffled  were  his  features ,  so  completely . 
hidden  was  his  form  by  a  long  horseman's 
cloak,  that  the  sleepy  warden,  when  afterwards 
interrogated,  declared  his  utter  inability  to 
describe  the  person  of  him ,  who  now  slowly 
left  the  western  gate  of  Bruges,  at  a  steady  am- 
bling pace.  The  Barrier  however  passed ,  the 
second  bridge  crossed ,  the  small  hamlet  of 
Skipsdale  left  behind  and  the  more  open  coun- 
try gained ,  the  horseman  suddenly  burying  his 
military  spurs  in  his  proud,  animal's  side  ,  in 
another  instant,  had  leaped  the  wide  ditch 
which  skirted  the  road,  and  riding  to  a  certain 
point ,  some  quarter  of  a  league  from  the  beaten 
path^  suddenly  halted,  jumped  o£f ,  and  placing 
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a  small  thistle  to  his  lips^  blew  a  peculiar  low, 
yet  shrill ,  signal.     Id   a  moment  more,  that 
signal  was  answered,  and  in  the  next  minute,  a 
second  horseman  joined  the  traveller  of  whom 
we  speak.    A  word  of  recognition ;  and  at  once 
they  proceeded  to  business. 
. "  Have  you  succeded  in  the  west?  " 
^'  Yes  Captain,  though  we  lost  poor  Jac- 
ques in  the  mel^ ;  the  old   merchant  made 
a  most  unexpected  resistance,  while  his  ser- 
vant,  ere  we  had  time   to  finish   him,   had 
drawn  a  pistol   and    shot   our  comrade,  al» 
most  to  death.  " 

"Poor  fellow!  Fm  sorry  for  him,"  and 
he  sighed  ;  then  suddenly  changing  his 
tone,  "  But  what  have  you  done  with  him?  " 
"  We  obeyed  the  rule,  and^  as  his  wound 
seemed  mortal,  we  at  once  despatched  him, 
mutilated  his  features,  and  those  of  the 
servant  who  had  shot  him,  tied  the  two 
bodies  together  ,  and  threw  them  into  the 
canal,  where  they  will  rot,  long  ere  they 
are  discovered,  as  we  tied  an    iron  weight 
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to  them ,  to  keep  them  down.  Then  accDrd^r 
ing  to  your  orders,  we  let  loose  their 
horses,  packed  up  the  corpse  of  the  old 
gentleman,  aad  started  off  across  the  coun* 
try  for  Blankenberg.  We  popped  the  car- 
case into  the  haunted  ruin  near  the  village, 
where  leaving  it  in  charge  of  Joseph ,  after 
dispersing  the  rest  of  our  jfeUows,  I  at  once 
started  off  to  meet  your  honor.  " 

"  Tis  well— right  well.  And  the  booty?  " 
'*  Is  here  Captain. "  And  the  assassin,  whose 
hands  still  reeked  in  human  blood,  placed 
several  caskets  and  a  purse  in  the  hands  of 
his  superior,  who  by  a  silent  motion,  sig- 
nified his  desire  to  proceed.  They  mounted 
their  horses,  and  in  a  few  moments  more, 
this  worthy  pair  were  again  on  the  high 
road,  which  leads  from  Bruges  to  Blanken- 
berg, 

Their  pace  however,  was  not  that  of 
haste.  By  die  lingering  look  which  ever  and 
anon  the  Captain  cast  behind  him— it  was  evi- 
dent he  still  expected  the  arrival  of  another 
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person — In  this  way  hey  proceeded  slowly 
onward.  Presently  an  approaching  traveller 
was  heard.  A  signal  passed.  The  Chief, 
at  once,  despatched  his  comptnion  forward 
to  reconnoitre.  His  Lieutenant  hastily  gallop- 
ed up  to  him ,  and  they  proceeded  »  at  a 
quicker  rate,  towards  the  fishing  village, 
where  the  body  of  the  murdered  man  now 
lay. 

After  a  short  pause ,  the  newly  arrived 
stranger  spoke. 

"  You  know,  Captain,  it  is  not  my  way 
to  ask  questions.  You  are  aware  I  do  your 
bidding,  and  seldom  seek  to  know  your 
reasons;  but,  on  the  present  occasion ,  I 
confess  I  am  anxious  to-  learn  your  motives 
for  this  double  work ;  especially  as  the  Ghent 
affair  can  bring  us  no  profit,  and  from  the 
rank  of  the  victim,  we  may  yet,  get  into 
trouble.  " 

His  chief  laughed.  "  My  excellent  friend, 
you  are  indeed  near  sighted;  though  as 
you  say,  it  is  true  I  shall  not  gain  much  by 
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the  death  of  the  Ifarquis.  But  what  of  that? 
The  double  stroke  will  paralyze  and  devide 
opinion.  With  respect  to  discovery,  cannot 
you  already  see,  who  will  be  pitched  upon 
to  pursue  the  assassins?  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you 
are  indeed  dull.  Why  me  to  be  sure  ;  and 
you  shall  be  my  proxy;  solicted  and  appoint- 
ed by  Ae  blind  burghers  of  yonder  proud 
city  "   aud  again  he  laughed. 

"  Captain  you  are  right.  Your  genius 
certainly  is  ever  ready  witted.  But  still, 
in  the  present  case.  " — 

His  chief  interrupted  him;  "  I  understand 
you;  you  cannot  probe  my  motives  for  leaving 
my  home^  at  such  an  hour,  and  risking  dis^ 
covery  as  it  were,  for  no  earthly  purpose.  Are 
not  such  your  thoughts?  '* 

"  Most  truly  devined.  " 

''  Well  then.  111  explain.  In  the  hamlet, 
which  we  are  now  approaching,  dwells  one, 
who  is  dear  to  me,  beyond  expression;  one, 
to  possess  whom;  I  would  give  up  rank,  title. 
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boaooTy  ricbes.  You  seem  astonished;  but  'tis 
no  less  true.  The  orphan  daughter  of  a  poor 
fisherman,  the  adopted  cMld  of  a  wretched 
Smuggler,  holds  this  heart  in  chains,  a  heart 
which  never  yet  could  stoop  to  woo.  In  her 
presence,  the  object  of  a  thousand  courtly 
smiles  feels  as  a  slave.  Yes — ^I  have  grovel" 
led  at  her  feet,  and  prayed  but  for  one  look 
of  kindness,  **  one  word  of  soft  affection,  and 
have  been  ^umed! ''  And  the  Bandit  ground 
his  teeth,  with  rage,  ahnost,  ungovernable. 

"  Knows  she  then  your  vocation?  " 

"  No,  no !  "  thundered  the  superior.  "  No; 
she  knows  me  not,  in  either  of  my  characters^ 
l^e  knows  me  only  as  the  supposed  son  of  a 
wealthy  tradesman;  a  travelling  painter;  one 
willing  to  wed  her.  But  there  was  a  more 
fevered  gallant  in  the  case,  a  miserable  boat- 
man! An  almcst  boy,  who  lived  upon  the 
scanty  means  his  net  provided.  This  son  of 
toil  she  loved,  and  for  his  sake  rejected  me! 
me,  who  never  bore  refusal!     To-morrow  she 
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has  sworn  to  wed  the  stripling.  Can  you  not 
guess  my  purpose  then?  " 

^*  Doubtless  to  take  his  life.  But  why  this 
fuss  about  a  mere  peasant?  any  of  our  men 
had  done  the  deed  without  this  trouble.  " 

''Think  you  that,  that,  would  content  me 
now?  No— she  has  scorned  me,  and  my  love 
is  turned  to  fiate.  He  shall  not  die  a  comnion 
death.  Each  pain  he  suffers,  she  shall  doubly 
feel.  And  know  that  /, — /,  her  despised  suit- 
oi',  wrought  his  doom !  "  And  he  raised  him- 
self with  passion  in  his  stirrups. 

At  this  moment  they  had  arrived  within 
view  of  the  ruin,  said  to  be  haunted,  which 
is  situated  about  two  hundred  paces  from 
Blankenberg.  The  Captain  called  his  Lieuten- 
ant to  his  side ,  whispered  some  short  direc** 
tions  to  him,  and  as  the  subaltern  galloped  back 
to  Bruges,  or  its  vicinity,  the  chief  of  the  Black 
Band  entered  the  untenanted  wreck  of  former 
grandeur. — 
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For  a  moment,  the  Captain  ( or  as  we  shall 
more  frequently  style  him  Le  Noir ) — groped 
his  way  in  utter  darkness,  feeling  with  his 
hand,  which  grasped  a  naked  poignard,  the 
way  leading  into  the  interior.  Arrived  how- 
ever, in  an  open  chamber;  aware  that  the 
signal  could  not  be  heard  outside  ;  he  ventured 
to  give  a  low  whistle.  In  the  next  instant, 
a    light    flashed    on  him;    a    dark    lantern 
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was  turned ,  and  he  found  himself  within  three 
paces  of  his  two  associates,  who  silently 
held  guard  over  the  corpse,  which  had,  thus 
for  certain  reasons,  been  brought  hither.  A 
smile  of  meaning,  a  glance  towards  an  object 
lying  in  the  corner,  over  which  a  cloak  was 
loosely  thrown ,  a  nod  of  approbation  from  the 
superior,  and  their  tale  was  told.  The  Gang 
had  done  their  leaders  bidding  and  that  leader 
willingly  accorded  them  his  thanks ;  and  yet^ 
no  word  was  spoken — It  seemed  as  if  they 
feared  the  sound  of  their  own  voices  would 
awake  their  victim,  or  their  echo's  betray  them 
to  the  hand  of  justice. 

At  length  Le  Noir  broke  the  sileirde ,  and  in 
a  subdued  voice  enquired.     ''How  managed 
you  the  track  ?  " 
At  once  they  understood  and  replied ; 

''  Joseph  turned  his  horse's  shoes,  and  riding 
back  ( at  some  twenty  paces  from  me )  gave  the 
appearance  of  a  single  horse  having  left  this 
spot ,  arrived  at  the  scene  of  strife ,  and  agaiii 
returned  to  it;   his  reversed  shoes  seeming  to 
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approach  Ostend,  while  mine  appeared  as  eomr 
ing  from  it. 

**  Tis  well.  Now  mark  my  farther  direc- 
tions. I  am  about  to  leaye  you  for  half  an  hour; 
during  that  time  walk  one  of  your  horses  over 
to  the  stable  door  of  the  cottage ,  which  stands 
on  the  northern  strand  ;  lead  him  right  to  it , 
and  then  distroy  him  ;  or  get  him  back  as  you 
list ;  but  on  your  life ,  let  no  print  of  returning 
hoof  be  seen,  or  we  are  lost.  This  I  will  leave 
to  your  ability  to  effect.  While  one  does  this , 
let  the  other  dig  a  deep  grave ,  to  put  the  mer- 
chant in ;  but  not  till  I  return.  FU  $ee  the  old- 
man  sepultured  my^lf ;  tis  but  respectful"; and 
the  Bandit  chuckled  at  the  joke. 

While  speaking,  Le  Noir  had  stripped  off  his 
cloak,  and  now  appeared  dressed  as  a  smuggler. 
A  bandage  confined  hi^  bro^;,  and  the  fresh 
blood  seemed  to  trickle  from  under  it.  His 
clothes  were  rent  in  various  places.  A  broken 
pistol  was  stuck  in  his  girdle ,  and  any  one 
,  who  now  saw  him,  would  have  mistaken  him  for 
a  contrabandist  of  the  Flemish  coast ,  escaped 
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within  the  hour  from  a  severe  encounter  with 
the  Revenue  Police.  So  good  was  the  di^uise, 
that  even  his  followers  were  staggered  and  sur- 
prised>  as  he  thus  shewed  himself.  After  taking 
a  glars  of  schiedamfrom  theis  well  replenished 
horn,  drinking,  as  was  customary  with  the 
Band ,  *'  to  the  success  of  his  present  enter- 
prise "  Paule  cautiously  placed  about  him  the 
various  articles  which  bad  been  rifled  from  the 
murdered  man ,  and  left  the  ruin,  in  a  northerly 
direction. 

At  about  hal  an  Engl  s^  mile  from  the  viU 
lage  of  Blankenberg,  there  stands  a  solitary  cot- 
tage ,  now  fallen  into  decay,  but  which  at  the 
time  I  speak  of,  presented  an  aspect  of  comfort 
and  neatness  far  beyond  the  usual  average  found 
among  the  dwellings  of  fishermen.  It  had  just 
been  put  in  thorough  repair,  and  neatly  painted^ 
to  receive, with  becoming  respect,  its  future 
mistress. 

The  owner  of  this  dwelling  was  a  young, 
handsome  villager,  one  who  bad  never  been 
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known  to  do  an  ungenerous ,  an  unmanly  ac- 
tion ;  and  though  he  owed  his  daily  meal 
to  the  labour  of  his  hands ;  though  poverty 
might  be  said ,  with  truth  ,  to  be  his  lot ;  yet  so 
loved,  so  respected  was  the  youth,  that  the  old 
and  the  young  alike  referred  their  disputes  and 
doubts  to  the  arbitration  of  Charles  Van  Ecke. 
The  morrow  had  been  fixed  upon  for  his  mar- 
riage with  Charlotte  Gaesbek ,  commonly  styled 
the  Flower  of  Blankenberg !  The  enamoured , 
and  delighted ,  fisherman  now  sat  beside  his 
fire,  in  luxurious  solitude,  conning  over  his 
future  plans  'Mreaming  of  bliss  to  come.  " 

.  While  he  was  thus  engaged ,  a  feeble  knock 
was  heard,  and  the  youth  started  up  in  astonish- 
ment, wondering  what  could  thus  bring  a 
Being  to  his  door  after  midnight.  The  evening 
was  calm ;  it  could  not  therefore  be  a  ship- 
wrecked mariner.  His  poverty  was  known  ; 
it  could  not  be  a  robber.  What  then  might  it 
be  ?  a  message  perhaps  from  Charlotte.  She 
might  want  him ;  she  might  be  ill.  At  once  he 
sprang  up.    The  castles  in  the  air,  so  lately 
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built ,  vanished  **  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a 
vision*'  and  with  hurrried  agitation,  he  threw 
open  the  door. 

"  Save  me!  oh,  save  me !  "  uttered  a  voice  of 
despair,  as  a  young  and  well  built  sailor  stag- 
gered into  the  room.  "  They  are  after  me  ; 
another  moment ;  and  Tm  lost !  "  and  he  sank, 
half  fainting ,  evidently  overcome  by  the  loss  of 
blood,  which  still  jjowed  from  his  temple,  into 
a  chair  near  the  fisherman's  hearth. 

Charles ,  in  a  moment  read  the  truth.  The 
man  who  lay  before  him,  evidently  was  a 
smuggler  ;  one  who  carried  on  an  illicit  trade 
with  the  neighbouring  Dutch  ports.  He  had 
doubtless  escaped  from  a  severe  rencontre 
with  the  coast  guard  and  thus  received  his 
wound.  A  low  groan  from  the  sufferer,  recal- 
led Van  Eeke  to  a  sense  of  activity.  He  bolted 
fast  the  door,  to  prevent  surprise ;  and  flying  to 
a  cupboard,  poured  out  a  glass  of  spirits,  which 
he  handed  to  the  wounded  man,  who  drank  it 
eagerly. 

At  length  the  stranger  j$eemed  to  revive;  freed 
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from  the  idea  of  immediate  capture ,  conscious 
that  his  pursuers  must  have  taken  a  wrong 
course  ;  his  strength  appeared  to  return  and  he 
began  to  talk  freely.  "  We  had  a  hard  bout  of 
it.  We  had  but  four  to  seven  ;  yet  we  beat 
them  oiT.  But  v^hat  of  that?  I  should  have  died 
ere  this  had  it  not  been  for  you.  Say  in  a  word, 
how  can  I  repay  you  ?  will  you  join  us  ?  I'faith 
it  is  a  pleasant  life.  " 

"  Not  so;  "  replied  Charles,  "  'twould  never 
do.  Tm  poor, — but  honest.  Besides,  I  am  to 
be  married  in  the  morning  ,  and  a  Rover's 
life  would  ill  suit  a  happy  bridegroom.  " 

"  Indeed!  well  then,  although  you  scorn  my 
offer,  still  Til  prove  my  gratitude.  Here  is  an 
order  on  a  friend  of  mine  for  two  hundredfrancs. 
Nay,  refuse  it  not.  I've  plenty,  and  to  spare  ; 
'twill  be  a  pretty  offering  to  your  spouse.  One 
thing,  however,  I  would  advise ;  keep  it  about^ 
you,  on  your  person;  you  understand.  A  smug- 
glers cheque  is  sometimes  dangerous  to  expose. 
So  keep  it  to  yourself.  And  now,  my  friend,  I'll 
drink  to  "  the  maiden!  "    And  he  cast  a  look  of 
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strange  meaning  on  his  entertainer,  as  he  pla- 
ced the  goblet  to  his  lips.  Then  rising  he 
rejoined  :  '^  And  now,  good  night!  I  would  only 
ask  one  favor  more ;  'tis,  to  step  as  far  as  the 
sandhills  and  look  around,  to  see  Tm  not  pur- 
sued. "  Charles  willingly  acceded ;  for  he  felt 
a  relief  in  being  thus  freed  from  the  presence 
of  a  dangerous  character;  one  whose  acquain- . 
tance  might  lead  him  into  trouble.  So  snatch- 
ing up  his  cap,  he  hastened  out. 

In  a  moment,  the  seeming  smuggler  had 
started  up,  drawn  from  his  pocket  the  booty 
of  the  murdered  man;  of  whom  we  spoke 
anon;  and  hurrying  to  the  cupboard  and  the 
bed ,  hid  ( as  it  were )  the  different  articles. 
Drawing  forth  a  jacket,  which  he  found,  he 
smeared  the  lining  with  a  composition  resem- 
bling blood  ;  then  seizing  a  knife,  which  lay 
upon  the  table  (marked  with  the  initials  of 
the  fisherman)  he  carefully  concealed  it,  then 
sitting  down  again,  he  quietly  awaited  the  return 
of  Charles,  who  in  a  few  minutes  more  re-en- 
tered, and  assured  his  guest,  that  the  coast 
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was  clear.  The  next  instant,  saw  that  guest 
depart ,  leaving  Van  Ecke  to  dream  over  and 
enjoy,  the  thoughts  of  joys  to  come. 

The  night  was  unusually  dark,  and  the  dri- 
ving wind  blew  coldly  over  the  low  sandhills 
which  skirt  the  sea  ,  and  bury  at  each  moment 
the  footsteps  of  the  traveller  deep  in  their  yield- 
ing substance  —  For  leagues  around  no  hil- 
lock rose  from  the  surface  of  the  extensive 
flat — No  beacon  served  to  cheer  or  guide  the 
wanderer  on  his  way. — ^But  Le  Noir  well  knew 
the  tract  he  now  pursued ,  and  bid  defiance  to 
the  superstitious  fears  which  any  one  less  hardy 
would  have  felt  with  such  a  conscience,  and  at 
such  ail  hour. 

About  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more,  and  the  Cap- 
tain re-entered  the  ruined  Castle ;  to  which  his 
comrades  had  returned ,  having  performed  his 
bidding.  The  grave  lay  open,  and  its  future 
occupant  placed  on  its  edge ,  awaited  but  the 
order  of  the  Captain  to  be  thrown  in. 

The  chief  hastily  entered ,  and  going  straight 
up  to  the  corpse,  inflicted  on  it  several  wounds, 
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with  the  knife  which  he  had  abstracted  from 
the  fisherman's  hut.  Then  spurning  the  body 
with  his .  foot ,  it  fell  heavily  into  its  narrow 
cell ;  and  throwing  in  the  knife ,  still  wet 
with  blood,  he  desired  his  followers  instant- 
ly to  fill  up  the  trench ;  to  be  at  Thourout ,  on 
the  following  Tuesday,  and  further  commanding 
them  to  leave  the  place  as  speedily  as  possible 
when  their  job  should  be  completed ;  the  re- 
doubted Captain  jumped  on  his  horse,  and  ere 
another  hour,  Le  Noir  was  far  from  this  scene 
of  horror,  and  duplicity. 
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Those  aflone,  who  have  been  at  Bruges,  can 
picture  the  gaiety  of  a  market  day  in  that 
city.  The  "  Groot  markt  "  (or  "  Grande  Place  ") 
covered  with  innumerable  booths,  placed  in  re- 
gular alleys ,  ingeniously  built  every  Friday 
nif^t,  and  as  rapidly  carried  off  on  the  Sa- 
turday evening;  displaying  the  well  polished 
brass  ustensils ,  which  gaudily  decorate  each 
Belgian    kitchen;  handkerchiefs,  and  shawls 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


%i  SALEMBIER. 

of  dazzling  colours,  lace  caps,  old  china,  and 
wooden  shoes ;  all  lend  their  gay  appearance 
to  this  animated  scene  ;  while  hosts  of  females, 
decked  in  every  hue  ( Grotesque ,  yet  pic- 
turesque )  make  up  the  scene,  which  weekly 
displays  itself,  in  the  aforesaid  "  place  "  The 
idle  soldier  ,  standing  at*  his  guard  room 
door,  waiting  the  carillon  from  above  to  an- 
nounce his  turn  of  duty.  The  healthy  corn 
chandler,  stooping  o'er  bis  sack ,  in  anxious  ex- 
pectation of  a  customer ;  the  lazy  chapman,  and 
the  steady  Burgher,  may  all  be  found,  desirous 
equally  to  learn,  and  propagate,  the  news  of 
this,  their  favorite,  day. 

No  laughing  faces  were  houirever  visible 
on  Saturday  the  3'^  of  October  1797.  No  tale 
of  scandal ,  or  broad  humour ,  lit  a  smile  in 
their  honest  faces.  The  murder  of  the  Mar- 
quis de  Juillot,  near  the  town  of  Ghent,  had 
chased  their  laughing  mood ,  and  caused  a 
panic,  midst  the  busy  throng. 

Soon  after ,  still  more  horrid  news  arrived. 
The  idol  of  the  crowd ,  the  last  remaining 
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liuk  between  the  Burgher  and  the  people , 
their  much  loved  Echevin  *  had  been  murdered. 
At  least  so  all  believed.  His  horse,  and  that 
of  his  servant  y  had  arrived  at  the  barrier  (with, 
that  extraordinary  instinct  which  leads  them 
to  know  their  home)  riderless.  Their  saddles 
were  smeared  with  blood;  while  the  animal, 
which  the  worthy  magistrate  had  bestrode,  was 
wounded ,  most  severely,  seemingly  by  a  ball. 

All  Bruges  was  paralyzed. 

The  Magistrates  the  while,  held  consultation 
together  in  the  Hotel-de-Ville.  The  missing 
Echevinhad  gone  over  the  day  before,  to  settle 
some  pecuniary  matters  at  Ostend.  It  was  deter- 
mined therefore,  to  dispatch  a  proper  force  in 
that  direction ,  with  full  instructions  to  make 
diligent  search.  But,  to  whom  coidd  this  com- 
mission be  confided? — That  was  the  ques- 
tion. 

At  this  moment,  Salembier  entered.  He  was 
young ,  active  and  intelligent — who  so  fil  lor 

•  A  80Pt  of  silting  magistraie  —  Generally  a  relired  irades- 
mao,  or  merdHint. 
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such  an  undertaking? — ^The  choice  unanimously 
felt  on  him.  But  he  at  once  dfeclined.  Captain 
Yilledieu  who  accompanied  him ,  was  next  soli- 
cited ;  and  after  some  hesitation,  he  undertook 
the  task.  Preliminaries  settled ,  full  powers  to 
search  given ;  in  a  few  minutes  ,  the  Dragooti 
was  trotting  at  the  head  of  a  dozen  fine  fellows, 
on  the  flat ,  serpentine ,  road  ,  which  leads  to 
Ostend. 

Perhaps,  in  Europe,  there  does  not  exist  a 
more  dull  and  monotonous  route  than  the  five 
leagues,  which  lie  between  these  Towns.  In  the 
whole  line  the  traveller  finds  but  four  hovels  ; 
while  the  extreme  flat,  which  extends  for  several 
leagues  on  either  side,  offers  no  impediment  to 
the  blast,  which  on  a  winter's  night  howls  dis- 
mally over  this  dreary  path.  No  light  to  be 
seen  ;  no  object  to  break  the  view  ;  no  noise , 
save  the  dull  clatter  which  the  paved  road  re- 
turns. The  traveller  may  well  shrink  from  en- 
countering this  journey  after  daylight.  But  now 
that  the  sun  shone ,  and  each  mind  was  wrought 
up  to  a  state  of  e^iger  excitement,  the  group  at 
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present  hurried  on,  unmiadful  of  the  dreary 
scene. 

They  had  arrived  within  a  league  of  Ostend , 
when  the  party  simultaneously  reined  up.  With 
sickening  horror,  they  interchanged  a  glance  of 
conviction;  the  dreadful  truth  was  indeed  reveal- 
ed to  them ,  at  least  as  far  as  circumstantial  evi- 
dence could  prove  it.  The  stones  were  dyed 
for  several  yards  around  with  blood  ;  the  earth  , 
which  skirted  the  road ,  bore  testimony  to  a 
violent  struggle ,  while  a  discharged  pistol ,  and 
the  well  known  cloak  of  the  poor  magistrate , 
lay  upon  the  ground.  It  seemed  as  if  no  soul 
had  passed  the  spot,  where  the  recent  assas- 
sination had  evidently  been  committed. 

The  group ,  prepared  as  they  all  must  have 
been,  still  felt  with  force,  the  sudden  shock, 
on  thus  abruptly  finding  a  confirmation  of  their 
worst  of  fears.  They  eagerly  dismounted,  and 
scrutinized  the  spot. 

On  searching  closely,  they  discovered  that,  a 
ball  had  grazed  one  of  the  trees,  which  border- 
ed the  road  ;  while  the  banks  of  the  canal  were 
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broken  ,  as  if  a  second  struggle  od  that  spot  had 
tad^en  place ;  and  many  were  of  opinion,  that  they 
had,  here  thrown  in,  the  Merchant's  corpse. 

In  the  mean  time  however,  others  had  traced 
a  distinct  track  of  blood,  towards  a  neighbour- 
ing field.  Crossing  this  field ,  they  beheld  the 
recent  n^rks  of  a  horse's  hoofs ,  deeply  indent- 
ed in  the  soft  soil  ;  and  yet  another  line  of 
footmarks  in  an  opposite  direction,  some  twenty 
paces  from  the  oth^rs.  From  this,  they  judged 
that  a  horseman  had  come ,  in  a  northerly  direc* 
tion  across  the  Country  into  the  open  road ;  and 
again  returned  to  the  same  point ;  evidently 
bearing  back  some  bleeding  object .  It  was 
therefore  unanimously  determined  to  follow  this 
clue ,  and  the  party,  carefully,  proceeded. 

For  more  than  three  leagues,  they  traced 
the  marks,  almost  without  a  break.  At  length 
they  arrived  near  the  village  of  Blankenberg, 
when  the  track  at  once  diverged.  The  anxious 
pursuers  still  followed  it.  They  led  directly 
to  the  entrance  of  the  ruined  tower  which , 
as  I  have  be/ore  described  ,  stands  a  short 
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distanee  on  this  side  aS  the  fishing  hamlet. 
Lights  were  procured;  four  determined  men 
selected  to  lead  the  van;  their  pistols  ready- 
eocked,  in  case  of  a  surprise ;  sentinels  placed , 
to  prevent  their  escape ,  should  any  of  the  ban- 
ditti still  lurk  within;  their  horses  tethered  and 
the  party  at  once  entered.  No  soul  appeared. 
The  ruin  was  evidaitly  deserted;  and  the  party 
having  gained  the  utmost  limit  of  the  vaults,  were 
about  to  return^  when  Yilledieu  perceived, 
and  pointed  out,  some  newly  turned  mould. 
In  a  moment,  they  had  examined  it;  discover- 
ed it  to  be  a  recently  filled  grave,  and  in 
another  instant,  they  had  torn  away  the  earth, 
which  trended  from  their  sight,  the  murdered 
corpse  of  their  loved  Echevin! 

Even  to  those  who  daily  see  death;  to 
those  who  carelessly  dissect  the  human  frame; 
to  those  who  tread  the  battle  field,  and 
with  apathy  behold  the  forsaken  temple  of  the 
mind;  even  to  those ,  I  say ,  the  body  of  a 
mnrderedman  bringsterror,  and  disgust.  Thus 
then  the  present  party  shrunk  with  horror, 
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as  they  saw  the  bloody  form  revealed,  of 
him  with  whom,  they  oft  had  fed,  and 
laughed. 

A  bystander  had  discovered  a  knife ,  mark- 
ed G.  Y.  E.  It  fitted  in  the  wonnds,  and 
was  therefore  carefully  preserved,  and  the  group 
were  about  to  remove  the  victim ;  when  one  of 
those ,  who  had  been  stationed  outside,  ran  in , 
and  stated  that  another  line  of  shoe  prints  had 
been  discovered.  Leaving  therefore  two  men 
in  charge,  the  remainder  set  out,  again  in 
quest  of  the  murderer. 

Their  3earch  however  was  not  long.  The 
marks  ceased  at  the  stable  door,  attached  to  a 
neat,  but  isolated,  cottage,  which  stood  on  the 
sands  to  the  north  of  the  village.  The  place 
was  empty,  as  also  the  habitation  to  which  it 
belonged.  For  a  few  moments  they  consulted ; 
then  bursting  open  the  door,  they  rushed  in.  No 
soul,  however,  met  their  view!  The  interior  pre- 
sented a  scene  of  cleanly  comfort.  Every  arti- 
cle was  arranged  with  just  precision,  and  though 
the  owner,  now,  was  absent,  the  presence  of  a 
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blazing  fire  bespoke  Ihe  probability  of  his 
almost  immediate  return. 

To  wait,  for  this  however,  the  party  seemed 
disinclined.  Their  thirst  for  vengeance  was 
unslaked ,  and  they  instantly  determined  to  search 
the  premises,  which  they  now  learnt  from  a 
peasant,  who  had  joined  them,  belonged  to 
Charles  Van  Ecke ;  a  name  which  corresponded, 
with  the  initials  on  the  knife  ! 

Their  investigation  was  soon  successful.  In 
various  parts  of  the  room ;  beneath  the  bed;  and 
in  the  drawers;  they  found  the  papers,  the  pock- 
et book ,  the  purse  of  the  deceased.  A  jacket , 
stained  with  {)lood ,  and  other  damning  proofs , 
suflScient  to  convince  them  that  they  now  stood 
beneath  the  roof  of  the  assassin. 

Presently,  they  heard ,  the  merry  sounds  of 
music  Approaching.  They  rushed  out.  It  was 
Charles  who  approached,  leading  to  her  future 
home ,  the  flower  of  Blankenberg,  who  had  just 
plighted  her  faith  at  the  altar,  and  now  looked 
proudly  happy  as  she  leaned  on  the  arm  of  him 
she  loved  so  well. 
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The  coming  throng  surprised  her,  nor  could 
Van  Ecke  conceive  what  thus  had  led  a  party  to 
his  dwelling ;  he  had  no  time  however  to  conjec- 
ture. In  an  instant  more,  he  was  seized ;  accu- 
sed of  murder;  and  while  the  lovely  girl  sank 
fainting  in  the  arms  of  her  bridesmaid ,  the 
wretched,  and  bewildered  youth,  was  bound  and 
carried  off,  ignorant  of  what  crime  he  stood 
accused. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Charles,  thus  suddenly  apprehended,  had 
been  hurried  before  the  judge,  then  holding  the 
assize  at  Bruges.  In  vain,  had  he  told  his  story 
of  the  wounded  smuggler ;  and  ascribed  to  him 
the  presence  of  those  articles,  now  produced  in 
evidence  agamst  him.  In  vain,  had  he  declared 
hiS  innocence.  Unfortunately  on  his  person  had 
been  discovered  the  cheque  for  two  hundred 
francs ,  given  him  by  the  wretch  that  he  had 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


42  SALEMBIER. 

sheltered.  It  bore  the  signature  of  "  Le  Noir,  '* 
the  well  known  title  of  the  Captain  of  the  Black 
Gang,  to  which  all  believed  the  unhappy  pri- 
soner belonged.  To  betray  them  ,  he  was 
offered  pardon,  and  wealth,  and  honor.  But  to 
do  this,  the  youth  pleaded  in  truth ,  his  total 
inability.  He  was  not  however  believed  ;  but 
looked  upon  as  obdurate  and  wicked.  And  was 
therefore  condemned  at  once  to  immediate  exe- 
cution ,  unpitied  and  abhorred. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  poor  girl  had  been 
conveyed  to  the  cottage,  which  she  had  left 
that  morning  with  a  happy  heart ,  in  a  state  of 
insensibility ;  from  which  she  was  doomed  to 
wake,  miserable  for  ever.  For  several  days,  she 
was  confined  to  her  bed,  happily  unconscious 
of  the  approaching  fate  of  her  lover;  unaware 
of  the  speedy  manner  in  which  he  had  been 
brought  to  trial  and  conviction.  After  a  few 
days ,  she  was  again  able  to  leave  her  coucli. 
Still  weak  ,  she  rose  and  tottered  dovra  to  her 
once  cheerful  little  parlour.  Scarcely  able 
clearly  to    recal  the  past ,  like  one  awaking 
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,  from  a  horrid  dream  ,  floating  as  it  vere  be- 
tween a  sense  of  real  and  imaginary  horrors  , 
the  poor  suiTerer  had  crept  from  her  bed  and 
now  sat  y  with  tearful  eye ,  watching  the  moon- 
beams as  they  glittered  on  the  scarcely  rip- 
pling sea  ;  which  looked  so  bright,  so  tempting, 
that  it  almost  seemed  to  invite  the  wretched 
girl  for  ever  there  to  hide  her  sorrows  and 
her  tears. 

How  often ,  from  that  window ,  had  she 
watched  the  dancing  bark  ,  which  buoyantly 
brought  back  her  lover  to  her  arms!  How  often 
had  he  leaned  upon  that  hund)ie  sill,  and  spoke 
the  words  of  true  affection !  Here ,  on  this  very 
spot ,  had  Charles  solicited  and  won  her  hand 
and  heart.  Here  ,  he  had  triumphed  over  all 
his  rivals  ( in  number  not  a  few)  amongst  whom 
might  be  counted  Le  Nmr,  who  und^  the  guise 
of  a  strolling  pamter  had  sought  to  win  the 
flower  of  Blankenberg  ;  had  strove ,  in  vain , 
to  ruin  her,  who  now  sat  weeping  at  her  Icmely 
casement. 

Le  Noir  had  ever  been  mysterious.  He  came 
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not  inrhen  another  soul  was  present.  He  came 
not  openly  to  woo  the  lovely  girl.  His  visits 
were  by  stealth  ;  to  avoid ,  as  he  said ,  the 
knowledge  of  his  friends,  who  anxiously  de»red 
to  unite  him  with  a  wealthier  dame.  His  per- 
son therefore  was  unknown  to  Charles. 

Charlotte  had  forgotten ,  in  her  sorrow,  that 
the  young  limner,  as  he  called  himself,  existed. 
She  had  not  seen  him ,  since  he  fled  with  im- 
precations, on  learning  that  his  suit  was  scorn- 
ed ;  that  Charles  Van  Ecke  had  won  the  promise 
of  her  valued  hand.  She  therefore  started  up 
with  strong  emotion  and  surprise ,  when  look- 
ing out,  she  saw  him  standing  opposite  her 
window.  In  another  instant ,  he  was  beside 
her. 

The  moon's  ray  reflected  strongly  on  his  vi- 
sage; a  fiendish  triumph  seemed  to  light  his  eye, 
and  the  poor  girl's  heart  sank  with  fear,  she 
knew  not  why,  at  thus  finding  herself  in  presence 
of  the  man  she  had  rejected.  At  length  he  smi- 
led ;  that  smile  almost  amounted  to  a  sneer  as 
thus  he  spoke. 
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*^  And  so ;  yoo  mourn  already  o'er  your  lot  T 
I  said  it  would  be  so  ;  and  yet  you  spurned  me. 
You  thought  me  wrimg ,  and  talked  of  sharing 

joys ,  with  htm  ,  who  dies  so  soon 

She  started  up  ''Dies  so  soon?  say,  what 
mean  those  words  ?  ** 

''Their  meaning's  plain.  Charfes  Van  Ecke 
has  been  foand  guilty ;  and  is  to  suffer. '' 

"Nay,  nay;  you  mean  not  so?  It  cannot  be. 
ril  stake  my  soul  upon  his  innocence.  Til  swear, 
before  highHeaveii,  he  is  guiltless^;  though  I 
scarcely  know  of  what  he  stands  accused.'' 

"  Of  murder !  a  trifling  crime,  no  doubt?  "  And 
Le  Noir  smiled  as  a  demon. 

"  Murder ! "  And  she  covered  her  fece  and  sob- 
bed hysterically. 

"  Most  true ,  "  cooly  rejoined  Le  Noir ;  "of 
foul  assassination  and  robbery.  He  has  not  only 
been  accused ,  but  convicted ,  and  condemned  ; 
and  this  through  Thee ,  —  Thee ,  —  whom  he 
loved. 

"  Gracious  Heavens  !  "  cried  the  almost  fran- 
tic girl ,  "  speak,  mysterious  man ,  speak  ;  and 
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though  my  heart  should  burst ,  I'll  listen  while 
you  explain  the  meaning  of  that  speech  i "  and 
she  clasped  her  hands  in  mental  agony. 

*^  Be  calm  then ,  and  hear  thy  doom ,  and  his  , 
who  dared  to  cross  me  in  my  paths  of  love. 
Charles  Van  Ecke  is  innocent ! — innocent  as  the 
new  born  babe. 

"  Oh  thank  thee— thank  thee  indeed,  for 
this ,  "  cried  Charlotte ,  throwing  herself  on  her 
knees  and  kissing  his  hand.  ''  Bless  thee—you 
will  see  that  he's  acquitted.  '* 

'*  Not  so ; "  sternly  replied  Le  Noir,  shaking  her 
off.  Not  so;  twas  I  that  compassed  this; "  twas 
I  that  planned  it;  and  will  see  it  executed. 
Yes,  in  me  behold  the  real  murderer!  Nay, 
shrink  not.  Tis  not  the  first  that  Vye  commit- 
ted. 1 ,  whom  you  dared  to  scorn,  for  him ;  I, 
who  as  a  miserable  painter  deigned  to  woo  you  ; 
I,  it  was  who  worked  your  minion's  doom.  I 
(and  his  voice  was  raised  to  its  highest  pitch.) 
I— Paul  Le  Noir !  the  Captain  of  the  Black 
Gang ! " 

The  poor  girl  heard  no  more.   With  one  har- 
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ro^ng  shriek,  she  fell  insensible  on  the  ground, 
dashing  her  marble  brow  against  the  stone  floor 
of  her  humble  cottage.  The  blood  flowed  from 
it  ;  but  the  hardened  Brigand  waited  not  to 
rai^,  or  soothe  her.  As  he  concluded  the  last 
words  J  he  had  dashed  from  the  cottage,  turn- 
ed the  key  of  the  outer  door,  and  fled ,  in  wick- 
ed triumph  from  the  victim  he  had  made. 
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It  inras  a  bright  and  sunny  morning.  The  Hea- 
vens ;  the  earth  ;  the  sea ;  all  united  in  calm 
serenity.  No  rude  breeze,  no  curled  wave ^ 
broke  the  heaveijy  scene  of  peace.  Nature  in- 
deed smiled,  and  all  her  children  felt  her  pow- 
er. Along  the  beach,  a  line  of  fishers  boats  had 
put  to  sea,  and  taken  their  various  courses. 
Already  they  seemed  as  specks  to  the  unini- 
tiated eye.    Not  so  to  those  who  still  lingered 
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on  the  strand.  Each  wife,  each  daughter  there, 
could  tell  the  bark  which  bore  her  parent ,  hus- 
band or  her  lover.  The  clock  struck  seven  , 
and  warned  them  to  return  and  bear  their  share 
of  daily  labour.  They  therefore  once  more 
turned  to  the  hamlet.  There  to  pursue  their 
various  occupations  of  knitting  ,  lace  making  or 
fancy  basket  work ,  as  the  case  might  be. 

To  reach  the  village  ,  they  had  to  pass  the 
cottage  of  the  orphan  ;  arrived  here  they  one 
and  all  determined  to  visit  and  condole  with  her, 
who  thus  seemed  wedded  to  a  dreadful  destiny. 
It  is  true ,  they  were  not  yet  aware  that  Charles 
Van  Ecke  was  actually  condemned ;  for  news 
,  flies  slowly  towards  the  peasants  hut ;  they  knew 
not  yet,  how  full  of  misery  was  the  poor 
girl's  cup.  But  still  they  were  convinced  there 
was  sufficient  to  warrant ,  and  call  forth  their 
warmest  sympathies  towards  one ,  whose 
kindness  and  goodness  had  won  the  hearts  of 
ail ,  and  by  her  gentleness  robbed  even  envy  of 
her  sting. 
They  knocked.     No  answer  was  returned. 
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Again  ;  still  all  was  silent.  —  Could  she  be 
sick?  could  she  have  fled?  For  a  moment^ 
the  crowd  hesitated.  Again  they  strove  to 
make  the  inmate  hear.  Then  fully  conscious 
that  some  evil  must  have  befallen  Char* 
lotte,  they,  by  a  simultane(^s  movement,  for- 
ced open  the  easy  yielding  door,  which  gave  to 
their  view  a  sight  indeed  of  horror. 

Upon  the  floor,  in  death-like  trance,  sur- 
rounded by  an  almost  pool  of  blood ,  lay  the 
bereaved  girl.  The  wound  on  her  temple  had 
happily  bled  freely  ;  and  this ,  in  all  probability, 
had  saved  her  life.  Her  light  tresses  were 
matted  with  coagulated  blood  ;  her  face  as 
pale  as  marble  ;  her  stupor  and  her  cold,  cold,, 
hand ,  at  first  were  taken  for  the  evidences  of 
death  ;  and  a  groan  of  sincere  commiseration 
went  round  the  assembled  group.  Presently , 
one  more  skilful  than  the  rest  had  discovered 
that  her  pulse  still  beat ,  though  slowly  ;  and 
raising  her  up ,  in  a  few  instants  more ,  restora- 
tives of  every  kind  were  anxiously  afforded  to 
the  wretched  sufferer. 
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For  a  short  space  of  time»  doubt  hung  on  every 
countenance ;  while  some  there  were ,  who  even 
turned  away  and  wept;  conceiving  the  recovery 
of  the  poor  girl  to  be  impossible.  At  length  , 
she  opened  her  eyes.  No  sooner  did  they  catch 
the  lights  than  they  became  most  suddenly  and 
alarmingly  dilated  :  they  moved  from  side  to 
side  as  if  they  sought  some  dreadful  object , 
as  if  the  alarmed  mind  refused  at  once  to 
tell  the  tale  of  dreadful  recollection  ;  in 
another  mom^t,  however,  the  unhappy  crea* 
ture  burst  from  the  arms  of  those  who  support- 
ed her.  Her  senses  seemed  at  once  to  snatch 
from  memory  the  extent  of  misery  which  bung 
over  her  ;  and  ere  the  group  could  strive  to 
soothe  her,  the  once  happy  pride  of  Blankenberg 
had  rushed  past  them,  and  in  maddening  haste, 
sought  the  road  which  leads  to  Bruges. 

Those  who  loved  her  best,  were  first  inclined 
to  follow  her,  and  bring  her  back  ;  and  yet 
again,  why  should  they  act  thus  ?  unacquainted 
with  the  motives  which  had  induced  her  sud- 
den  flight ,  what  harm  might  they  not  do    in 
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thus  restraining  her  ?  So  they  considered  ; 
and  therefore  Yfiih  a  sigh  of  sincere  sympathy 
they  sought  their  cottages,  as  Charlotte  fled 
impelled  by  every  pang  of  hope  and  fear 
towards  the  spot ,  where  Charles  remained  a 
prisoner. 

Twice  on  the  road  the  poor  girl  fainted  , 
weak  from  the  loss  of  blood,  the  excitement  of 
her  feelings  alone  gave  her  strength  to  support 
herself  through  this  journey  of  nearly  three 
leagues.  No  friendly  hand  was  near  to  succour 
her ;  no  hospitable  roof  to  shelter  her ; 
but  nature  came  to  her  relief  and  brought  her 
tottering  limbs  in  safety  to  the  goal  she 
sought. 

Although ,  in  hurrying  o*er  the  road  ,  her 
mind  preoccupied  had  not  caughta  single  feature 
of  the  scene;  yet  now,  within  the  city  walls,  she 
bent  her  looks  with  eager  gaze  on  every  passing 
object.As  quickly  she  hastened  up  the**  rue  d'Os- 
tende, "  which  leads  from  the  barrier  to  the 
heart  of  the  town,  she  could  not  help  fancying 
that  a  Fair  had  drawn  together  the  many  well 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


SAL£MBI£R.  55 

dressed  peasants  ^  who  flocked  towards  the 
''  Grande  Place. ''  The  countryman  in  his  blue 
smock  frock ,  his  wife  in  petticoat  of  many  co* 
lors,  with  small  straw  hat,  under  which  might 
be  seen  her  ample  cap  and  even  sometimes 
diamond  earings  ( heirlooms  amongst  the  Bel- 
gian peasantry  for  centuries).  The  Brugeoise 
woman,  known  by  her  cloak  of  darkest  colour, 
enveloping  her  head  within  its  capacious  hood  ; 
the  portly  Soldier  and  the  still  more  portly 
Priest ;  all  mingled  in  the  human  flood 
which  seemed  to  pour  towards  '*  the  Groot 
markt. " 

Charlotte  hurried  on.  She  noted  not  the  looks 
of  calm  surprise,  which  her  appearance  caused. 
She  paused  not  to  enquire  the  event  which  thus 
drew  early  crowds.  Her  eye  was  fixed  on  the 
tall  tower  of  the  belfrey;  which  rising  over  the 
whole  neighbourhood,  served  as  a  beacon  to 
guide  her  steps  towards  the  prison  where  her 
lover  lay.  At  least  so  she  had  heard  from  those 
who  knew  the  tovm,  and  had  described  to  her 
its  different  sites.     At  all  events,   she   was 

8. 
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aware ,  that  this  point  gained ,  she  easily  might 
learn  her  farther  way. 

At  length  ,  the  "  Grande  Place "  opened  on 
her  view,  not  solitary  and  deserted  as  usual, 
but  filled  with  eager  groups.  For  a  moment,  she 
marked  not  what  it  was  that  claimed  their 
stern  attention.  She  had  entered  by  the  western 
comer  ,  and  the  angle  of  a  projecting  build- 
ing for  a  moment  shut  out  the  object,  which 
thus  gathered  to  the  spot  all  ranks  in  Bruges. 
The  pointed  finger,  the  fixed  gaze ,  at  length , 
made  her  turn  her  head  back ,  and  she  per- 
ceived with  horror  in  front  of  the  "  Panier  d'Or  " 
the  dreaded  guillotine. 

Fascinated  as  the  serpent's  victim,  horrified  at 
its  appearance,  yet  drawn  by  an  attraction  to  it, 
the  poor  girl  approached  the  spot.  In  the  next 
instant,  the  busy  murmur  was  hushed  ;  each 
breath  was  held  as  the  prisoner  appeared.  A 
tingle  second  only  was  he  allowed  to  pause; 
but  that  pause  gave  time  to  Charlotte  to  recog- 
nize his  person,  and  to  read  the  dreadful  truth. 
Ere,  however, 'she  could  utter  his  name,  the 
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public  axe  had  drank  the  blood  of  Charles  Van 
Ecke. 

She  strove  to  scream ;  her  voice  refused  its 
oflBce  ;  reason  tottered  for  a  moment  on  her 
seat ;  the  struggle  was  not  long ;  she  fell  from 
her  throne ,  and  left  the  "  flower  of  Blanken- 
berg"  in  happy  doubt  of  her  misfortunes  ;  in 
happy  ignorance  of  her  real  misery,  for  ever 
hence  to  roam ,  a  wretched  maniac. 
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CHAPTER    VI. 


We  will  now  return  to  the  spot,  where  first 
our  tale  opens.  The  gay  apartments  of  the 
Count  Salembier  were  again  crowded.  A  mask- 
ed ball  had  drawn  all  the  aristocracy  far  and 
near  to  his  hospitable  roof,  in  the  "  Rue,d'Es- 
pagne. "  The  Marquis ,  whose  supposed  death 
had  so  abruptly  checked  the  gaiety  of  his  late 
entertainment,  had  by  an  almost  miracle  reco- 
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vered.  His  wounds ,  though  numerous ,  were 
slight ;  and  the  Count  now  gave  a  fete  in  honor 
at  once  of  his  fair  betrothed  and  the  happy  es- 
cape of  her  much  loved  father* 

On  this  night,  he  shone  with  more  than 
usual  brilliancy.  He  moved  about  with  easy 
grace.  His  wit  flew  here  and  there,  and  happy 
felt  the  dame,  with  whom  he  spoke.  Villedieu 
also  exerted  himself  to  please.  He  danced,  he 
played,  he  chatted,  and  in  every  way  assisted 
his  kind  host  to  entertain  the  company ,  who 
willingly  shared  his  gaieties,  and  dedicated, 
with  a  fervent  heart ,  this  night  to  Momus  and 
Terpsichore. 

From  his  scene  of  happiness  and  revelry ; 
from  his  abode  of  mirth  and  gaiety;  let  us 
again  revert  to  the  poor  girl,  on  this,  the 
second  day  of  her  bereavement  and  her  widow- 
hood. Desolate,  forlorn, but  happily  unconscious 
of  the  full  extent  of  all  her  woes,,  the  unfortu- 
nate girl  had  wandered  through  the  streets  of 
Bruges  ;  hoping,  as  she  believed,  to  meet  her 
lover.     Some  friend  had  met  her,  and  accosted 
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her.  From  him  she  had  fled,  and  ran  with 
rapid  pace  along  the  " Quai  Ste  Anne."  Here, 
her  uncouth  and  strange  appearance ,  her  wild- 
ly rolling  eye ;  and  maniac  laugh  ,  had  attract- 
ed a  crowd  of  idle  boys,  who  in  the  very 
mischief  of  their  hearts,  that  ruling  passion  to 
tyrannise  inherent  with  our  birth ,  had  pelted 
her,  reviled ,  and  even  struck  her.  For  succour 
the  poor  creature  had  fled  into  the  church  of 
the  Holy  Sepulchre ;  passed  quickly  through  the 
body  of  the  curious  edifice,  and  hid  herself 
within  the  cell ,  built  in  the  exact  form  of  the 
grave  of  him ,  who  died  to  save  the  world. 
Here ,  the  unhappy  lunatic  crouched  down  and 
strove  to  repress  the  wild  and  painful  throb- 
bings  of  her  beating  heart.  Here ,  in  this  mi- 
mic tomb  did  the  wretched  Charlotte  creep 
from  insult  and  from  blows.  Here  did  the 
once  most  lovely  girl  of  Flanders  pass  the 
night;  her  head  unpillowed,  and  her  eye 
unclosed. 

In  the  morning,  the  woman  (whose  duty  is 
to  feed  the  ever  burning  lamp  which  lights  this 
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shrine )  started  back  with  horror  on  beholding, 
as  she  thought ,  some  guilty  spirit.  In  fear,  she 
fled  and  spread  the  news.  In  a  few  minutes  a 
crowd  were  collected.  The  unhappy  girl  was 
discovered ,  and  with  shouts  of  execration  and 
mockery  she  Vas  again  driven  forth  to  wander 
and  to  droop. 

Till  sunset  did  Charlotte  thread  the  streets , 
fondly  expecting  to  behold  her  Charles.  At 
length,  quite  wearied  and  worn  out,  she  crept 
within  the  shade  of  aPorteCochere,  in  the  "rue 
d'Espagne ,  "  and  for  the  first  time ,  since  her 
bereavement,  slept. 

The  hour  of  ten  had  struck,  when  she  awoke. 
The  sound  of  music  struck  her  ear.  She  looked 
up  ;  the  opposite  house  was  brilliantly  illumina- 
ted. The  merry  voices  of  those  within,  their 
joyous  laugh,  went  painfully  to  the  heart  of  the 
orphan.  Presently,  a  tone  was  wafted  on  the 
breeze ,  and  her  whole  soul  hung  on  the  sound. 
Each  note  she  eagerly  drank  in ,  and  a  change 
come  o'er  her  spirit ,  as  she  listened. 

It  was  the  voice  of  Salembier  who  had  been 
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solicited  to  sing,  and  ever  ready  to  oblige ,  now 
trolled  forth  the  following  stanzas  : 


We  ride  through  the  forest,  we  chase  the  wild  deer. 

We  smilingly  sail  o'er  the  sea. 
There  is  health  in  the  blast— There  is  fove  without  fear 

In  the  heart  of  the  Bold  and  the  Free ! 

The  Coward  may  swerve,  from  each  danger  he  meets, 

And  fearing  each  trifle,  may  flee. 
But  death  and  dismay  are  unknown  in  the  feats 

Which  lighten  the  hearts  of  the  Free  2 

There  is  love  in  our  hearts.  There  is  strength  in  our  arm 

We  merrily  revel ,  with  glee 
Our  welcome  is  joyous-  our  welcome  is  warm , 

To  those  like  ourselves  who  are  Free! 


As  he  concluded ,  a  sudden  noise  was  heard. 
An  attempt  to  intercept  an  intruder  had  failed , 
and  in  the  next  minute ,  Charlotte  had  rushed 
in,  and  in  a  paroxysm  of  despair,  pointing  to 
Salembier  she  cried,  "  Jis  he! — Yes,  —  lis 
Paul  Le  Nmr!  the  CapUxin  of  the  Black  Band!" 
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And  she  fell  fainting  inih  exhaustion  on  the 
floor.  Reason  had  onee  more  gleamed  upon 
her,  and  in  a  dying  state  Charlotte  was  sane , 
though  strangely  excited  and  amazed  at  this 
bewildering  scene. 

The  busy  dancers  crowded  round.  To  tiiem 
the  sight  was  fraught  with  terror.  The  maniac 
now  seemed  about  to  close  her  eyes  for  ever. 
Her  strange  denunciation  of  their  fascinating 
host  was,  evidently,  the  effect  of  lunacy  ;  and 
they  turned  from  the  poor  girl  towards  the  gay 
Count,  expecting  to  read  in  his  looks  a  full  and 
clear  denial  of  the  charge.  But  he  had  fallen 
for  a  moment  in  his  chair,  and  now  covered  his 
face  with  his  hands,  doubtless  struck  with  hor- 
ror at  this  strange  accuser,  and  her  still  more 
strange  accusation. 

In  a  moment  more ,  he  had  started  up»  and 
stamping  with  his  foot ,  called  out  imperatively 
for  the  removal  of  the  "  wretch. " — 

Some  philanthrophic  bystander  suggested  to 
him,  that  the  object  of  his  anger  was  bereft  of 
sense  and  consequently  her  words  should  pass 
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unheeded ;  and  besought  the  Count  to  allow  her 
to  be  borne  to  some  bed  in  the  house,  where  she 
might  die  in  peace. 

"  Not  so,  not  so ! "  furiously  exclaimed  Salem- 
bier;  while  the  company  stood  in  silent  astonish- 
ment at  thus  seeing  their  usually  mild  enter- 
tainer, assume  the  fury  of  a  demon.  "  Not  so  ! 
throw  her  hence  ,  into  the  street,  to  die, — to 
rot , — to  serve  as  carrion  for  the  dogs. — Nay  do 
you  hesitate?  Thus  then  myself,  Fll  treat  the 
base  accuser. "  And  he  rushed  towards  her 
and  would  have  struck  her,  had  he  not  been 
restrained. 

One  of  the  company  advanced ,  and  endea- 
voured to  soothe  the  irritated  noble.  "  Why 
therefore  thus  angered  ?  Surely  the  ravings  of  a 
poor  lunatic  should  be  disregarded.  We  know 
you  well ,  and  only  pity  the  poor  creature  who 
is  dying  yonder. " 

"  By  Heaven !  she  has  spoken  falsely ! "  vehe- 
mently cried  Salembier,  while  they  all  smiled  , 
to  see  him  thus  moved ,  by  a  charge  apparently 
so  preposterous.     "  By  Heaven ! — she  lies,  " 
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Charlotte  with  difficulty  raised  herself  and 
slowly  uttered.  "  May  he  who  reigns  above 
confound  thee  !  thou  merciless  destroyer  !" 

The  Count  could  bear  no  more ;  he  rushed 
towards  the  door  intending  to  call  his  servants 
to  remove  her.  At  this  moment ,  it  was  thrown 
widely  open  and  he  started  back  on  seeing  it 
filled  with  soldiers.  An  officer  advanced ,  and  at 
onc%  arrested  him.  Instantly  recovering  himself, 
Salembier  smiled:  "What  means  this  mummery? 
the  girl  is  mad;  you  surely  cannot  mind  her 
words  ?  '* 

"  I  understand  you  not ,  "  replied  the  officer, 
"  my  duty  is  to  seize  you ,  and  place  you  in 
irons,  and  your  associate  yonder,  **  pointing  to 
Villedieu .  "  The  servant  of  the  Marquis  de 
Juillot  has  recognized  and  identified  one  of  the 
robbers,  who  attacked  his  master;  who,  in  his 
turn,  has  confessed  that  you ,  under  the  assumed 
appellation  of  "Paul  Le  Noir,  "  are  the  Captain 
of  the  Black  Gang;  and  he,  who  stands  beside 
you,  your  Lieutenant."  "  The  witness  is  here ;" 
and  he  dragged  forward  a  pinioned  wretch,  whom 
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Salembier  instantly  recognized  as  Jacques,  his 
well  tried  follower  and  sergeant. 

The  blow  was  struck.  No  hope  of  escape 
now  presented  itself.  His  late  friends  had 
shrunk  with  horror  from  him.  In  a  glance,  the 
Bandit  read  his  fate ,  and  determined  to  make 
his  end  a  bold  one  ;  he  burst  into  a  loud  trium- 
phant laugh ,  and  hoarsely  cried ,  "  Tis  true — 
/  am  Le  Nair  —  Le  Nair,  the  terror  of^ou 
all! — who  dies  6y  his  oum  hand!'*  And^Tie 
drew  a  pistol  from  his  breast,  and  aimed  it  at  his 
head.  With  the  quickness  of  lightning,  how- 
ever, the  oflScer  threw  aside  the  muzzle,  and  the 
ball  lodged  in  the  cieling. 

The  dying  girl  had  clasped  her  hands.. 
Speechless,  she  heard  Salembier's  confession  ; 
and  her  look  of  triumph  seemed  in  gratitude  to 
Heaven  for  having  thus  delivered  up  to  justice 
the  assassin  of  her  every  hope.  She  strove  to 
speak  ;  she  strove  to  rise ;  but  the  exertion 
proved  too  much ,  and  the  once  blooming  flower 
of  Blankenberg  dropped  dead  in  the  arms  of 
those  who  supported  her  ;  as  the  Captain  and 
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Lieutenant  of  this  Band  of  murderers,  heavily 
ironed ,  were  conveyed  to  prison. 


Salembierv^as  tried,  convicted,  and  sentenced 
to  die.  He  still,  hov^ever,  clung  to  life.  The 
dreariness  of  a  prison,  the  isolation  of  a  dun- 
geon, made  him  at  length  feel  the  horrors  of  a 
guilty  conscience ;  and  he  offered  to  give  up  his 
band  to  justice,  on  condition  of  a  pardon.  This 
was  partly  assured  to  him  ;  and  on  his  evidence 
ninety  six  persons  were  condemned.  Twenty  to 
die  ;  the  others  to  perpetual  labour.  When  , 
however,  he  revealed  his  different  atrocities, 
when  he  told  them,  how  he  had  danced  as  the 
Count  Salembier,  at  many  a  ball  with  a  girl  who 
in  the  follovnng  hour  he  had  cruelly  and  savagely 
murdered.  When  he  boasted  of  the  number  of 
his  victims,  and  the  tortures  he  had  put  them  to;  his 
frequent  assassinations  from  mere  wantonness; 
the  horrors  he  had  committed ;  the  judge  refused 
to  ratify  his  pardon ,  considering  it  unnecessary 
to  hold  terms  with  one   so  vile  ,  so  utterly 

6. 
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impossible  to  let  loose  upon  the  public.  He 
therefore,  was  condemned  to  be  guillotined 
with  twenty  of  his  comrades »  on  the  same 
spot,  where  the  innocent  Charles  had  lately 
suffered.  The  only  grace  accorded  him  was 
to  die  the  first. 

It  is  said  of  this  execution  that  it  was  one  of 
the  most  terrific  ever  seen.  Many  a  female , 
whom  he  had  seduced  looked  on.  The  very  of- 
ficer of  the  guard  had  often  dined  at  his  table , 
and  all  present ,  more  or  less,  were  acquainted 
with  him.  He  stepped  out  with  a  tolerably 
bold  air ;  amidst  the  execrations,  not  only  of 
the  crowd ,  but  of  his  former  associates ,  whom 
he  had  betrayed.  The  axe  fell  twice  ere  his  head 
was  separatedfrom  hisbody.  Twenty  of  his  gang 
then  followed.  This  scene  of  blood  occupied 
nearly  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  the  guillotine 
bein^^much  out  of  order.  The  most  horrid 
part  of  it  was,  that  one  of  the  wretches  having 
nearly  escaped  by  hiding  beneath  some  straw , 
the  executioner,  not  certain  of  the  fact,  actually 
rolled  from  out  of  the  sack  the  twenty  heads , 
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upon  the  platform  ^and  coolly  counted  them ,  to 
ascertain  the  fact.  The  sight  was  paralizing  , 
horrible  beyond  description.  In  the  mean 
time,  the  cart  with  the  hidden  murderer  had 
rolled  away.  A  boy  however,  standing  near, 
perceived  as  he  supposed  a  boot  beneath  the 
forage  it  contained ;  attempting  to  draw  it  forth 
he  found  the  culprit,  gave  the  alarm,  the  horse 
was  turned  back ,  and  the  unfortunate  man,  so 
nearly  free ,  was  instantly  decapitated  *. 
.  I  have  thus  minutely  marked  this  case ,  as  I 
cannot  consider  that  the  presiding  judge  was  jus- 
tified, in  breaking  his  faith,  even  with  a  wretch 
likeSalembier,  whose  name  is  still  a  by- word  of 
terror  in  the  low  countries. 


*  The  skull  of  Villediea  is  still  preserved  by  Doctor  B. ,  an 
emineot  physician  in  Bruges. 
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Gbeot. 


I  have  just  bcea  engaged  in  a  carious  iaTeitigatioa;  the  parties,  moving 
in  the  best  societj,  hare  nalnrallj  altacKed  to  the  cause  a  degree  of 
importance ,  wliicli  would  not  perhaps  be  otherwise  so  interesting  as  to 
make  it  the  theme  of  ever j  tongue  ,  which  b  now  the  case.  The  storj  is 
so  dramatic  that  I  thavo  noted  it  down  ;  intending  to  offer  it ,  as  a  good 
groundwork  for  a  Melodrama,  to  mj  Nephew  Louis,  should  his  mania 
for  pl»  J -writing  be  as  stroi^  upon  him  as  when  we  last  met  aAer  his 
triumph  at  \We  Ambigu. 

I  have  of  course,  as  in  every  other  case  substituted  imaginary  names'; 
though  I  fear  it  is  of  little  use  to  do  so,  since  the  affair  has  made  so  great 
a  noise  in  this  conntrj. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


That  deservedly  admired  and  popular  Spa 
Chand-fontaine  ,  a  spot  more  gifted  by  nature 
thian  any  other  in  Belgium,  was  all  gaiety  ;  the 
unusual  circumstance  of  a  marriage  having  there 
taken  place  to  the  great  amusement  and  satis- 
faction of  the  visitors  and  neighbours ,  and  the 
real  joy  of  the  parties  concerned,  filled  the  per- 
sons congregated  there  with  ecstacy. 
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Edward  de  Pietrequin ,  a  subaltern  in  the 
French  Lancers ,  had  left  his  division  of  the 
army  in  Spain  ;  having  received  a  severe  v^ound 
at  the  battle  of  Salamanca ,  which  compelled 
him  for  a  time ,  by  the  advice  of  his  medical 
attendants,  to  seek  the  reviving  air  of  his  native 
hills ,  situated  in  the  vicinity  of  Liege.  Arrived 
here,  he  quickly  recovered,  and  had  already 
made  up  his  mind  to  leave  the  neighbourhood 
of  Chaud-fontaine ,  when  he  accidentally  met 
Mademoiselle  Halliere,  a  Swiss  by  birth,  who 
was  here  enjoying,  at  once  the  pleasures  of  so- 
ciety, and  the  advantages  derivable  from  the 
admirable  waters  of  the  place. 

To  those  who  have  much  frequented  watering 
places,  it  will  be  unnecessary  to  dilate  upon  the 
ease  with  which  mere  acquaintanships  grow 
into  intimacies.  Thrown  continually  into  each 
other's  company,  freed  from  the  restraints  of 
metropolitan  frigidity,  admiring  together  beau- 
tiful scenery,  the  best  feelings  of  our  nature 
expanding  with  the  clear  blue  sky  above  us , 
can  we  wonder  at  the  circumstance,  or  blame 
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the  gracefal  Edward  for  filing  violently,  pas- 
sionately in  love  vrith  the  fascinating  Marie 
Halliere. 

To  account  for,  to  reason  on  it,  is  unnecessary ; 
su£Bce  it  to  say,  the  young  Lancer  fell  desperate-' 
ly  enamoured  of  the  lovely  girl,  and  in  less 
than  three  weeks  found  his  suit  not  only  appro- 
ved ,  but  his  hand  accepted. 

Mademoiselle  de Halliere  had  none  to  consult; 
no  kind  affectionate  father,  uncle ,  or  guardian 
to  thwart  her  wishes;  an  orphan  for  many  years, 
living  on  a  limited,  but  independant,  patrimony, 
derived  as  she  asserted ,  from  a  small  estate 
left  to  her  by  her  father,  she  did  not  hesitate  to 
pronounce  a  full  aflBrmative  to  the  warm  solici- 
tation of  our  hero  ( for  Edward  was  a  hero )  [to 
become  his  bride. 

During  their  courtship  ( if  the  pointed  and 
lover  like  attentions  of  a  youth  to  a  young  lady 
during  fifteen  days  may  be  so  called)  there  were 
not  wanting  those  who  strove  to  mar  the  match. 
A  prudent  dowager ,  a  Marchioness  without  a  sin- 
gle sous ,  her  only  riches  being  six  ugly  daugh* 
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ters,  had  whispered  to  the  Iiancer  her  advice , 
to  find  out  first,  '^who  and  what  the  damsel  was, 
before  he  farther  compromised  himself.  " 

Another  female,  I  believe  a  rival  belle,  inge- 
niously hinted  ^^  that  Blademoiselle  Halliere  al- 
ways wore  high  gowns  to  hide  the  marks  of  a 
certain  royal  disorder,  to  cure  which  she  had 
doubtless  sought  the  Spa."  Another,  a  rejected 
suit<M*,  '^  swore  that  shq  was  a  widow  and  that 
her  name  was  assumed. "  But  Edward  laughed 
at  these  remarks,  and  only  loved  her  better  for 
the  eayy  she  had  excited.  It  is  true  he  some 
times  vrished  that  she  would  speak  of  her  past 
life  in  less  ambiguous  terms,  and  as  fre- 
quently determined  to  question  her  on  iu  But 
when  they  met ,  that  thought  was  forgotten. 
Truth  and  innocence  beamed  in  her  face ,  and 
the  young  soldier  felt  it  would  be  blasphemy  to 
doubt  her. 

Need  I  tell  the  result?  the  morning  on  which 
this  sketch  opens,  beheld  Marie  the  bride ,  the 
beauteous  bride  of  the  proud  Edward  ;  who 
after  giving  a  magnificent  breakfast  to  a  large 
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party  of  happy  friends,  started  off  in  high  spirits 
for  the  chateau  of  his  old  uncle ,  situated  near 
Furnes ,  determined  to  linger  on  the  road  some 
half  a  dozen  days ,  and  thus  enjoy,  in  loving 
selfishness ,  the  uninterrupted  company  of  her, 
whose  very  life  he  felt  himself  to  be. 
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At  twelve  o'clock  on  tlie  fifth  day ,  the  young 
married  couple  arrived  at  Ghent ,  urged  by  their 
good  old  relative  to  hasten  to  him.  They  put  tip 
at  the  "  H6tel  des  Pays-Bas  ;  "  determined  , 
after  dinner  to  make  the  best  of  their  way  lo 
Bruges  9  which  would  enable  them  to  reach 
Fumes  the  following  day.  To  save  trouble  they 
for  the  first  time  determined  on  dining  at  the 
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table  d'hdte,  "wrhich  here  (as  throughout  Flan- 
ders )  takes  place  at  one  o'clock.  By  the  time , 
therefore  y  that  the  Lady  had  taken  off  her  shavl 
and  bonnet ,  and  performed  those  little  **  agr^- 
mens  de  toilette ,  "*  incidental  to  an  appearance 
before  strangers;  the  great  bell  had  sounded; 
and  as  Edward  handed  down  his  lovely  bride,  the 
already  loud  clattering  of  forks  and  spoons 
be^oke  the  &ct  that  the  substantial  meal  was 
already  begun* 

On  entering  the  room  ^  they  fomid  about  forty 
persons  seated,  all  greedily  employed  in  devour- 
ing their  soup,  scarcely  deigning  to  look  towards 
the  strangers  who  entered.  In  France,  under 
similar  circumstances,  a  dozen  gentlemen  would 
have  risen  to  offer  their  seats  to  the  lady.  In 
Belgium  it  is  different  and  more  particularly  in 
the  trading  town  of  Ghent.  Each  honest  burgher 
eats  his  meal,  scrambling  both  for  the  best  seat 
and  daintiest  dish,  without  the  slightest  atten- 
tion either  to  rank  or  sex. 

It  was  an  unfortunate  circumstance  for  the  lov- 
ing pair  to  be  divided  thus  early  in  their  honey- 
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moon;  but  so,  on  the  present  occasion,  they  were 
compelled  to  be.  Two  chairs  alone  stood  unoccu- 
pied,and  these  chairs  far  apart,  while  if  possible 
to  make  the  separation  more  severe,  they  happen- 
ed to  be  on  the  same  side  of  the  table ;  so  that  not 
even  an  interchange  of  glances  could  take  place, 
no  word  of  converse  pass ,  save  and  except  for 
the  benefit  of  a  dozen  stupid  intervening  citi-: 
zens,  a  benefit  which  neither  party  were 
anxious  to  confer  upon  them. 

As  strangers ,  therefore ,  they  sat  down  to 
table  consoling  themselves  with  the  ccmfident 
assurance  that  their  separation  could  not  endure 
above  an  hour,  and  that^  thm^  a  thousand  extra 
caresses  might  make  up  for  their  lost  portion  of 
"  Love's  sweet  interchange. "  Poor  Edward  , 
however,  was  far  too  much  enamoured  to  sit 
down  philosophically  and  enjoy  his  meal  with 
appetite.  His  eyes  roved  about  him  ,  till  they 
fixed  in  some  astonishment  on  his  opposite 
neighbour,  who  having  coolly  laid  down  his 
knife  and  fork,  sat  anxiously  gazing  at  Marie. 
At  first  Edward  thought  it  might  be  accident ; 
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some  casual  resemblance  perhaps  had  struck 
him  ;  staring  might  be  his  habit ,  and  the  next 
minute  his  regard  might  fall  upon  another. 
But  no.  His  eyes  remained  rivetted  on  ^/  la 
belle  Marie ,  "  and  the  bridegroom  felt  anything 
but  comfortable. 

Every  man  is  jealous.  I  do  not  believe  any 
one  who  says  he  is  not  so ;  nor  will  I  assert  that 
some  qualms  of  this  kind  did  not  now  arise  in 
the  breast  of  the  Lancer,  who  could  not  help 
supposing,  from  the  continued  gaze  of  his  oppo* 
site  neighbour,  that  he  must  have  known  the 
newly  married  Lady  ;  by  possibility  might  have 
been  a  former  friend,  a  flirt,  a  lover.  The  idea 
was  provoking,  annoying,  distracting !  Edward 
determined  at  on(;e  to  put  an  end  to  his  doubts ; 
so  bending  across  the  table  after  some  prelimi- 
nary observation  to  his  staring  neighbour,  he 
observed  with  as  mudi  nonchalance  as  he  could 
possibly  muster  :  "  You  appear  to  know  that 
Lady  r 

"  /  thinky  "  replied  the  other  in  a  grave  tone , 
'^  nay  I  am  sure  I  do,  "  then  turned  the  subject. 
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This  vras  anything  but  satis&ctory  to  the  young 
soldier,  for  again  the  eyes  of  the  stranger  were 
fixed  upon  Madame  de  Pietrequin. 

There  is  nothing  more  provoking  than  a  limit- 
ed answer  to  a  question,  by  which  we  have 
previously  determined  to  elicit  a  full  explana- 
tion. There  is  nothing  so  painful  as  half  ground- 
ed suspicion  9  Edward  found  it  intolerable ; 
so  again  he  pressed  his  enquiries. 

"  Are  you  quite  certain  that  you  have  seen 
this  lady  before"  ?  ''As  confident  as  that  I  now 
breathe.  I  never  forget  a  face  I  have  once  bdield. 
It  is  her  Ym  sure  ;  I  cannot  be  mistaken.  " 

"  That's  odd  !  where  did  you  know  her  ?  " 
And  the  questioner  felt  that  his  happiness  de- 
pended on  the  answer. 

**  Thank  God  !  I  never  knew  her,  ''quickly 
replied  the  stranger  with  a  shudder. 

This  was  indeed  a  curious  answer.  The 
husband  scarcely  knew  whether  to  feel  pleased  or 
displeased  at  it.  It  is  true  it  freed  him  at  once 
from  all  jealousy ;  but,  then  again,  it  implied  a 
mystery,    apparently  a   dreadfiil   one.     What 
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could  it  mean  ?  He  determined  to  hazard  one 
more  query. 

**  My  question  seems  to  call  up  some  unplea- 
sant recollection.  Will  you  explain  it  ? 

**  If  you  wish  it  particularly  I  will;  although  I 
confess  I  would  rather  drop  the  subject;  but  not 
on  any  account  while  she  is  present.  "  With 
this  reply  poor  Edward  was  forced  to  remain 
content ;  though  he  felt  the  rack  itself  would 
bring  less  torture  than  the  agonies  of  suspence. 
Presently  to  his  great  relief,  the  well  satisfied 
party  began  to  break  up.  One  by  one  the 
plethoric  burghers  left  the  room;  but  still  Marie 
stirred  not.  Edward  watched  his  opportunity 
to  give  her,  unseen  by  others,  a  signal  to  quit. 
This  she  did ,  and  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  more,  the  Lancer  and  the  Citizen  alone 
remained. 

"Now  then ,  Sir,  "  said  the  former  abruptly 
turning  round,  "  your  promised  explanation?  " 

The  stranger  paused  ere  he  replied.  "  I  am 
perhaps  wrong  in  thus  satisfying  the  curiosity  of 
one  whom  I  never  before  saw,  and  more  particu- 
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iarly  so,  when  I  tell  yoo  that  the  anecdote  I  am 
about  to  relate,  involves  most  deeply  the  charac- 
ter of  the  unhappy  female  who  has  just  quitted 
the  table. " 

The  stroke  of  death  would  have  been  less 
agonizing  than  such  an  answer.  Edward's  brain 
seemed  to  burn  like  molten  lead.  He  could 
scarcely  repress  his  agitation ,  as  be  asked  with 
an  almost  sardonic  sneer :  **  You  were  perhaps 
that  Lady's  lover?" 

**  God  forbid  !  "  solemnly  ejaculated  the 
burgher,  **  my  tale  is  not  of  love.  But  as  you 
seem  interested  I  will  ^ve  it  you  in  a  few  words. 
I  had  a  dear,  dear  friend  Victor  Mareschal. 
From  youth  brought  up  together,  our  mutual 
confidence  was  unbounded.  Unfortunately  Victor 
found  it  necessary,  for  the  arrangement  of  some 
mercantile  affairs ,  to  visit  Geneva.  Here,  it 
appears  ,  he  met  a  merchant's  daughter,  Ade- 
laide Moran.  Her  charming  manners,  her 
lovely  appearance  soon  won  the  heart  of  the 
enthusiastic  young  man  ,  and  to  me  he  wrote  in 
ail  the  triumfrii  of  an  accepted  lover.  " 
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**  I  caimot  really  see  what  this  has  to  do  with 
the  Lady  who  was  here  just  now,  "  impatiently 
interrupted  Edward. 

**  It  has  every  thing  to  do  with  her.  Listen  » 
and  you  will  agree  ^th  me.  Victor  by  a  mere 
accident ,  arising  out  of  the  jealousy  of  one  of 
the  Lady's  former  suitors,  learnt  that  she  whom 
he  thought  so  innoc^it,  so  good,  had  long  ere 
she  had  seen  my  friend,  forfeited  her  reputation. 
There  was  madness  in  the  thought,  despair  in 
future  life ,  but  honor  demanded  the  sacrifice ; 
and  the  broken  hearted  young  man,  in  a  letter 
addressed  to  her,  whom  he  could  not  but  still 
love,  declared  his  knowledge  of  her  guilt,  and 
his  resolution  never  again  to  see  her.  This  let- 
ter written,  he  instantly  started  off  to  join  his 
friends  at  Dijon.  To  this  spot  she  followed  him, 
and  having  vainly,  for  some  weeks,  supplicated, 
urged,  and  threatened  him  with  a  view  of  making 
him  marry  her,  seemed  suddenly  to  relinquish 
her  purpose,  and  entreated  but  to  be  bis  friend. 
As  such  for  several  weeks ,  she  visited  him, 
His  health  gradually  declined.    In  vain  did  she 
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try  to  cheer  him.  He  hourly  sank  ;  when  feel- 
ing death  fast  stealing  on  him  ,  he  wrote  to  me. 
I  started  off  soon  after  the  receipt  of  his  letter; 
but  it  was  alas  !  too  late.  When  I  arrived  my 
much  loved  friend  had  been  consigned,  for 
several  days,  to  the  silent  tomb ;  but  not  before 
a  post-mortem  examination  had  taken  place. 
From  this  investigation  it  was  ascertained  that 
he  had  died  of  poison ,  a  slow ,  subtle  poison  i 
Suspicion  immediately  fell  on  Adelaide  Moran  , 
she  was  seized  and  interrogated  ;  but  she  would 
neither  confess  nor  deny.  Circumstances  were 
scarcely  sufficiently  strong  to  justify  atrial  for 
murder.  She  was  therefore  brought  before  the 
Court  for  the  minor  offence,  namely  that  of  forging 
a  will  by  which  it  would  appear  he  left  her  all  his 
prot)erty.  On  this  charge  she  was  tried  and  con- 
victed. Mitigating  facts,  however,  were  urged 
to  save  her  from  the  galleys,  and  she  was  only 
condemned  to  stand  in  the  pillory  and  be  brand- 
ed on  the  right  shoulder.  This  sentence  was 
to  be  carried  into  effect  the  very  morning  of  my 
arrival  at  Dijon.    Impressed  with  horror  I  at- 
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tended  near  the  scaffold.  The  lovely,  but 
wicked  woman  was  brought  forth.  Never  can 
I  forget  that  sorrowful  countenance.  Deeply 
imprinted  on  my  memory,  it  can  never  be 
ei&ced.  Judge  then  my  surprise,  when  I 
beheld  that  very  woman,  that  identical  female  , 
the  person  who  destroyed  my  friend,  this  day 
seated  in  yonder  chair !  " 

Edward  started  up.  His  eyes  dilated  with 
horror ;  he  approached  the  narrator  ,  "  You 
are  mistaken  by  an  accidental  likeness ;  that 
Lady*s  name  is  not  Moran,  nor  Adelaide. 
Say. you're  mistaken  or  the  consequences 
may  be  dreadfuL  " 

"  By  the  high  Heaven  above,  I  speak  the 
truth.     But  why  this  agitation  ?  " 

"  Stay,  stay  but  five  minutes  and  you  shall 
learn  the  cause.  "  And  Edward  de  Pietrequin 
rushed  from  the  room,  leaving  the  worthy  citizen 
to  wonder  at  the  interest  he  took  in  one  certainly 
very  beautiful,  but  most  depraved. 
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The  time  mentioned  by  the  anxious  bride- 
groom had  nearly  elapsed,  when  the  communi- 
cative citizen,  ^rhom  yfe  will  call  Duclos,  was 
summoned  to  the  apartment  of  the  soldier. 
Unhesitatingly  he  obeyed  the  summons ,  and 
entered  with  cool  indifFerence  into  the  saloon , 
where  he  found  the  now  almost  convulsed  youth, 
who  pointed  to  a  chair  ;  then ,  advancing  to  the 
door  instantly  locked  it,  and  placed  the  key  in  his 
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pocket.  Such  strange  conduct  naturally  made 
Duclos  look  about  him.  On  the  table  lay  some 
objects  covered  by  a  handkerchief ;  a  sheet  of 
recently  written  paper,  and  other  things  of  minor 
importance.  A  door  opposite ,  led  from  the 
saloon  apparently  to  an  inner  bed  room ;  but 
this  was  closed.  There  was  nothing  therefore , 
save  the  strange  manner  of  the  occupant ,  to  as- 
tonish or  alarm  the  visitor. 

For  a  moment  Edward  seemed  to  collect  his 
coolness,  then  calmly  spoke,  at  the  same  time 
lifting  up  thei  handkerchief  and  discovering 
beneath  it  a  pair  of  richly  mounted  pistols. 

"  Sir,  you  have  now  entered  on  your  death 
scene  or  mine.  The  person,  of  whom  you  spoke 
to-day,  is  my  wife.  If  you  have  dared  assert  a 
falsehood  tome,  if  you  have  coupled  an  innocent 
name  with  foul  dishonor,  by  all  the  powers  of 
Heaven!  you  die,  and  that  without  further  shrift. 
If,  "  and  the  young  mans  voice  became  almost 
dreadful  to  listen  to,  "  if,  I  say,  you  have  spoken 
the  truth,  I  pledge  you  my  salvation  you  are 
safe.    Speak  not,  answer  not.    A  moment  more. 
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and  herself  decides  the  fact."  Thus  saying ,  de 
Pietrequin  walked  to  the  inner  door,  opened  it , 
and  led  forth  his  Bride,  who  seemed  not  a  little 
surprised  at  the  abrupt  manner  of  her  husband. 

"  Madam,  I  desire  you  instantly  to  strip  off 
all  covering  from  your  shoulders.  " 

The  poor  girl,  thus  taken  by  surprise,  per- 
haps conscious  of  her  guilt,  perhaps  overcome 
by  modest  scruples,  unwilling  thus  to  unrobe 
before  a  stranger,  astonished  at  the  harshness  of 
him  who  only  a  few  hours  before  had  sworn 
eternal  love  to  her,  hesitated ,  and  attempted 
to  remonstrate. 

"  Nay  I  insist ;  no  words  I  say,  "  almost  roar- 
ed Edward. 

"  I  beseech  you !  what  does  this  conduct 
mean  ?  Nay  on  my  knees. '  * 

"  Do  you  shrink?  thusthen  I'll  prove  or  falsify 
the  damned  suspicion.  "  And  the  impassioned 
youth  flew  with  tigerlike  avidity  and  tore  off 
her  upper  garments,  till  her  shoulders  were 
without  covering. 

One  glance  was  sufficient.     Plain  and  pal- 
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pable  the  horrid  brand  appeared  confessed. 
The  executioner's  iron,  had  seared  that  marble 
flesh,  and  left  the  damning  reminiscence  of  the 
harrowing  crime. 

Edward  now  required  all  his  coolness.  A  smile 
ahnost  played  on  his  writhing  features.  He 
took  out  the  key  and  threw  it  to  the  merchant. 

^*  Quick,  begone!  lest  madness  make  me  stop 
your  tongue  for  ever.  It  were  better  perhaps  to 
close  your  lips  lest  they  again  repeat  this  tale  of 
shame  and  deep  dishonor.  But  no — I  have 
pledged  myself  to  let  you  go  unscathed ,  and 
though  thus  fallen  I  will  not  break  my  word. 
Quick ,  begone  !  unless  you'd  wish  to  see  me  do 
a  deed  of  stern,  but  cruel,  justice.  " 

It  needed  no  farther  words  to  induce  Duclos 
to  leave  the  room.  He  hastily  rushed  down 
stairs  to  summon  aid  to  stop  the  rash  young 
man.  He  had  reached  the  last  step  when  he 
heard  the, report  of  a  pistol.  Ere  he  could  call 
assistance  a  second  weapon  was  discharged  and 
a  heavy  fall  shook  the  stair  on  which  he  stood. 

At  once  he  was  surrounded  by  a  group  of 
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an  xious  waiters,  with  the  landlord  at  their  head 
desirous  to  learn  from  him  the  meaning  of  these 
sounds.  By  signs  alone  he  could  reply.  They 
therefore  one  and  all  rushed  up,  forced  open 
the  door,  and  there  beheld  indeed  a  sight  of 
horror. 

Pietrequin  had  first  shot  through  the  heart 
the  once  lovely  being  who  had  deceived  him. 
Her  warm  blood  still  flowed  from  her  breast 
and  stained  her  white  robe.  Her  flaxen  locks 
were  dabbled  with  the  gore ,  and  pity  could 
not  refuse  a  tear,  however  guilty  the  victim 
might  have  been. 

Not  so  the  destroyer;  he  had  placed  the  pistol 
in  his  mouth  and  blown  away  the  upper  part 
of  his  head.  Horror  and  disgust  claimed  the 
feelings  of  the  beholder,  as  he  looked  upon 
the  dreadfully  disfigured  remains  of  the  stern 
executioner  of  her,  he  once,  had  loved  so 
well. 


Such  was  the  story  of  those  whose  real  names 
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I  have  concealed.  The  poor  man ,  who  by  an 
unguarded  observation  caused  the  dreadful  ca- 
tastrophe ,  has  never  held  np  his  head  since. 
What  makes  the  story  more  distressing  is,  that 
circnmstances  have  since  come  to  light ,  which 
have  proved  Victor  to  have  destroyed  himself 
in  consequence  of  remorse  at  having  unjusdy 
suspected  Adelaide  Moran ,  who  consequently 
died  innocent  of  all  crime,  after  undergoing  the 
most  dreadful  degradation  ;  her  only  fault 
having  been  a  want  of  candour  towards  her  hus- 
band ;  a  concealment  towards  one  who  should 
have  shared  her  every  thought  Such  conceal- 
ments, I  have  often  remarked ,  have  brought 
years  of  misery  to  those  who  have  foolishly  per- 
sisted in  them. 
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Daakirk. 


Mj  frieod  Moarieur  M***%  ititli  whon  I  am  bow  ttajiDg,  related  la 
Bic  the  folloning  particulars  of  a  carious  trial  whicli  actuallj  took  place 
at  Lille  a  few  /ears  ago,  and  assured  me  that  tbe  facts  were  bj  no  neaas 
exaggerated.  He  was  an  advocate  and  was  in  Court  daring  tke  wkole  trial. 
Be  io  roufidence  gave  me  the  real  names  oi'the  parties.  It  is  one  of  the  few 
trials  1  have  taken  notice  of,  which  have  not  come  under  mj  own  imme- 
diate eje— But  I  think  I  can  vouch  for  the  truth  of  it  as  U****,  is  a 
matter  of  fact  man,  and  one  who  never  embellishes. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


"  You  may  have  remarked ,  at  about  two  miles 
on  this  side  of  Dunkirk,  just  by  the  ruined 
windmill ,  a  regul^j;  old  French  Chateau  ;  wear- 
ing a  somewhat  dilapidated  appearance.  The 
closed  windows  ;  the  unhinged  gales ;  the  once 
dusty  avenue ,  now  overgrown  with  grass  ; 
bespeak  ,  but  too  truly,  how  long  that  spot  has 
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been  uninhabited ;  and  gives  to  the  scene  a 
cheerless  appearance.  I  do  not  mean  by  this , 
to  say  that  it,  ever,  could  have  been  a  comfor- 
table abode  ;  the  French  have  no  idea  of  this ; 
their  Chateaux  are  all  built,  upon  one  plan  ;  a 
large  white  square  House,  with  lots  of  windows; 
the  kitchen  often  opening  on  the  hall ;  smokey 
chimnies;  broken  locks,  attached  to  doors, 
which  cannot  close  ;  loud  rattling  window 
sashes,  which  like  iCioIian  harps,  allow  the 
wind ,  to  sigh  through  various  chasms ;  add  to 
this ,  steep  wooden  stairs ;  dining  rooms ,  with 
stone  floors ;  stoves  without  heat,  and  you  have 
the  interior  of  a  noble  residence  ;  while ,  as  to 
the  exterior,  they  never  vary ;  a  long  straight 
avenue ,  leading  from  the  door  to  the  road  (  a 
distance  seldom  exceeding  fifty  yards )  the 
ground  in  front  of  the  house  planted ,  as  a  cab- 
bage garden ;  that,  in  the  rer^ ,  as  an  orchard : 
occasionally,  a  square  of  forty  feet,  enclosed  in 
high  brick  walls ,  some  distance  from  the  man- 
sion ,  mis^styled  a  garden  ( its  only  ornament , 
being  a  gaudy  summer  house )  and  you  have 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


FELO  DE  SE.  97 

equally,  a  graphic  sketch,  of  the  exterior 
charms ,  of  nine ,  tenths ,  of  the  best  chateaux  , 
in  France. " 

The  house ,  vihich  I  described ,  as  standing 
near  Dunkirk ,  belonged  some  fifteen  years  ago, 
to  Monsieur  Victor  Caesar  Moulles;  whose  great , 
great,  grandmother,  had  been  a  Marchioness; 
whose  own  great  uncle  had  been  a  Cieneral. 
Victor,  however,  had  been  bred  to  trade, 
brought  up  as  a  Soap-boiler  :  he  had  thriven 
well ;  and  retired ,  at  the  age  of  fifty  two ,  from 
all  to  do  with  commerce;  had  purchased 
this  property,  which  be  instantly  baptised 
as  the  ''  Chateau  de  Moulles;  "  and  bought 
a  lot  of  old  pictures  wherewith  to  decorate 
his  ''  salle  k  manger;  '*  and  from  the  difficult 
task,  of  trying  to  persuade  others;  he  at 
length  ended  by  fully  convincing  himself; 
that  these ,  were  sketches  of  his  *'  long  gone 
ancestry. " 

.  Uis  first,  and  leading,  foible ,  was  a  love  of 
title;  a  shrinking  horror  at  the  name  of  ^f  trade." 
He  never    spoke    of   business;     he    vnshed 
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to  drop  the  past,  and  suddenly  become  a 
"  country  seigneur*  *' 

His  second  fault,  was  still  more  glaring  than 
the  first.  A  soul  absorbing ,  vanity ;  a  curious 
belief ,  that  he ,  was  in  the  flower  of  his  age , 
at  fifty  six ;  for  so,  he  was  when  this  my  tale 
began. 

He  argued,  perhaps  very  rightly,  that  the 
world  could  not  know  better  than  himself,  and 
he  considered  that,  he  still  was  young  ;  the  old 
Beau's  hair,  was  grey;  perhaps,  like  that  of  Marie 
Antoinette ;  a  sudden  grief,  had  turned  it  in  a 
night.  He  sometimes ,  suffered  from  Lumbago; 
what  of  that  ?  he  saw  the  other  day,  by  the 
papers ,  that  a  boy  of  fifteen  had  died  of  it ,  it 
was  therefore ,  no  sign  of  advanced  years.  His 
valet  (a  cunning  Parisian)  had  told  him ;  **  that, 
he  was,  the  best  looking  man  in  the  Province  , 
when  he  put  on  the  uniform  of  the  National 
Guard;  and  blacked  his  grey  moustacheos"  — 
why,  therefore,  doubt  a  fact,  he  loved  to  glory  in? 

In  France  ( as  in  this  country )  it  is  custo- 
mary, for  Parents  to  make  arrangements  for  the 
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suitable  marriage  of  their  children,  ivithout  con- 
sulting thefeelingSy  of  the  principal  parties  con- 
cerned. A'^  mariage  d'inclination  "  being  looked 
upon ,  as  a  most  silly  affair,  altogether  beneath 
the  notice  of  the  proud  ,  or  the  prudent. 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  Dunkirk  ^  there  resi- 
ded at  the  opening  of  this  tale ,  an  old  Count 
de  Sanson ,  descended  from  one  of  the  oldest 
families  in  France.  This  noble,  lived  in,  almost 
Hermit-like,  seclusion;  compelled  thereto  ,by 
( that  most  /Stern  of  masters)  poverty ;  he  was , 
it  is  true ,  nominally  proprietor^  of  half  a  Pro- 
vince; but,  its  revenues  were  hypotbeque ,  to 
that  nice  degree ,  when  all  allow 

"  The  force  of  nature— can  no  farther  go." 

A  single  acre,  would  not  give  security  for  a 
single  sous — indeed ,  so  numerous  were  the 
creditors ,  the  mortgagees;  that  it  might  almost 
be  compared,  to  merry  England,  in  her  by-gone 
days ,  of  whom ,  tis  said 

'^  There  was  a  time ,  ere  England*^  grief  began  *' 
'^  When  every  rood  of  land,  maintained  its  man.  " 
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Poor  Monsieur  de  Sansou  felt  this  —  four 
Daughters ! — bhoming  Daughters ! — to  support; 
and  not  9  one  shilling ,  to  support  them 
with. 

Nature  is,  however,  ever  complaisant;  and  of- 
ten reverses  her  more  general  rules,  to  serve  an 
individual  case.  So  the  Count  determined ,  as  he 
could  do  nothing,  for  his  children;  his  children, 
should  do  aU  for  him.  He  had  brought  them 
up ,  in  a  school  of  strict,  and  blind  obedience ; 
that  is  to  say,  his  straightened  means ,  compel- 
led him  to  have  them  educated ,  in  a  Convent ; 
from  which,  they  issued  very  quiet;  somewhat 
bigoted — somewhat  pure;  very  automatonlike  ! 
They,  therefore ,  heard  with  pious  resignation , 
their  Father's  announcement ;  that ,  to  them ,  he 
looked,  to  prop  his  ^'falling  house,"  and  sighed 
in  chorus  **  yes  "  to  all  his  propositions. 

Matters  stood  thus  within  the  walls  of  "  San- 
sou "  when  my  hero ,  took  up  his  abode  in  their 
neighbourhood  ;  need  I  relate ,  how  soon  his 
whims  were  told;  his  strange  vulgarities  re- 
peated, and  caricatured ;  for  the  diversion,  of 
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the  much  amused  young  Ladies.  Thus ,  much 
however  I  will  say ;  they  had  a  far  different  ef- 
fect on  the  Count,  who  in  this  new  settler,  beheld 
in  mental  view,  a  fitting  husband  for  his  dear 
Gordelie  (his  third  daughter)  whose  misfortune 
it  had  been  to  catch  the  small  pox,  and  received 
a  stamp  upon  her  once  fair  face,  of  that  most 
horrible  disorder ;  which  would  for  ever,  place 
a  bar  between  herself  and  marriage ;  at  least , 
so  thought  Mons  de  Sanson ;  till  he  heard  of 
Victor's  arrival — ^Victor's  love  of  titdle!  —  It 
then,  for  the  first  time,  occurred  to  him ;  that 
Gordelie  might  wed  —  that  by  a  very  fair 
exchange — the  Tradesman's  gold  might  buy 
the  Noble's  blood. 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  Count's  move- 
ments were  at  once  decided.  He  called  upon 
the  Parvenu ;  delighted,  and  astonished  him  by 
actual  condescension ;  (  a  fact  more  flattering 
since  the  world ,  gave  out,  the  Noble's  pride , 
as  something  almost  ultra)  then  dazzling  , 
the  Soap-boiler ;  with  his  coronets ,  and  titled 
relations ;  left  the  poor  man,  in  pleasing  doubt. 
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revolving  in  his  own  mind,  whether  he  really 
stood  on  his  head  ?  or  on  his  heels  ? 

An  invitation  to  dinner  followed;  the  massive 
plate,  (the  only  costly  article,  which  could  not 
be  sold)  displayed  ;  the  family  pictures  ex- 
plained ;  high  deeds  of  ancestry  rehearsed ;  the 
party  all  agreability.  Sanson,  however,  had 
tact ;  he  did  not  let  Cordelie  yet  be  seen ;  but 
pleaded  illness  as  the  cause,  of  her  non-ap- 
pearance ,  at  the  dinner  table.  Victor  went 
home  delighted,  to  his  Valet. 

The  next  day — aye,  the  very  next  day ;  Moul- 
les  went  over  to  visit  his  friend ;  for  vulgar 
people,  like  to  be  familiar  with  the  great ,  and 
never  stop  at  mere  acquaintanceship.  The 
Count,  was  in  his  study,  and  alone.  How  it 
was  brought  about,  I  never  learnt;  but  this ,  1 
know  to  be  a  fact ;  Victor  left  that  room  ;  the 
betrothed — the  ftUure  Husbands  of  a  Lady,  he 
had  never  seen ;  the  lovely  ( as  he  hoped )  Cor- 
delie de  Sanson !  vicountess  in  her  own  right ! 
having  the  power  to  confer  a  title  on  her 
Husband. 
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Tis  only  fair  to  say,  by  this  arrangement , 
that  my  friend  had  lost ,  near  half  his  fortune  ; 
that,  he  had  consented  to  wed,  an  unseen 
"Demoiselle.  "  But  what  of  that?  she  was 
noble!  He  soon  would  be  the  same.  ''  I  wish 
to  God  "  thought  the  innocent  Soap-boiler  '<  my 
dear  Father,  the  Grocer,  was  only  here ,  to  see 
me." 

All  was  happiness :  the  arrangements  I  have 
just  described  had  taken  place  in  March  ;  it  was 
now  May,  and  Victor  as  my  tale  opens  was 
rumbling  in  the  diligence  from  Dunkirk  to  the 
little  romantic  village  of  L — where  the  Count's 
family  were  gone,  to  drink  the  waters;  and  pre- 
pare for  the  expected  marriage ,  which  it  was 
stipulated,  was  then ,  and  there ,  to  take  place. 
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The  clock  struck  ten ,  as  MouUes  rolled  up  to 
the  door  of  the  '^  Gourlmp^riaie,  "  the  only  inn, 
in  the  salubrious  village  of  L  — .  The  night 
was  dark,  and  rainy,  and  the  little  cabaret , 
which  under  any  other  circumstances,  Victor 
would  have  considered  but  a  soiry  resting  place, 
was  now  looked  upon,  as  a  welcome  —  and  a 
comfortable  haven. 

As  the  worthy  Soap-boiler  stepped  out,  he 
nearly  fell;  a  friendly  hand  alone  could  have 
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aaved  him.  He  staggered;  his  head  reeled; 
and  he  would  have  dropped  upon  lhe"Pav^"  had 
he  not  been  saved  by  some  one  near,  who  step- 
ped forward  and  supported  him.  Confined  for 
fourteen  hours  in  a  ponderous  vehicle ,  with 
eleven  other  human  beings,  inhaling  a  mephitic 
atmosphere  (for  all  pure  air  had  been  carefully 
excluded  on  account  of  a  squalling  brat  but  lately 
recovered  from  the  hooping  cough) ;  squeezed » 
jolted,  and  parboiled,  in  this  human  steam 
condenser ;  it  was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that 
Caesar  felt  thus  giddy.  But  still  he  liked  it  not 
—  his  sugar  selling  Parent  had  died  of  a  para- 
lytic stroke  —  These  reflections  passed  like 
lightning  through  the  mind  of  my  hero.  He  felt 
extremely  sorry  for  himself,  he  also  felt  it  neces- 
sary to  thank  the  person  who  had  so  opportunely 
come  to  his  aid;  he  raised  his  eyes  to  do  so,  and 
recognized  the  Count.  What  his  emotions  were 
on  this  occasion  may  easier  be  conceived  than 
described.  A  Count  —  a  real — Nobh  Count — 
to  meet  him  —  to  receive  him.  What  delicate 
attention  ?  Seized  by  a  sudden  giddiness ;  that 
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Count  had  saved  him,  and  upheld  him.  He  had 
actually  leant  familiarly  upon  a  Nobles  arm  — 
what  an  honour !  Again  Victor  wished  the  old 
Grocer  were  present  to  behold  his  bantling's 
triumph.  He  was  about  to  speak ;  the  Count 
tapped  him  gently  on  the  arm.  "  Do  not  say  a 
word,  my  dear  friend.  "  Poor  Victor  could  not 
have  done  so  had  he  wished ;  his  emotion  at 
hearing  himself  thus  called  made  him  dumb. 
"  You  are  agitated  ,  and  tired  —  go  to  your 
room  therefore ;  but  pray  come  to  us  early,  as 
you  know  a  pair  of  brighter  eyes  than  mine^ 
will  anxiously  watch  for  you  "  (and  he  smiled 
with  meaning).  Jusque-la,  adieu. "  —  Then  turn 
ing  to  the  Landlady  :  '^  Madame,  to  your 
hands  I  commit  my  excellent  and  most  worthy 
friend  Mons  de  Moulles.  The  aristocratic 
sound  of  the  '^  de  "  rang  pleasantly  in  the  ears 
of  the  Tradesman.  "  Let  every  comfort  be  afford" 
ed  him ,  and  remember  the  best  wine.  No 
second  rate ,  falsely  called,  first  qualities.  He 
is  a  rare  judge  and  is  used  to  nothing  but  supe- 
rior living.  "  —  And  the  Nobleman  hurried 
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away  leaving  the  astonished  and  overcome  Par- 
vena  standing  like  king  0*Toole  and  his 
goose, 

^'  Wid  his  beautiful  grate  big  moulh,  wide  open.  ** 

The  cringing  Landlady  now  ushered  the 
traveller  into  a  well  lit  ^^  salle  k  manger,  "  in  a 
moment  more  the  supper ,  ordered  for  him  by 
the  Count,  was  laid  on  the  table.  Waiters 
fluttered  round  him.  Chambermaids  spoke  in 
suppressed  tones ,  in  fact ,  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life,  Caesar  received  the  attentions,  usually 
bestowed  on  a  great  man. 

The  meal  over,  Moulles  desired  to  be  shown 
to  his  room  ;  a  host  of  people  accompanied  him 
there.  He  desired  to  be  called  on  the  arrival 
of  his  valet  next  morning  ;  a  host  of  voices 
echoed  **  Oui ,  Monseigneur."  He  ordered  hot 
water,  a  dozen  females  ran  to  fetch  it,  indeed  he 
felt  proudly  conscious  that  he  had  suddenly 
come  to  a  knowledge  of  his  own  proper  conse- 
quence. With  this  impression  he  made  a  bow, 
meant  to  be  excessively  dignified;  uttered  a 
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condescending  "  Bonsoir,  "  and  then  shut  the 
door,  as  they  supposed  for  the  purpose  of  reti- 
ring  to  rest :  but  they  were  wrong  as  you  will 
presently  perceive. 

In  a  somewhat  dark  looking  alcove  stood  a 
white  curtained  bed — its  snowy  draperies  look- 
ed anything  but  ghostlike — so  Victor  felt  con- 
tent ;  the  floor  was  beautifully  waxed  and 
polished ,  a  luxury  seldom  met  with  in  an  ordi- 
nary sleeping  room ,  which  evidently  betrayed 
that  this  apartment  was  occasionally  made  use 
of  as  a  saloon.  A  long  french  window  led  to  a 
small  balcony  some  three  feet  above  the  level 
of  a  beautiful  garden ,  which  by  the  pale  glare 
of  a  summer  moon ,  now  shone  in  all  the  cold 
blue  tints  in  which  poets  are  often  pleased  to 
deck  the  midnight  rambles  of  a  "  loving  pair.  " 
— Now  though ,  as  I  believe,  such  a  view  might 
suit  and  even ,  chasten ,  the  taste  of  a  red  hot 
admirer,  it  was  by  no  means  to  the  palate  of  the 
worthy  Soap-boiler,  who  with  an  emphatic 
'*  Humph  "  ( meant  to  announce  that  his  local 
examination  was  complete )  coolly  Closed  the 
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curtains  and  began  to  rummage  in  his  ample 
portmanteau.  From  this  he  carefully  drew 
forth  a  razor  and  the  other  necessary  apparatus 
for  shaving ;  a  pair  of  tweezers ;  and  a  small 
phial  marked,  ^'Inimitable  Hair  Dye,  warranted 
to  change  grey  hair,  to  a  jet ,  and  glossy  black 
Within  three  hours/'  The  se  having  placed  upon 
a  table  ;  poured  out  the  boiling  water  and 
drawn  the  large  glass  before  him,  de  Moulles 
began  to  operate. 

Imprimis ,  went  the  grey  moustacheos.  With 
them  my  hero  threw  ofThalf  a  dozen  years.  The 
whiskers  next  were  shaved ,  and  every  grey 
bristle  straggling  o'er  the  cheek  carefully  pick- 
ed out.  With  them  went  half  a  dozen  more. 
The  hair  was  dyed,  and  Victor  felt  that  twenty 
summers  might  be  taken  from  his  age ,  and  he 
appear  before  his  Lady-love  next  morn  as 
bordering  on  thirty  three.  Tis  true  his  locks 
were  not  yet  black  ;  but  well  wrapped 
up  in  a  Cambric  handkerchief  ( according 
to  the  printed  directions)  my  happy  lover 
felt  secure  they  would  soon  become  so  ,  Jind 

10 
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proceeded  thus  prepared  to  seek  his  pillow. 

Moulies  f  in  his  youth  had  somewhere  heard 
of  a  famous  murder ,  committed  by  a  wretch  , 
who  had  concealed  himself  beneath  the  bed  of 
his  victim.  He ,  therefore  ,  always  looked 
under,  ere  he  lay  upon  his  couch  ;  taking  the 
light  in  accordance  with  this  rule  he  ventured 
to  take  his  usual  peep.  Imagine  his  horror, 
imagine  his  surprise !  a  pair  of  dreadful  eyes , 
fiercely  glanced  upon  him  !  He  could  not  move; 
he  could  not  scream;  his  limbs,  his  tongue 
refused  their  o£Gce.  Again ,  like  the  fascinated 
rabbit,  he  gazed  upon  the  enemy.  It  moved!  he 
would  have  shrieked.  He  did  not  however  do 
so ;  for  when  it  rose,  he  saw  it  was  a  cat ! 

His  fears  now  turned  to  anger.  In  genuine 
french  ,  he  swore , — he  raved — he  gutterally 
"  Sacred"  poor  grimalkin,  and  tried  by  every 
means  to  drive  her  forth  from  her  warm  shelter 
— ^Puss,  however,  knew  her  almost  inaccessible 
position  and  maintained  it.  What  could  poor 
Victor  do?  He  could  not  sleep  with  such  a 
neighbour.    Indeed,  his  nurse  had  told  him  of 
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a  child  who  lost  its  life  from  having  had  its 
breath  all  sacked  away  by  such  an  animal.  He 
could  not  call  for  help,  bandaged  and  plastered 
as  he  was.  He  had  but  one  way  left  ;  he 
stretched  his  arm  beneath  the  bed  and  seized 
his  long  tailed  foe.  Grim,  however,  was  not 
to  be  so  handled  unresistingly.  She  fixed  her 
claws,  first  on  the  wristband  of  her  antagonist's 
shirt  and  tore  it  much  ;  then,  turning  with 
redoubled  fiiry  on  the  hand  itself,  she  clawed 
and  bit  it  well.  For  several  minutes  ,  the 
combat  lasted.  At  length ,  the  Frenchman  tri- 
umphed. He  got  her  fast  by  the  tail,  and 
,  drawing  her  forth,  threw  open  wide  the  window, 
gave  her  a  passing  kick  to  shew  her  he  was 
master,  and  with  a  proud  defiance  crying,  ''  Jt 
stUs  Frangats  mot!! "  hurled  her  into  the  gar- 
den, and  banged  the  casemeiH  to ,  with  an  air  of 
exultation ,  stepping  into  bed ,  proud  of  the 
victory  he  had  achieved. 

Who  shall  account  for  dreams  ?  Philosophers 
may  try  to  do  so,  and  find  foolish  people  to 
believe  them.  Theories  may  startup,  and  find  a 
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host  of  stauDch  supporters.  Calculations  may 
be  made,  and  all  the  subtleties  of  moral  and 
physical  reasoning  be  brought  to  bear  ;  and 
yet ,  bring  no  conclusive  reasons  for  the  strange 
wanderings  of  themind,  which  ought  (in  common 
sympathy)  to  fall  asleep  with  the  body;  but 
which,  as  in  the  present  case,  often  takes  it 
into  its  head,  to  lead  its  possessor  during  the 
hours  of  rest ;  straight  from  the  dungeon  to  the 
throne ;  invigorating — ^renovating — from  age  to 
youth — from  happiness  to  misery — then,  sud- 
denly paralyzing  or  sitting  with  unearthly 
weight  upon  a  nervous  frame — dancing  ;  bury- 
ing ;  elevating  ;  or  distroying  :  in  fact ;  giving 
us  a  peep  at  wordly  events  during  somnolency 
which  kind  fortune,  refuses  to  our  waking 
hours. 

Such  vagaries  did  sleep  play  with  the  worthy 
Soapist  MouUes.  First  he  dreamt ,  he  was  about 
to  be  married.  His  bride  was  lovely  as  the  fairest 
flower,  and  crowds  applauded  as  the  pair  ap- 
proached the  priest;  who,  bowing  low^  saluted 
Victor  as  the  "  Count  de  MouUes.  "    All  was 
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happiness :  triumph  sat  upon  his  brow  —  ifvhen, 
all  of  a  sudden ;  a  little  black  devil  jumped  up , 
and  pulled  the  poor  bridegroom  into  a  deep 
grave,  where,  coolly  perching  himself  upon  his 
chest,  he  sat  grinning,  while  his  victim  deprived 
of  all  power,  in  vain  essayed  to  call,  in  vain 
attempted  to  rid  himself  of  his  very  unpleasant 
companion.  Suffocation  ensued ;  be  felt  he  was 
dying;  another  moment  and  it  would  be  too  late. 
He  looked  lip,  and  the  imp  showed  his  white  teeth. 
He  felt  his  life's  blood  burst  from  every  pore. 
The  pressure  became  still  more  galling.  One 
struggle  more  —  one  death  struggle  —  as  he 
believed — and  Victor  awoke! 
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Starting  up  ;  his  vision  seemed  for  a  moment 
realized.  A  warm  stream  flowed  down  his 
face  y  and  striving  to  enter  at  his  mouth  nearly 
choked  the  unhappy  Victor.  He  touched  it  with 
his  hand  and  by  the  pale  uncertain  daylight  ^ 
which  pierced  with  difficulty  through  the  cur- 
tains, he  fouud  that  stream  was  blood!  He  tore 
off  the  handkerchief  which  bound  his  head  and 
strove  to  staunch  it.    It  poured,  however,  like 
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a  torrent  from  bis  nose.  The  frightened  traveller 
arose  and  vainly  tried  to  find  a  bell :  in  doing 
this  (whether  from  the  cold  which  struck  him 
as  he  stepped  from  his  bed  or  not,  I  cannot  say; 
batthisIknow,)hisnoseceasedbleeding.  But  not 
so  the  fears  of  the  Soap-boiler.  He  felt  one  side 
of  his  head  and  face  most  suddenly  contracted. 
He  looked  in  the  glass;  his  nose  was  drawn 
aside,  his  cheek  was  strangely  furrowed »  and 
his  eye  dragged  down.  Victor  dropped  with 
horror  and  despair  the  mirror  which  thus  re- 
flected him  an  altered  man !  It  shivered  in  a 
thousand  pieces!  an  omen  to  our  hero's  supersti- 
tious mind  of  **  dreadful  luck.  " 

What  could  It  be?  Doubtless  some  artery, 
some  vessel  had  given  way,  which  caused  at 
once  the  bleeding  and  the  strange  contraction  of 
his  Cace.  Tis  true,  old  Moulles  jusi  thought 
it  might  be  paralytic;  but  he  would  not  even 
dare  to  think  it  so,  and  banishing  the  idea  as 
an  unwelcome  and  unfounded  intruder ,  he 
fondly  hoped  ere  breakfast  time,  again  to  be 
**all  right.  " 
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A  noise  was  heard,  as  if  of  approaching 
footsteps  in  the  corridor.  Some  person,  doubt- 
less wakened  and  alarmed  by  the  noise  the 
broken  glass  had  made.  Moulles  very  sagely 
thought  it  were  not  well  to  be  perceived  in  this 
his  present  woeful  plight,  which  some  ill 
natured  person  might  report  to  ^^  mademoiselle! " 
At  ail  events,  he'd  not  be  seen  at  least  till  after 
he  had  tried  once  more  to  recover  his  good 
looks.  So  when  the  waiter  quietly  tapped  at 
his  door  and  enquired  ''  what  was  the  matter  " 
he  gruffly  answered  '^  nothing.  "  His  own 
voice  seemed  to  startle  him,  it  was  changed; 
quite  changed!  A^ctor  coughed  twice;  but 
still  it  altered  not.  The  waiter  seemed  to  share 
the  worthy  man's  surprise;  a  not  quite  intelligi- 
ble exclamation  of  wonder  escaped  from  him 
as  he  turned  and  hastily  quitted  the  door. 

Our  hero,  half  dead  with  fright,  wounded  by 
anxiety,  suddenly  bethought  himself,  that  per- 
haps the  open  air  might  work  a  change?  So 
throwing  the  blood  stained  napkin  on  the  bed , 
drawing  on  a  light- dress  which  he  had  purpo- 
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sely  brought  with  him;  opening  the  window 
and  seeing  the  sun  already  shining,  Victor 
Moulles  jumped  at  once  into  the  lovely  garden; 
there  to  resolve  in  his  own  mind  how  the  deuce 
this  disagreeable  "  contretemps  "  had  occurred. 
Whither  it  had  proceeded  from  fatigue,  anxiety 
of  mind,  or  poison  contained  in  the  unlucky, 
hair  dye  ? 

In  this  mood,  he  threaded  right  and  left  the , 
would  be,  serpentine  gravel  walks  of  the  small 
enclosure ;  thinking  with  pride ,  how  probable 
that ,  step  by  step,  he  might  in  time  become 
prime  Minister  of  France.  How  fond  he'd  find 
his  little  wife  !  how  courteous  all  would  be  to 
him !  and  lots  of  nonsense  of  a  similar  kind. 
These  his  soft  dreamings  were ,  however,  soon 
disturbed  by  sounds  of  human  voices. 

"I  see  him,"  loudly  cried  one — "  quick, 
after  him  ,  "  cried  another — **  We  have  him 
now,  "  roared  a  third.  The  pseudo  prime 
Minister  v^s  amazed.  He  looked  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  speakers ,  or  rather  I  should  say  the 
bawlers,  and  saw  several  persons  at  the  window. 
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he  bad  lately  quitted  ( the  window  of  his  bed 
room )  evidently  seeking  for  some  person  ; 
doubtless  himself ;  since  they  pointed  towards 
the  spot  where  he  stood  rivetted  with  astonish- 
ment,  until  ha  saw  them,  one  by  one,  jump 
down  and  run  towards  him.  It  now  struck 
him,  for  the  first  time,  that  his  extremely 
obliging  Papa  in  law  in  embryo,  had  perhaps 
thus  early  sent  over  to  shew  his  respect  and 
anxiety,  to  pay  attention  to  his  future  son. 
Nothing  could  be  more  evident.  But  then 
again ,  what  impression  could  he  make ,  thus 
lost ,  in  dishabille  ?  '^  First  impressions  often 
stamp  iiiture  friendships,''  wisely  argued  Victor^ 
This  would  indeed  deteriorate  from  the  digni- 
fied manner  he  intended  to  pursue  on  seeing 
his  wife's  proud  relations.  On  no  account 
would  it  do ,  to  be  thus  caught.  So  in  an  in- 
stant, Moulles  made  up  his  mind,  and  leaping 
a  narrow  foss^,  which  bounded  the  garden,  he 
set  off ,  at  a  half  running  pace,  across  the  fields 
adjoining. 

His  pursuers  were  not,  however,  thus  to  be 
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baffled.  They  jumped  too.  "  How  courte- 
ous " — thought  the  Soapboiler !  "  How  polite! 
but  still  they  shall  not  see  me.  "And  he  en- 
creased  his  speed ;  so  did  they.  Quicker  went 
one  party,  quicker  went  the  other  ;  till  a  fair 
racing  pace,  at  length  thoroughly  winded  "  the 
Parvenu  "  who  was  reluctantly  compelled  to 
pause  for  breath,  sheltering  himself,  however, 
in  the  hope  of  escaping  their  observation  behind 
a  large  tree. 

Here  my  hero  remained  ensconced.  In  a 
few  moments,  his  pursuers  came  up.  He 
could  now  plainly  hear  them ;  but  they  could 
not  see  him.  "  How  funny !  "  thought  Moulles. 
**  How  beautiful !  Iv'e  escaped  them ,  and  their 
troublesome  civilities." 

**  It  was  here ,  he  seemed  to  vanish.  Where 
can  he  have  disappeared  ?  tis  very  strange  !  " 
said  one  of  the  party.  The  hidden  old  man 
laughed  in  his  sleeve,  at  their  disappointment 
and  determined  to  banter  them  hereafter 
about  it. 

^*  The  Scoundrel  must  be  somewhere  near, " 
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rejoined  a  second.  MouUes  made  up  his  mind 
to  cut  this  rude  man ,  who  could  speak  thus 
even  behind  his  back, 

"  Damn  the  ViUain  !  I'll  take  him  dead  or 
alive !  "  gruffly  sounded  a  third.  Victor  was 
actually  petrified.   He  sighedwith  astonishment. 

''  Give  me  the  blunderbuss/'  again  put  in  the 
first  ;  "  I  heard  a  breathing  in  yon  bush ;  I'll 
fire  into  it.  "  And  he  seized  the  death  dealing 
weapon. 

"  There's  not  the  slightest  occasion  to  do  so," 
cried  Moulles ,  eagerly  stepping  forth  and  as- 
suming a  forced  laugh,  supposing  his  embryo 
relations  wished  to  be  witty,  **  though  really  my 
friends  I  — " 

What  the  conclusion  of  this  sentence  would 
have  been,  I  really  cannot  take  it  upon  myself 
to  say ;  for  ere  he  could  speak  further,  two  ill 
looking  dogs,  some  six  feet  high  ,  by  half  that 
number  in  breadth,  had  seized  by  the  collar  and 
nearly  throttled  the  astonished  Soap-boiler. 

"  Youfjoretch!  "  cried  number  one,  of  the 
"  long  elevens  "  between  whom  Moulles  now 
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found  himself,  ^'  you  vgretch!  "  and  he  gave 
him  a  jerk  that  nearly  dislocated  his  neck. 

"  You  blood  thirsty  villain!  "  echoed  his 
ditto  on  the  other  side>  grasping  his  collar , 
stock  and  all,  until  my  poor  friend  actually  turn- 
ed blue. 

"Where  is  the  body?" 

"  Speak  or  111  make  you,  "  bellowed  a  third 
with  the  face  of  a  true  bully ;  and  he  accompa- 
nied the  threat  with  a  slight  kick,  by  way 
of  a  sample,  "  what  have  you  done  with 
him?" 

"  Who?  —  who?  "  faintly  articulated  the 
half  choked  prisoner. 

"  The  old  Soap-boiler.  " 

MouUes  had  once  or  twice  heard  this  ap- 
pellation before,  and  actually  suspected  it 
applied  to  himself.  The  question  therefore  was 
doubly  strange  and  his  countenance  bespoke 
the  puzzling  state  of  his  mental  reflections.  The 
party  perceived  this. 

"  Jean,  bring  the  postillion's  whip  here;  we'll 
make  him  speak,  or  damn  him !  we'll  flay  him." 
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Now  poop  Victor  was  fully  aware  that  a 
postiilioii's  whip^  in  France,  is  very  little  short 
of  a  knout  in  Russia.  He,  therefore,  very 
demurely  offered  to  give  every  information  in 
his  power,  provided  they  would  have  the 
goodness  just  to  tell  him  what  they  meant? 

"  Where  is  the  body  of  the  victim?  where  is 
the  unfortunate  creature  Mons  Moulles?  — 
answer  quickly! "  And  they  gave  their  captive 
another  shake. 

Now  it  seems  nobody'  could  answer  their 
question  better  than  Victor.  He  too  well 
knew  where  he  was;  but  really  their  question 
seemed  so  odd,  he  paused  for  a  moment  ere  he 
replied.  At  length  he  stammered  out :  ^  Tm 
here,  "— 

This  answer,  however,  so  beautifully  simple 
in  itself,  did  not  appear  to  satisfy  his  tormen- 
tors; amongst  whom  he  perceived  at  least 
two  of  the  waiters,  who  had  so  obsequiously 
waited  on  him  at  dinner  the  night  before,  and 
whose  rude  conduct,  now  astonished  him  the 
more. 
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"  We  know  you're  here,  "  said  one  of  thetn, 
«<  we*ve  got  you  here,  and  mean  to  keep  you. 
But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  it;  for  the 
last  time  we  ask  you ;  whereas  the  corpse?  " 

"  Whose  corpse?  *'  whiningly  interrogated 
Monlles. 

**  The  corpse  of  Hons  Monlles  to  be  sure,  " 
replied  the  waiter. 

This  was  a  poser.  That  he  should  be  ac- 
tually running  about  after  death  was  quite  a 
new  position  to  Victor,  and  though  he  heard 
it  thus  confidently  asserted,  the  frightened 
Soap-boiler  could  not  help  davbting  the  fact. 
He  looked  at  his  hand;  it  was  certainly  the 
same  he  used  yesterday;  and  appeared  in  full 
vigour.  His  feet  were  "  alive  and  kicking  " ' 
while  his  soul  was  ''  tremblingly  alive  *'  to  his 
present  situation;  what  could  they  mean? 

Ere,  however,  he  had  time  for  reflection ,  he 
felt  his  legs  suddenly  jerked  from  under  him , 
and  in  a  moment  more  several  hands  were 
busily  employed  in  rifling  him.  He  now  began 
to  think,  he  understood  the  matter.    He  had 
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fallen  into  the  hands  of  robbers;  most  likely 
murderers;  since  it  was  plain  they  would  hardly 
let  him  escape ,  to  betray  their  persons,  knowing 
well  that  he  must  recognize  them.  They  took 
his  purse;  his  pocket  book,  opened  it^  and 
triumphantly  exclaimed ,  **  I  thought  we  were 
right  —  there  is  a  letter  directed  to  his  victim 
—  Victor  Caesar  Moulles.  " 

"  Yes,  U>  me^  "  groaned  the  pinioned  wretch, 
"  from  my  friend  the  Count. " 

"  Who  the  devil  are  you?  "  savagely  interro- 
gated a  policeman,  who  it  appears  had  come 
up.  Victor  caught  at  the  hope  of  his  oflScial 
aid  and  eagerly  cried: 

'' I  am  Mons  Moulles!!" 

**  The  devil  you  are?  "  and  they  set  up  a 
shout  of  derision.  "  TheunfeeUng  wretdi! "  cried 
one  as  the  shout  died  away;  **  hardened  sin- 
ner, "  chimed  in  another.  "  Hush,  '*  growled 
the  policeman, ''  hush!  dont  stand  talking  here, 
but  let  us  take  him  before  Mons  ie  Commis- 
saire  at  once;  and  let  him  be  dealt  witli  accord- 
ing to  law.    Here  drag  him  along.  "    And  the 
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Soap-boiler  found  himself  dragged  forward  by 
a  score  of  wretches  towards  the  village 
of  L— 

"  Well,  *'  mentally  ejaculated  Victor,  "  this 
is  the  strangest  proceeding  I  ever  met  with  ;  to 
be  taken  before  a  magistrate  ,  first  for  being 
(Hive,  and  then  for  having  been  robbed — I 
really  dont  understand  it : "  and  with  this  con- 
solatory conclusion ,  the  old  man  suffered  him- 
self to  be  hauled  along. 
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In  no  country  (I  believe)  are  magistrates  the 
most  early  risers,  whether  their  slumbers  are 
more  profound ,  the  weight  of  many  a  grave 
decision  super-inducing  there  unto ,  or  not ;  I 
really  will  not  pretend  to  devine ;  but,  I  have 
no  hesitation  in  asserting,  that  very  few  of  these 
functionaries  are  to  be  found  out  of  their  beds 
at  six,  kf%  the  exact  hour  at  which  Victor  Caesar 
found  himself,  most  reluctantly,  ringing  at  the 
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"  Porte  Cochire  "  of  the  great  man  of  the  little 
to^rnofL — 

Mons  le  Commissaire  was ,  however  ^  stiil 
slumbering  :  the  very  servant  girl ,  who  opened 
the  door»  was  half  asleep ;  the  ugly  dog  which 
stood  chained  in  the  court  yard  had  not  yet 
commenced  his  daily  barking  ;  in  fact,  the 
party  seemed  to  arrive  a  vast  deal  too  early; 
but  as  the  policeman  seemed  to  consider  the 
affair  of  no  small  importance » the  prisoner  was 
hurried  into  a  cold'Striking  **  Salle  a  manger  '* 
which  the  Justice  sometimes  used  as  a  Hall  of 
judgement  y  then  and  there  ,  to  await  the 
coming  of  that  awful  personage. 

Various  were  the  strange  faces  thrust  into 
the  room  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  supposed 
culprit ;  many  were  the  looks  of  horror  directed 
towards  the  puzzled  captive. 

To  avoid  their  gaze,  Victor  rose -and  rushed 

* 

towards  the  recess  formed  by  a  half  open  win- 
dow ;  in  an  instant  a  dozen  hands  had  seized 
him,  a  dozen  tongues  declared  he  had  attempted 
to  escape;  and  ere  another  moment  had  elapsed 
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the  poor  Soap-boiler  found  himself  in  hand- 
cuffs. In  vain  he  remonstrated  ;  in  vain  he  as- 
sured them  of  their  mistake  ;  the  gentlest 
answer  they  returned  uvas  "  Wretch  ,  "  "  VHr 
Iain/'  and  a  thousand  other  such  endearing 
epithets. 

At  length  a  happy  thought  flashed  through 
the  mind  of  Moulles  ;  a  certainty  of  instant 
liberation  :  tis  very  true  that  it  was  galling  to 
have  recourse  to  such  a  measure,  to  let  his 
friend  behold  him  under  such  degrading  ap- 
pearances ;  but  nevertheless  it  was  his  only 
chance  ;  he  therefore  boldly  asked  his  guards ; 
to  send  for  the  Coimt  de  Sansoii. 

''  He  has  already  been  informed  of  all  the  cir- 
cumstances/' gruffly  replied  the  Gendarme. 

"  Thank  heaven !  "  uttered  Victw 

At  this  instant  that  very  individual  entered ; 
overcome  apparently  by  exertion ,  his  features 
bearing  every  mark  of  horror.  Our  hero  jump- 
ed up  and  with  a  smile  of  proud  delight  sprang 
to  his  side — The  Ck>unt  recwled.— *•  Wretch, 
how  dare  you  thus  approach    me?    Begone, 
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thou  murderer  !  lest  I  strike  you  to  my  feet." 

Kow  ¥rhether  he  himself  happened  to  be  in- 
dividually mad  or  whether  the  whole  world 
had  suddenly  become  deranged,  was  a  ques- 
tion too  difficult  for  MouUes  to  solve.  A  dizzi- 
ness seemed  to  riot  in  his  brain;  a  rather 
disagreeable  doubt  whether  he  was  asleep  or 
suddenly  possessed  of  a  wicked  devil?  Whe- 
ther he  had  the  happiness  of  being  alive  ?  or 
dead?  His  ovm  identity ,  an  abstruse  query. 

In  this  dilemma  he  again  addressed  the  Count 
beseeching  him  '^  not  to  carry  the  joke  so  far,  as 
really  it  was  beyond  the  power  of  his  mind  to 
bear  it  calmly.  " 

"  Monster!  —  hardened  m/onsier!  to  speak  of 
joking  at  such  an  hour,  while  yet  your  hands 
reek  with  the  blood  of  your  victim ;  "  and 
the  Count  cast  a  look  first  on  the  bloody  paws 
of  our  hero,  then  threw  up  a  glance,  appealingly 
to  Heaven. 

"  It  was  my  nose  "  —  Victor  was  about  to 
reply,  but  his  speech  was  abruptly  cut  short  by 
the  entrance  of  the  Commissary,  who,  walking 
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up  in  the  most  stately  manner  to  a  chair ,  mo- 
tioned to  the  Ck>unt  to  take  a  seat  beside  him^ 
and  whi^ered  for  a  moment  eagerly  with 
him. 

In  the  mean  time  they  had  dragged  MouUes 
to  the  centre  of  the  semi^circle  formed  by  his 
late  tormentors  placing  him  exactly  so  as  to 
confront  his  judge,  who  still  kept  talking  to  the 
County  occasionally  casdng  looks  of  abhorrence 
on  the  prisoner^  thereby  expressing  that  the 
conversation  referred  to  him. 

**  Neither  my  father  in  law  (that  is  to  be)  nor 
Monseigneur  le  Gommissaire  are  men  of  good 
manners/'  thought  Victor;  and  he  determined  on 
telling  them  so,  one  of  these  days. 

At  length  the  Count  paused;  and  the  judicial 
Functionary  declared  the  Court  **  open,  "  and 
called  upon  the  principal  witness  to  state  the 
case;  where  upon,  an  ill  dressed,  half  soldier, 
half  civilian  looking  man ,  stepped  forward  and 
stated  as  follows. 

''You  must  know)  Monseigneur,  that  I  am  the 
person    employed   by  the   landlady   of    **La 
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Gour  Imperiale  "  to  do ,  for  the  passengers  that 
come  by  the  evening  diligence.  I  have  served  for 
upwards  of  twelve  years  in  the  19  *^  of  the  line, 
and  I  have  — " 

"  Cease !  "  pompously  interrupted  the  Com- 
missaire,  ^'  cease  the  description  of  yourself, 
and  proceed  to  the  facets  relating  to  the  pri- 
soner. " 

"  Well,  Sir,  I  will  proceed.  "  Last  night, 
about  ten  o'clock ,  the  diligence  direct  from 
Calais  arrived  here.  I  had  been  a  long  time 
waiting  for  it  as  the  Count  de  Sansou  bad 
announced  that  a  friend  of  his  was  expected  by 
it,  and  for  whom  he  had  ordered  a  supper 
ccmsisting  of  six  dishes.  First  there  was  a 
t6te  de  veau  en  tortue ;  then  there  was  — " 

'*  If  you  thus  digress ,  I  will  instantly  order 
you  to  prison." 

"  I  really  beg  your  worship's  pardon.  The 
diligence  arrived ,  and  in  it  the  friend  of  the 
Goum.  I  handed  him  out ,  and  having  chan- 
ged my  dress,  afterwards  waited  on  him  at 
table. " 
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"  Describe  him.  " 

*'  I  Yfill,  Monseigneur.  He  was  an  old  man , 
bordering  on  sixty  (MouUes  looked  daggers  at 
him).  He  had  large  grey  mustachios;  but  not 
so  grey  as  his  hair,  which  was  very  white 
indeed.  He  limped  a  little;  but  that  I  fancied 
arose  from  cramp.  His  voice  was  very  soft ,  and 
he  spoke  with  a  Parisian  accent,  which  made  me 
think  him  a  gentleman,  though  he  had  a  very 
vulgar  look  on  the  whole ,  and  picked  his  teeth 
with  his  fork.  " 

Here  Moulles  broke  out  into  a  loud  and 
passionate  contradiction,  on  which  the  Com- 
missaire  threatened  him  with  all  the  terrors  of 
the  law  if  he  again  interrupted  the  witness ; 
so ,  my  poor  hero  was  most  reluctantly  com- 
pelled to  hear  himself  thus  libelled  in  sullen 
silence. 

"  Well ,  your  honor ,  after  supper  I  lighted 
the  old  gentleman  up  to  his  room ,  and  a  queer 
old  gentleman  he  was;  for  he  began  to  call 
for  extra  lights,  and  warm  water,  and  towels. 
We  did'nt  however  much  wonder  at  this,  for 
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Missus  had  already  told  us  he  was  a  retired 
Soap-boiler,  and  so  ire  thought  he  wished  to 
give  himself  a  lather,  and  brought  him  the 
things  he  ordered !  '*  (During  this  time  Victor's 
tongue  was  kept  quiet  with  much  difficulty. ) 
'^  After  this  we  left  him,  and  heard  him  dis- 
tinctly lock  his  door.  Havrng  then  some  horses 
to  clean,  I  went  down  to  the  stables,  and  met 
Jacques  LongucTille;  and  we  went  to  drink 
u^ether  at  — " 

**  Once  more ,  Sir,  am  I  to  remind  you  to 
strick  to  the  point ;  to  the  point,  Sir !  or  am  I  to 
commit  you  ?  " 

"  By  no  means ,  my  Lord  ;  I  wont  trouble 
you." 

"  Speak  to  the  purpose  then. " 

''Well  then.  Sir,  this  morning  about  six 
o'clock  what  should  I  hear  but  a  confounded 
noise ,  as  if  a  looking  glass  was  being  broken , 
in  N°  25,  the  room  in  whidi  the  old  gentleman 
slept.  So  up  I  jumped ;  for  you  must  know 
Pierre  had  told  me  bef<H*e  I  went  to  bed  that 
he  had  heard  something  like  a  scuffle  in  the 

IS 
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strangers  apartment^  and  soon  after^  the  bang- 
ing to,  of  the  window,  which  he  thought  very 
odd  at  the  time.  " 

"  It  was  that  damned  cat,"  groaned  Victor. 

^'  Silence ,"  roared  the  Gommissaire ;  and  the 
witness  proceeded. 

'^  As  I  said ,  Sir,  I  jumped  up  and  went  and 
knocked  at  the  door  of  25,  and  says  I  whc^s 
the  matter  ? — upon  that  a  strange  voice,  not  at 
all  like  the  Traveller's  answered ;  Nothing  !  So 
upon  that,  away  I  goes,  and  calls  Pierre ,  and 
we  consulted  together,  and  then  we  called 
Jean — and  then  we  sent  for  a  Gendarme,  and 
then  we  told  Missus — and  then  " — 

"  Keep  to  the  subject ,"  ominously  hinted  the 
magistrate. 

**  So  I  means  " — replied  the  witness;  **upon 
that  we  all  went  together  and  knocked  at  the 
door,  once — ^twice — thrice — no  reply.  So  , 
with  one  shove  we  broke  it  open.  Oh !  your 
worship,  such  a  sight !  There  was  a  track  of  blood 
from  the  bed  to  the  window.  The  former  was 
empty  ;  but  on  it  lay  a  napkin ,  which  together 
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with  the  pillow  was  soaked  in  blood ,  and  the 
clothes  deranged  and  bloody  too. 

"  It  was  my  nose  /*  eagerly  interrupted 
MouUes. 

The  Gommissaire  went  nearly  distracted 
with  rage.  ^Mf  you  speak  again  Til  have  you 
gagged.  Tis  evident ,  with  your  cats  and  noses 
you  wish  to  sham  madness.  But  it  wont  do , 
it  wont  do ,  with  me ! "  Then  turning  to  the 
witness :  "  Proceed.** 

"  The  body  was  no  where  to  be  found.  We 
looked  over  the  bed  and  under  the  bed ,  but 
all  in  vain.  There  was  the  looking  glass 
dashed  to  pieces  on  the  floor,  and  the  blood 
stains  all  about*,  shewing  there  had  been  a 
dreadful  struggle,  but  no  corpse.  Well,  Sir, 
while  we  were  pondering  what  to  do  who 
should  come  in  but  the  head  waiter  and  the 
first  thing  he  remarked  was,  that  the  window 
was  open.  Upon  this,  we  all  flew  to  it,  and 
there  we  saw  the  prisoner  at  the  bar,  skulking 
in  the  garden.  So  we  jumped  out  and  pursued 
him.     He  first  tried  by  running  to  escape  us, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


136  FELO  DE  SE. 

and  then  hid  himself.  But  all  would  not  do  ; 
for  we  soon  caught  him  and  brought  him  here 
and  that's  all  I  know  of  the  business". 

Here  the  semi-civilian  slopped  short ,  and 
the  Commissaire  called  for  the  next  witness. 
Upon  which ,  the  Gendarme  stepped  forward. 

"May  it  please  you,  Mons  le  Commissaire,  " 
commenced  the  Gendarme,  touching  his  hat  in  a 
military  manner,  "  I  was  this  day  called  on  to 
be  present  at  the  bursting  open  of  a  door  in  the 
Hotel  of  Madame  Grosecu ,  where  it  was  sup- 
posed some  accident  had  occurred  to  a  lodger. 
When  I  arrived ,  the  door  was  already  forced  , 
and  on  entering  I  found  the  party  had  quitted 
the  chamber.  But  for  the  sake  of  justice,  I 
thought  it  right  to  make  a  rigid  examination  of 
the  spot.  First ,  Sir,  there  was  a  track  of  blood 
from  the  side  of  the  bed  to  the  window,  as 
described  by  the  last  witness."  (Moulles  again 
inwardly  cursed  the  cat.)  "Then,  Sir,  there  was 
an  open  razor  laying  on  the  table ,  apparently 
wiped  clean  with  great  care  ;  and  beside  it 
several  grey  hairs,  which  were  doubtless  torn 
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from  the  victim's  head/'  (Here  a  general  mur- 
mur of  horror  went  round,  while  Victor  remem- 
bered with  agony  the  operation  of  the  tweezers.) 
''  This  I  conceive  to  be  the  casie ;  because  I  am 
sure  they  must  have  had  a  violent  struggle, 
the  looking  glass  being  dashed  down  on  the 
ground.  I  then  put  this  napkin  and  this  pillow- 
case into  my  pocket,  drenched  as  you  see  with 
blood ,  and  rushed  out  of  the  window  to  join  the 
other  persons ,  whom  I  now  perceived ,  were  in 
full  pursuit  of  the  assassin.  Ere  I  could  over- 
take them  they  had  seized  him,  and  most 
likely  would  have  taken  summary  vengeance  on 
him,  had  I  not  desired  them  ,  in  the  name  of 
the  law,  to  bring  him  direct  before  your  wor- 
ship." 

**  Very  right,  very  right  indeed.  Humph  ! 
Have  you  searched  him?  " 

"  Yes ,  Mons  le  Commissaire/' 

"What  did  you  find?" 

"  This  pocket  book, — this  purse — and  this 
letter."  And  he  handed  them  to  the  Magistrate, 
who  again  handed  them  over  for  examination  to 

IS. 
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the  Count ,  who  after  a  strict  scrutiny,  allowed 
a  tear  to  steal  down  his  parchment  cheek ,  as 
he  returned  then,  saying.  **  This  indeed  is  the 
pocket  hooky  and  this  the  purse  of  my  latefnend, 
and  this  a  letter  addressed  by  myself  to  him. " 

"  Of  course  —  I  know  that ,"  groaned  the 
prisoner. 

A  look  of  horrified  conviction  was  exchanged 
between  the  bystanders. 

The  Gommissaire  again  spoke.  **  Did*  you 
examine  his  person?  " 

**  I  did  ,  his  hands  were  much  scratched  pro- 
bably in  his  struggles  with  the  deceased ,  who 
was  I  understand  about  his  own  size.  The 
right  wristband  of  his  shirt  was  also  torn,  ap* 
parently  from  the  same  cause ,  while  the  palms 
of  his  hands ,  his  nails ,  and  even  parts  of  his 
face  were  dyed  with  blood." 

"  Show  your  hands ;  turn  up  his  cuflfe,"  voci- 
ferously commanded  the  functionary. 

In  a  moment  he  was  obeyed.  The  display 
was  in  strict  accordance  with  the  policeman's 
evidence.  An  ill  suppressed  murmur  of  execra  - 
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tion  burst  from  all,  as  they  beheld  these  damning 
proofs 9  while  poor  Moolles  actually,  almost 
swooned,  with  dismay. 

"  Has  the  corpse  of  Mons  MouUes  been  yet 
discovered  ?  " 

"  No,  Sir ;  nor  is  it  probable,  since  the  mur- 
derer doubtless  threw  it  into  the  river,  which 
runs  so  rapidly  till  it  has  passed  the  falls  below 
G — ,  that  it  will  take  some  weeks  I  suspect  to 
fish  it  up." 

"Very  true.  Humph! — did  the  prisoner  say 
any  thing  on  being  seized  ?  *' 

'*  He  declared  he  was  Mons  Bloulles  himself. 
But  fortunately  there  were  several  present ,  who 
knew  the  person  of  the  victim  well ,  and  so  he 
failed  in  deceiving  us." 

The  Count  turned  up  his  eyes,  exclaiming : 
''  MoMlrous  "  while  each  bystander  added  his 
own  individual  observation.  The  Gommissaire 
now  told  the  policeman  he  might  retire ,  and 
demanded ,  in  a  severe  tone  ,  **  if  the  prisoner 
had  any  thing  to  say  in  his  defence  ?  "  Upon  this 
Moulles  began. 
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"  Yes ,  your  worship,  I  h^ve  every  thing  to 
say.  In  me  behold  that  unhappy  wretch,  Victor 
Caesar  MouUes !  *' 

Here  the  crowd  began  to  cry  out "  shame — 
shame!  dont  listen, Commissaire  !''And  attempt- 
ed to  stop  him  ;  but  that  dignitary,  having 
waved  his  hand  for  order  pompously  pronoun- 
ced: ''Silence.  I  command!  every  person  has  a 
right  to  be  heard ,  and  though  I  almost  feel 
scandalized  at  thus  hearing  a  savage  murderer 
attempt  to  screen  himself  under  the  pretended 
mask  of  madness.  Yet  hear  him,  /  will.  So, 
my  friends,  dont  interrupt  him,  or  think  he 
can  deceive  me.  No,  no ,  Humph  !  He  cannot 
deceive  me !  '*  And  he  looked  mighty  wise. 
Then  turning  to  the  prisoner,  he  bid  him  go  on. 

Upon  this  poor  Victor  related  the  whole  story 
of  the  cat,  and  touched  lightly  upon  the  hair 
dying  operations  as  his  vanity  was  still  too  great 
to  tell  the  whole  truth  ;  then  he  related  the  cir- 
<*.umstances  of  his  nose  bleeding — his  sudden 
alteration  during  the  night,  etc.,  etc. 

During  this  rambling  account  the  Noble ,  the 
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Magistrate  and  the  people  seemed  alike  impa- 
tient and  incredulous.  A  smile  of  disbelief 
curled  their  lips;  while  every  now  and 
then,  an  exclamation  of  doubt  or  anger 
at  this  seeming  mockery  made  poor  Victor 
aware  how  little  impression  his  defence  had 
made. 

As  he  concluded,  the  Ciommissaire  seemed 
bursting  with  a  happy  thought.  At  length, 
MouUes  ceased;  and  he  at  once  exclaimed : 

*^  ni  soon  end  all  this.  Do  me  the  favor , 
Mons  de  Sansou  to  step  into  the  witness 
place  and  be  sworn. "  This  was  done.  "  Now, 
Mons  le  Gomte ,  on  your  oath  is  that  Mons  de 
MouUes?  "  pointing  to  Victor. 

"  Certainly  not!  "  unhesitatingly  answered 
the  Noble. 

''  Is  he  at  ail  like  him?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least.  " 

'' I  thank  you,  Monseigneur;  that  will  do.  " 

At  this  moment  a  person  came  in  and  whispe- 
red to  the  Magistrate ,  who  was  heard  to  utter , 
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"  Good  ,  very  fortunate,  shew  him  in;  "  and  in 
the  next  instant  the  valet  of  the  unhappy  priso- 
ner entered. 

*'  Step  into  the  witness  box.  "  The  seemingly 
puzzled  valet  instantly  did  so.  **  State  your 
name  and  quality.  " 

"  My  name  is  Martin  Poudre.  My  quality 
servant  to  Mons  MouUes,  of  the  Chateau  de 
MouUes,  near  Dunkerque,  who  arrived  here 
last  night. " 

"  Have  you  seen  your  master  yet?  " 
"No;  —  ere  I  could  jump  out  of   the 
diligence  y   I   was    ordered   to    come    direct 
here.  " 

**  Do  you  know  the  culprit  standing  before 
you?" 

"No!" 

"  Did  you  ever  see  him  before?  " 

"Never!"  > 

"  Does  he  at  all  resemble  your  master?  " 

"  Not  in  the  slightest  degree  :  my  master  is 
double  his  age." 

"  The  devil  take  my  youth !  "  thought  Victor 
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as  the  Commissaire  glanced  triqmpfaautly 
towards  him.  He  could  no  longer  resist  the 
impulse  and  he  uttered  :  "You  surely  know  me^ 
Martin?" 

"  Not  I,  thank  God  —  Mons  Je  Gommissaire, 
I  call  Heaven  to  witness,  1  never  saw  this  man 
before.  " 

"It  is  fortunate  for  you.  For  that  man,  I 
firmly  believe,  murdered  your  master  last 
night." 

The  poor  valet  actually  fell  back  senseless. 
The  sudden  news,  the  sudden  shock  had  pro- 
ved too  much  for  him  and  he  was  borne  out  of 
the  court,  as  Victor  looked  on  in  horrible  and 
paralyzing  anxiety,  more  doubtful  than  ever 
whether  he  was  really  himself?  or  whether  all 
human  nature  had  conspired  against  him? 

The  Gommissaire  spoke  —  "  Remove  the 
prisoner;  make  out  the  "  Proems  Verbal "  as 
quick  as  you  can ;  and  let  him  be  tried  by  the 
Gour  d'Assises  now  sitting.  Let  him  be  strictly 
guarded ;  let  every  weapon ,  with  which  he 
may  attempt  his  life,  be  carefully  removed  from 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


iU  FELO  DE  SE. 

him.  "  Then,  turning  lo  Houlles  :  "  Unhappy 
wretch!  I  fear  your  hours  in  this  world  are 
already  numbered.  Attempt  not  to  deceive 
yourself  or  others  by  feigning  madness;  it  will 
not  avail;  but  rather  try  by  a  full  (Confession, 
and  a  discovery  of  what  you  have  done 
with  the  corpse;  to  earn  that  pardon  in  the 
world  to  come,  which  can  never  be  yours  in 
this.  For  the  last  time  let  me  seriously  ask 
you ,  what  have  you  done  with  the  body  of  poor 
Mons  MouUes?'' 

Almost  mad — seemingly  bewitched — puzzled 
and  lost  —  poor  Victor  innocently  replied  : 
"  Upon  my  soul  I  can't  tell." 

The  Magistrate  could  endure  this  obstinacy 
(as  he  styled  it)  no  longer;  and  the  poor 
Soap-boiler,  amidst  the  execrations  of  all  around 
was  conveyed  instantly  to  the  wretched  prison 
of  L  —  bewailing  his  unhappy  and  strange  lot ; 
cursing  cats  and  cosmetics ;  blind  witnesses  — 
and  morning  rambles. 
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I  will  pass  over  the  subsequent  trial  of  my 
poor  hero  9  which  followed  immediately  on  his 
commitment.  The  same  evidence ,  I  have  al- 
ready related  was  again  gone  over.  Additional 
circumstances  lent  their  aid  to  strengthen  the 
accusation ,  and  ere  the  Soap-boiler  had  been 
three  days  in  the  hands  of  justice,  he  found 
himself  an  accused,  tried  y  convicted  prisoner ; 
sentenced  to  die  by  the  axe,  for  the  murder  of 
himself!! 

13 
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Place  yourself  for  one  moment  in  his  situa- 
tion y  and  I  think  you  will  allow  his  feelings , 
were  by  no  means  enviable.  Aware  of  his  own 
thorough  innocence,  of  his  own  identity;  feeling 
that  it  was  solely  out  of  love  for  himself  that 
his  friends  were  thus  zealous  to  take  his  exis- 
tence.— About  to  reap  the  reward  of  a  long  life 
of  toil ;  about  to  grasp  the  object  of  his  ambi- 
tion ;  beginning  as  it  were  to  taste  the  sweets  of 
life — to  be  thus  nipped  in  the  bud  ;  oh  !  it  was 
too  bad.  To  hear  in  the  same  breath  his  own 
decease  deplored ,  and  the  sentence  of  death 
pronounced  against  him — oh  !  it  was  too  ter- 
rible ! !  To  hear  himself  blessed  as  a  martyr, 
and  cursed  as  a  murderer-^regretted  as  lost — 
yet  hurried  to  the  scaffold;  oh! it  was  too  true !!! 
and  all  this  from  bad  hair  dye  and  a  furious 
cat! 

At  the  instant  I  speak  of,  behold  poor  Victor 
seated  within  the  condemned  cell ;  the  very 
worst  lodging  place  in  the  whole  prison  of  G— 
and  decidedly  the  last  any  man  would  seek; 
his  valet  and  the  worthy  priest ,  usually  em- 
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ployed  in  shriving  malefactors  standing  on 
either  side  watching  his  countenance;  hoping 
10  catch  some  sign  of  penitence ,  as  they  were 
pleased  to  call  it ,  some  symptom  of  an  inclina- 
tion to  make  full  confession. 

Thus  stood  matters  for  some  time.  At  length 
seeing  the  obdurate  bent  of  the  culprit's  mind  , 
the  valet  broke  silence.  **  Unhappy  wretch  ! " 
( MouUes  started )  "  why  not  tell  me,  at  once  , 
where  you  have  hidden  the  body  of  my  late 
master ;  tell  me  only  this,  and  I  will  myself 
give  twenty  francs  for  masses  for  your  soul !  " 

"  Affectionate,  but  mistaken  creature  !  I  am 
your  master." 

"  Nay,"  rejoined  the  angry  valet , "  I  will  not 
bear  this  conduct  longer.  Think  not  by  apeing 
insanity  now,  to  avert  your  fate.  Die  you  will " 
(Victor  groaned  once.)  "  Die  you  must "  (Vic- 
tor groaned  twice.)  "And  the  only  chance  of  your 
going  to  heaven  is  by  a  full  and  open  confession. 
Is  it  not  so,  holy  Father?"  The  Priest  nod- 
ded. 

"What  am  I  to  say?" 
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'^  In  the  first  place, ''  asked  the  Confessor, 
'*  who  are  you?  " 

"If  I  tell  you,  you  wout  believe  me,"  sighed 
Moulles. 

"First  swear  on  this  cross  to  speak  the 
truth ,  the  rational  truth  and  we  will  ( Victor 
kissed  the  crucifix )  now  your  name  ?  *' 

"  Victor  Caesar  Moulles  ! " 

Both  Priest  and  Valet  seemed  overcome  with 
horror,  at  this  daring  perjury,  committed  as  it 
appeared  on  the  very  brink  of  eternity  :  and 
they  were,  again,  about  to  expostulate,  when 
the  person ,  appointed  to  see  the  last  prepa- 
rations made,  entered  accompanied  by  the 
prison  barber. 

On  entering  the  cell ,  the  executioner ,  for 
such  indeed  was  he,  who  now  sought  the  pri- 
soner ;  fell  on  his  knees  before  the  culprit  and 
bespoke  from  him  in  the  usual  language  his 
pardon ,  stating  that  he  was  but  an  instrument 
of  the  law ,  and  compelled  to  perform  the 
office. 

Moulles  started  with  astonishment.    TheCon- 
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fessor  touched  his  elbow^  ''  Tis  cttstomary  my 
son ;  tis  customary.  All  criminals  are  expected 
by  our  holy  church  to  forgive  the  act  of  him , 
who  is  but  the  practical  instrument  of  the  law. 
Nay  hesitate  not,  my  son ;  forgive  him  ? '' 

"  If  I  do,  I  do  ;  but,  if  I  do,  I'll  be  d— !  " 

'*  Hush  !  Hush  !  these  blasphemies,  unhappy 
man  !  I  see  you  are  not  in  a  fit  state  for  shri- 
ving. On  my  conscience ,  I  could  not  do  it ,  at 
this  time.  Ere  you  die,  however,  I  will  again 
see  you.  "  And  with  these  words  the  Honk  and 
the  valet  withdrew. 

As  the  Friar  left  the  cell,  the  apparent  hu- 
mility of  the  *'  Bourreau  "  seemed  to  vanish. 
With  a  free  and  hardy  air,  he  approached  the 
prisoner,  dragged  ofi*  his  coat,  and  began  (after 
taking  off  his  neckcloth)  to  tie  his  H^nds  behind 
him. 

•*  Do  you  mean  to  murder  me?  "  screamed 
Victor.  "  Do  you  mean  to  destroy  me  thus  in 
$€er^f  Oh!  you  savage  monster!  "  Then  sud- 
denly starting  up  and  falling  at  the  executioners 
feet,  his  mood  seemed  to  change,  as  he  burst 

13. 
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into  tears  :  '*  Oh!  have  pity  oa  me,  have  pity 
on  me.  Til  give  you  all  my  fortune;  bat  spare 
my  life. " 

The  man  thus  appealed  to,  burst  into  a  loud 
laugh  ¥rhich  sounded  blood-thirstily  in  the 
ears  of  the  Soap-boiler  while  his  companion 
coolly  produced  a  razor ,  which  he  began  to 
sharpen  9  and  a  tin  basin  probably  as  it  would 
seem,  to  catch  the  blood.  These  preparations 
were  too  much  for  KouUes,  who  did  not  dare 
look  up ,  but  convulsively  continued  to  grasp 
the  knees  of  him  who  having  ceased  laughing , 
hoarsely  spoke  thus. 

'*  Stand  up,  you  fool !  don't  be  blubbering 
there.  We're  not  going  to  baulk  the  public  of 
their  raree-show  to-morrow.  I'm  only  come 
with  the  bari>er  to  shave  your  head^  you  chicken 
hearted  idiot!  Heaven  only  knows  what  could 
have  tempted  you  to  commit  a  murder.  Your 
grovelling  soul  is  scarcely  above  petty  larceny! " 
And  again  he  laughed  at  his  own  wit. 

''  If  that's  ail,  "  said  Victor,  rising  much  re- 
lieved.   '*  Why  bind  my  haads?  " 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


FELO  DE  SE.  151 

"  To  preveot  your  seizing  the  razor,  and 
cutting  your  throat;  we  are  up  to  your  tricks, 
winking  knowingly,  we  know  you  wan)  to 
forestall  my  oSce.  *' 

*^  If  I  do  rU  be  shot, ''  impetuously  rejoined 
the  Soap4>oiler.  ^*  Indeed ,  •—  indeed  Mister 
Executioner,  Fm  a  murdered  man.  " 

'^  Yes,  —  yes,  you  all  say  that.  I'm  used  to 
hear  these  stories.  Take  care,  Jacques  *'  (ad- 
dressing the  barber,  who  was  during  this  time 
busily  employed  shaving  off  Victor's  dyed  locks) 
''  take  care  and  don't  let  the  suds  fall  on  the 
black  trowsers  or  it  will  spoil  them,  and  re- 
member they  are  my  perquisite*  I  shall  wear 
them  the  day  after  to-morrow  at  the  **  Fdte- 
Dieu.  " 

Poor  MouUes  groaned  in  agony.  To  hear 
his  very  unmentionables  thus  disposed  of,  before 
his  face.  ^'  To  stand  in  a  dead  man's  shoes  "  is 
not  pleasant,  thought  Victor;  but  to  strut  about 
in  a  dead  man's  trowsers  —  Faugh ! !  " 

At  length  the  operation  was  completed.  The 
Bourreau  kindly  assured  the  unhappy  wretch 
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that  he  would  be  excessively  skilful ,  and  that 
if  he  would  only  keep  up  his  spirits  like  a  man, 
he'd  do  the  job  in  a  minute;  and  with  this 
consolatory  assurance  in  company  with  the 
shaver,  the  headsman  withdrew  leaving  our 
hero  to  his,  any  thing  but  plea^g,  reflec- 
tions. 

Even  the  very  kind  promise,  of  ''  being  put 
out  of  pain  in  a  moment  *'  was  any  thing  but 
soothing  to  the  Soap-boiler's  feelings.  Indeed 
I  will  not  swear  that  a  promise  of  long  enduring 
suffering  would  not  have  been  more  welcome , 
more  solacing ,  than  thus  being  immolated  '*  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye. " 

Twice  did  he  grasp  his  throat  instinctively, 
as  the  idea  of  his  coming  excution  occurred. 
Often  did  he  almost  strive  to  believe  the  whole 
a  dream;  but  no;  there  were  the  dungeon 
walls;  there  too  the  fetters;  and  the  shaven 
head;  damning  witnesses  to  the  startling 
fact. 

Poor  Victor  uttered  many  a  fervent  adjura- 
tion and  hoped  for  miracles  to  save  his  life. 
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But  alas!  none  appeared.  An  hour,  and  an 
hour  still  rolled  on.  The  cold  hearted  -clock 
announced  the  fact  with  its  usual  sullen  indiffe- 
rence; although  each  time  it  spoke,  poor 
Moulles  felt  sure  some  sixty  minutes  were 
abducted  from  the  short  span  of  life  allotted  to 
him. 

Was  it  from  the  exertion  of  his  piety?  was 
it  from  fatigued  nature?  In  a  word  was  it 
sleep ,  or  illness ,  that  now  overtook  my 
hero,  and  made  him  fall  insensible  upon  the 
floor? 

My  friends  it  was  epilepsy! !  Yes,  violent  epi- 
lepsy! which  now  shook  the  frame  of  the  solitary 
inmate  of  the  condemned  cell ,  and  held  him 
struggling  in  its  baneful  grasp. 

Nature,  however,  is  her  "  own  sweet  restorer." 
This  illness  did  not  kill  him,  it  did  not  rob  the 
executioner.  In  less  than  an  hour  more 
Moulles  had  fallen  into  a  feverish  sleep ,  uncon- 
scious of  the  dreadful  malady  that  had  visited 
him,  forgetting  the  awful  fate,  that  awaited  him 
at  early  dawn. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


In  a  room  overlooking  the  Grand  Place 
(about  50  yards  square )  of  the  Town  of  G — , 
in  the  principal  chamber  of  the  prison  ,  were 
assembled  those  interested  in  the  approaching 
execution.  The  bell  had  already  begun  tolling 
to  announce  the  soon  to  be  expected  transit  of 
a  human  soul ,  and  sounded  with  melancholy 
note,  a  sort  of  mourning  dirge  over  him  who 
still  was  numbered  amongst  the  living,  and  who 
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would  have  felt  for  more  grateful  to  the  said 
bell  had  it  rung  a  merry  peal  in  honor  of  a 
reprieve,  than  thus  sullenly  dinning  into  the  ear 
of  the  already  much  shocked  prisoner,  the 
certainty  of  his  quickly  coming  fate. 

The  scaffold  which  had  been  erected  during 
the  night ,  was  surrounded  with  wooden  rails  to 
keep  the  crowd  off;  the  space,  thus  left,  was  to 
give  room  to  the  Gendarmerie  and  shut  out  the 
curious;  for  many  there  were  who  would  willingly 
have  touched  the  victim  in  their  morbid  eager- 
ness to  see  the  emotions  of  a  dying  man,  the 
mighty  pleasant  operation  of  the  slicing  block . 

But  to  return  to  the  party  now  assembled  in 
the  goal ,  consisting  of  the  Count  de  Sanson,  the 
Judge,  the  Gommissaire ,  the  Gonfessor  and  the 
Valet  in  close  conclave,  the  two  executioners, 
the  Governor  of  the  prison ,  the  Turnkey,  and 
others  in  attendance  on  them ;  the  subject  of 
their  discussion ,  the  best  mode  by  which  the 
prisoner  might  be  induced  to  confess  his  crime 
and  tell  them  where  to  find  the  body.  This 
tliey  felt  would  be  far  more  satisfactory  than 
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allowing  the  captive  to  go  out  of  the  world 
protesting  his  innocence. 

After  much  argument  it  was  agreed  that  the 
Confessor,  the  Valet  and  the  Turnkey  should 
first  visit  the  unhappy  wretch  and  try  to  soften 
his  obdurate  nature.  So  away  they  went,  de- 
termined to  effect  their  object ,  or  to  receive 
their  repulse,  in  the  least  possible  time ;  as  they 
felt  naturally  anxious  ( being  Frenchman)  not  to 
be  impolite  which  they  felt  it  would  be,  to 
keep  the  amiable  crowd  waiting  unnecessarily 
long,  for  their  desired  exhibition.  Besides, 
the  Executioner  had  not  yet  break&sted  ,  and 
Madame  la  Bourreau  never  sat  down  to  that 
meal  without  him.  The  party  therefore  trotted 
on  in  double  quick ,  while  those  who  remained 
behind,  amused  themselves  in  chatting  over  the 
news,  well  pleased  with  the  late  victories  at 
sea ,  both  in  the  Nile  and  near  Trafalgar  where 
they  had  so  completely  routed  the  cowardly 
English  fleets. 

A  few  minutes  had  scarcely  passed,  when  a 
rushing  along  the  passage  announced  the  sud- 
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den ,  the  tiurried  return  of  the  party.  Another 
instant ,  and  the  door  was  thrown  open ,  admit-* 
ting  one  of  the  most  agitated  groups  ever  be- 
held. The  Friar  whether  from  habit  or  real 
piety  I  know  not,  immediately  threw  himself 
upon  his  Jknees,  and  began  devoutly  crossing 
himself ;  ejaculating  with  great  earnestness  the 
prayer  beginning  ,  "  Oh  Lord  !  who  alone 
worketh  great  miracles  !"  and  a  thousand  other 
fbrmulsD  of  the  church,  with  a  vehemence 
beyond  depicting.  The  Valet  began  jabbering 
unintelligible  explanations,  and  the  Turn- 
key stood  with  his  mouth  open,  very  much 
in  the  manner  of  a  second  '^  Priam  in  the  dead 
of  night." 

At  length  the  servant  was  reduced  to  the 
painful  necessity  of  speaking  plain.  All  ears 
were  opened  while  he  thus  narrated  ;  "  You 
must  know.  Messieurs ,  that  as  soon  as  the  door 
of  the  cell  was  opened  I  stepped  in ,  intending 
at  once  to  address  the  inmate.  In  front  of  me 
stood  a  figure — but  oh  !  Sirs,  how  can  I  tell  it  ? 
I  am  sure  you  wont  believe  me.     There  stood  ; 

14 
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not  the  prisoaer,  but  as  I  live  my  McLSler  !  my 
own  true  and  living  master,  just  as  I  had  seen 
him  when  he  left  me  last,  save  and  except  that 
he  had  shaved  his  head.  I  started  back.  He 
called  to  me.  I  felt  it  was  an  apparition  ,  some 
horrid  deception  of  the  evil  one ,  and  so  I  flew 
as  fast  as  my  legs  would  carry  me  and  here  I 
am."  —  And  the  poor  man  dropped  into  a 
chair. 

"  Oh  !  "  groaned  the  priest,  **  Oh!  it  was 
a  miracle,  a  blessed  miracle  !  oh !  it  was  a — 
but  let  me  pray,  "  and  again  he  began  to  mutter 
over  his  pater-noster  and  his  other  prayers. 

The  Turnkey  seemed  to  differ  from  the  Holy 
father.  He  only  uttered  in  a  sighing  tone,  "  It 
was  the  devil.  " 

Meed  I  tell  you  what  a  commotion  this 
sudden  communication  caused?  Need  I  tell 
you  how  conflicting  were  the  opinions  , 
the  advice  offered?  How  many  were  called 
upon  "  to  go  and  see ,  "  and  how  one  and  all 
reused  the  office?  There  were  some  pre- 
sent who  would  face  a  regiment  of  men,  but 
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not  (me  individual  who  would  iace  the  devil. 

In  the  midst  of  these  arguments,  the  door 
was  quietly  opened  and  in  walked  Victor  Caesar 
Monlles!!!  In  an  instant  more,  a  dozen  persons 
had  fled  from  their  seats,  affrighted  and  hor- 
rified, joining  in  the  prayers  of  the  Friar,  who 
with  closed  eyes  was  busily  and  lustily  singing 
out,  "  in  nomine  Dei  Exorciso  ",  etc.,  etc. 

Perhaps  of  all  the  party  none  were  more 
astonished  than  my  hero  himself.  He  was 
totally  unconscious  of  the  real  fact,  namely, 
diat  (by  the  same  convulsive  contortions  which 
had  disturbed  them) ,  the  fit  of  that  night  had 
again  brought  badk  his  features  to  their 
pristine  form.  He  was  totally  ignorant  eS  this 
change;  which  with  the  loss  of  his  unnatural 
black  locks,  once  more  restored  him  to  his  ori- 
ginal lodis.  He,  therefore,  could  not  understand 
the  scene  before  him,  nor  the  horror  with  which 
the  Confessor  and  his  companions  had  fled, 
leaving  the  door  of  the  cell  open  behind  them. 
To  seek  for  the  explanation ,  Victor  had  quietly 
walked  out  and  at  a  distance  followed  them. 
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guided  to  their  preseoce  by  the  noise  their 
strange  narrative  had  called  forth* 

^'Oh!  Mons  de  Sanson,  Mchis  de  Sanson, 
have  mercy  on  me!  Oh!  Mons  le  Gommissaire, 
turn  not  away  from  me!  Indeed,  indeed,  Tm 
Victor  MouUes,  and  no  assassin.  Upon  my  soul, 
I  speak  the  truth;  *'  and  Gsesar  began  to 
blubber. 

By  this  time  the  Count  had  looked  up ;  the 
Commissaire  perceiving  that  the  person  who 
addressed  him,  was  bon&  MA  made  of  flesh  and 
blood,  arose ;  and  though  sorely  puzzled,  began 
to  stammer  out  an  answer ,  but  so  confused ,  so 
strange  did  his  speech  appear  to^  Monlles, 
that  he  was  totally  unable  to  comprehend 
it. 

The  party  now  convinced  that  they  spoke  to 
an  earthly  being,  began  to  question  the  poor 
Soap-boiler,  with  respect  to  the  extraordinary 
way  in  which  he  had  gained  ingress  to  the  con- 
demned cell,  and  the  still  more  extraordinary 
exchange  he  had  made  with  a  convicted  felon, 
besides   several    others   respecting,  his  most 
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strange  resuscitation  after  being  foully  mur- 
dered. 

Now  what  the  exact  answers  to  these  gentle 
qumes  were ,  I  never  yet  could  learn ;  but  of 
thisFin  sure;  the  crowd  went  away  that  morn- 
ing much  dissatisfied  y  in  consequence  of  a 
reprieve,  said  to  have  been  received;  and  the 
total  silence  ever  afterwards  observed  respecting 
the  prisoner,  who  it  appears  had  most  unac- 
countably vanished,  while  their  indignation 
was  not  inferior  to  their  surprise  when  they 
heai*d,  some  three  weeks  afterwards,  of  the 
marriage  of  Victor  Gsesar  Moulles  ( a  gentleman 
whom  the  papers  delicately  hinted  had  been 
supposed  by  a  strange  mistake ,  to  have  been 
assassinated  at  L — )  with  Mademoiselle  Gordelie 
de  Sansou ,  Countess  in  her  own  right. 

The  Confessor,  when  afterwards  pressed  on 
the  subject ,  used  to  mumble  something  about 
miracles,  vvrought  for  high  purposes,  and  is  sup- 
posed to  have  written  to  his  Holiness  the  Pope 
on  the  subject,  as  a  few  years  afterwards  a  new 
Saint  appeared  in  the  Calendar,  a  Saint  Moulles! 

14. 
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so  called,  as  some  imagine,  after  a  worthy  Soap- 
boiler of  that  name  who  died  near  Dunkirk  in 
the  year  1808,  and  was  canonized  after  death  in 
consequence  of  some  miraculous  passages  in  his 
life,  most  delightful  to  hear  of ,  most  edifying  to 
read  ! 
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BtdtB-BadcB. 


This  place ,  wkieli  1  k«t«  tuited  hj  adnee  of  mj  OMdical  aUaadanU, 
is  ccrlainlj  one  of  the  moet  deligklfnl  Mmmer  reeideaces  in  Eorope.  Tbe 
gaiotj  of  tlie  aMemblcd  pereone  ,  ihe  consUnt  roand  of  pleeeure  enjoj^d 
b/  tho  Triton,  almoet  foinpt  tbe  invalid  to  forget  llie  pnrpoee  fi>r 
wUch  be  baa  iongbt  tbis  loTel j  apot. 
,  Tbo  emaU  circle  ,  bere,  bate  bad  aaaple  ibod  lor  tbeir  londl/espreaacd 

I  wonder ,  in  a  verj  extraordinary  diicoverj,  Kibicb  baa  jost  taken  place  } 

brongbt  aboat  bj  a  no  Icaa  icienee  tban  tbat  of  Pbrenology  ;  a  science 
wbicb  dail/  gains  proseljtes  in  Germanj.  I  i^aTe  noted  d«nn  tbe  facts 
eiactl J  as  tbej  oecvrred . 
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I  never  recollect  a  warmer  enthusiast  than 
Professor  Leyden.  When  he  spoke,  he  seemed 
to  forget  all  other  worldly  circumstances,  all 
other  subjects ,  save  the  one  engrossing  topic 
on  which  he  was  engaged.  His  eye ,  widely 
dilated  ,  saw  no  object  save  the  bright  imagery 
created  by  his  fertile  brain.  His  voice  was  im- 
passioned. His  every  pulse  beat  high.  The 
Professor,  at  the  time  I  speak  of,  was  just  two 
and  thirty,  and  ranked  himself  as  the  very  leader 
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of  Gall  and  Spurzheim's  energetic  disciples. 
On  the  subject  of  Phrenology  he  was  discour- 
sing when  I  entered  the  dining  room  of  the 
Baron  Hartmann. 

It  was  a  fine  summer  evening.  Strawberries 
and  other  fruits  decorated  the  board.  The 
well-iced  Johannisberg,  the  cellar-cooled  Lafitte, 
stood  temptingly  on  a  table ,  around  which 
about  a  dozen  young  men  with  the  worthy  Baron 
and  the  Professor  sat. 

It  appeared  that,  in  the  height  of  his  enthu- 
siasm, Leyden,  had  to  please  the  company,  exa- 
mined their  heads ;  and  with  many  wise  looks 
pressed  the  bumps,  which  he  declared  to  be 
the  unerring  indications  of  the  human  diaracter 
and  passions.  Some  unfortunate  wight  in  com- 
pany, however,  had  evidently  shodced  the 
examiner  by  a  demonstration  of  wicked  propen- 
sities ,  for  he  strenuously  refused  on  this  occa- 
sion to  pronounce  upon  the  several  organs, 
declaring  **  he  might  give  offence/'  he  ''  might 
be  wrong;  "  indeed  it  might  appear  invidious ;" 
in  short ,  after  making  several  simtbr  excuses  , 
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the  Ihrofessor  sat  down  in  meditative  silence ; 
nor  could  he  again  be  brought  to  speak,  save 
and  except  upon  the  general  merits  of  the 
system ;  a  subject  on  which  he  never  failed  to 


It  is  a  oirious  feet  that  I  never  in  my  life 
heard  the  subject  of  Phrenology  broached 
without  a  laugh  being  raised  at  its  expence, 
which  very  naturally  annoys  the  supporters  of 
this  theory,  and  brings  on  the  wannest  argu- 
ments. It  was  a  discussion  of  this  kind  that 
probably  had  raised  the  fire ,  which  flushed  the 
cheek  of  Leyden  on  the  evening  of  which  I 


The  conversation  had  now  taken  a  new 
channel.  A  dreadful  murder  had  been  com- 
mitted in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Black  Fo* 
rest.  A  young  girl  had  eloped  from  her  pa« 
rents  some  weeks  before.  The  companion  of 
her  flight  was  supposed  to  be  a  young  man  who 
had  been  staymg  in  the  neighbourhood,  he 
had  disappeared  about  the  same  time.  She 
had  just  been  found  savagely  murdered ,  while 
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the  supposed  partnerof  her  guilt  had  re-appear- 
ed and  declared  that  he  had  with  difficulty 
escaped  from  the  hands  of  Banditd,  who  had  , 
without  any  apparent  motive  ,  seized  and  im- 
prisoned him.  To  prove  this  he  showed  several 
severe  wounds  which  he  had  received  in  the  sue* 
eessful  struggle  he  had  had,  with  two  of  the  gang 
in  his  endeavour  to  liberate  himself.  This  story, 
however  y  appeared  so  improbable  ,  that  no 
belief  was  attached  to  it,  and  the  young  man 
was  hurried  lo  prison ,  there  to  abide  his 
trial. 

This  story  had  been  repeated  with  painful 
minuteness  by  Carl  Hoffenon,  a  handsome  young 
man ,  who  had  lately  arrived  at  Baden  ;  whose 
mild  and  gentlemanly  manners  had  already  won 
for  him  the  golden  opinion  of  all  the  society 
assembled  there.  No  one  was  more  pleased 
with  him  than  the  old  Baron.  Ijt  was  even 
believed  that  he  ranked  so  high  in  the  good 
old  man's  opinion,  that  it  was  rumoured  he  had 
proposed  and  was  actually  accepted  by  Clara 
Uartmann  with  the  full  sanction  of  her  father. 
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As  a  narrator  few  could  excel  him.  His 
vivid  descriptions  lent  life  to  his  stories,  and 
when  he  chose  ( as  on  the  present  occasion )  he 
could  harrow  up  the  nerves  of  even  the  most 
apathetic ,  by  depicting  horrors  in  their  most 
glaring ,  most  appalling  colours. 

One  burst  of  indignation,  as  he  concluded  , 
bespoke  how  truly  he  had  interested  his  audi- 
tory. A  thousand  execrations  were  heaped 
upon  the  head  of  the  unhappy  youth ,  who 
appeared  plainly,  incontrovertibly,  from  the 
details  given  by  Carl  to  be  the  perpetrator  of 
the  bloody  deed. 

"I'll  go  to  see  his  execution  myself.  I  could 
enjoy  the  death  tortures  of  such  a  wreth ,"  indig- 
nantly exclaimed  the  Prince  of  Olsebacb,  a 
young  Russian,  as  he  took  a  pinch  of  snuff  and 
handed  to  his  next  neighbour  his  splendid  box , 
which  dazzled  the  eye  by  the  richness  of  the 
diamonds  encircling  it.  "  If  such  a  wretch 
existed  on  my  estates  Fd  have  him  racked.  " 

"  And  well  would  he  deserve  it;  a  cold 
hearted,  cruel  assassin,''  chimed  in  another. 
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*'  May  be  be  pimished  in  the  world  to  come! " 
fervently  ejaculated  Carl. 

''  Nay,  nay,  "  said  the  old  Baron,  ''  that  is 
saying  too  much.  It  is  true  the  man  deserves 
an  earthly  punishment;  but  you  are  allowing 
your  anger  against  vice,  my  dear  boy,  to  cairy 
you  too  far.  "  And  the  old  Noble  good  natu- 
redly  patted  Carl  on  the  arm. 

Thus  various  subjects  were  discussed  and 
argued ;  but  during  the  whole  evening  Leyden 
spoke  not.  At  last  the  hour  for  breaking  up 
arrived ;  and  according  to  etiquette  the  Prince 
moved  first.  Ere  he  did  so,  he  requested  the 
return  of  his  snuffbox.  The  person,  to  whom 
he  had  handed  it,  declared  that  he  bad  passed 
it  to  the  next,  who  in  his  turn  denied  all 
knowledge  of  it,  as  did  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany. 

Every  one  had  seen  it,  every  one  had 
handled  it,  but  none  could  now  produce  it. 
The  room  was  searched,  the  servants  had  not 
even  entered  the  apartment,  the  door  had 
never  been  unclosed,  none  had  stirred  from  the 
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table.  The  affair  began  to  wear  a  serious 
aspect.  The  old  Baron  felt  his  honor  was 
woimded ;  but  still  hoped  it  might  prove  to  be 
an  ill  timed  pleasantry.  Under  this  impression , 
he  rose. 

**  Gaatlemen,  some  person  amongst  yon  has 
doubtless  concealed  the  box,  intending  thereby 
to  giye  onr  illustrious  friend  a  fright,  and  in 
good  faith  he  deserves  it  for  thus  carelessly 
forgetting  to  look  after  a  trinket  said  to  be 
worth  50,000  florins ;  but  as  he  seems  really 
uneasy  about  it,  I  must  beg  the  person ,  who 
has  taken  it,  instantly  to  return  it  and  confess 
the  joke.  "  And  the  Noble  affected  to  laugh. 
None,  however,  responded,  and  Hartmann  saw 
with  increased  uneasiness,  that  he  must  now 
take  up  the  matter  more  determinately. 

^  My  friends,  you  cannot  feel  offended  when 
I  offer  myself  as  the  first  person  to  undergo 
the  ordeal,  an  ordeal  I  almost  blush  to  say  we 
must  all  submit  to.  We  must  be  searched! 
None  bat  the  guilty  can  feel  annoyed  at  this 
proposal ! " 
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Professor  Leyden  started  up,  "  By  Heavens! 
rd  sooner  die!  " 

Another  was  of  the  same  opinion  and  objected 
to  undergoing  such  an  operation ,  which  at  the 
very  least  implied  a  doubt. 

Poor  Hartmann  looked  like  a  ghost.  He  glan- 
ced appealingly  towards  Leyden  who  now  rose. 
"  Let  the  door  be  locked,  "  said  he  in  a  grave 
voice, "  let  it  be  well  secured.  "  This  was  done. 
"  Now,  gentlemen,  you  must  either  acknowledge 
the  correctness  of  the  measure  I  adopt,  or  I;  the 
disciple  of  a  juggling  science;  perish !  ''  And  he 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  small  pistol.  "  Nay 
start  not,  my  friends!  against  myself  alone  I 
mean  to  use  this  weapon,  and  that  only  in  case 
I  vnrongfuUy  accuse  an  individual  now  present. 
You  may  remember  before  dinner  that  I  phre- 
nologically  examined  you  all.  There  was  little 
to  say  about  you  generally;  but  there  was 
one  amongst  you  in  whom  I  could  not  be 
mistaken;  one  whom  I  wished  not  to  have 
named,  whose  presence  ever  since  has  made  me 
shudder.      I    see    the  gentleman    to  whom 
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I  allude,  already  tarn  pale.  Nay,  attempt  not 
to  smile.  I  am  either  a  villain  for  allowing  a 
false  theory  to  mislead  me ,  or  yon  Carl  Hoffe- 
non  are  both  a  robber  and  a  murderer  ! ! " 

A  thunderbolt  would  have  caused  less  con- 
sternation. The  Baron  started  up  in  rage  and 
agony.  The  Prince  believed  the  Professor  had 
suddenly  gone  mad  ;  while  the  others  lool^ed 
with  searching  glances  alternately  at  Leyden 
and  Carl.  The  former  had  coolly  resumed  his 
chair.  The  latter  sat  pale ,  immoveable ;  what 
could  it  mean  ? 

CHdHartmannwas  about  to  speak  in  no  gentle 
terms  to  the  man ,  who  thus  had  insulted  his 
future  son-4n«Iaw,  when  waving  his  hand  Leyden 
quietly  added  '*  Search  him." 

The  Baron ,  in  his  eagerness  to  defend  his 
proteg^y  at  once  flew  to  do  so.  Immediately 
the  snuff  box  fell  on  the  table.  The  worthy 
old  man  sank  overcome  in  a  chair.  In  the 
inreast  pocket  of  Carl's  blouse  he  had  found  the 
box ,  which  the  other  had  unresistingly  allowed 
him  to  draw  forth. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


174  THE    PHRENOLOGIST. 

For  a  few  moments,  there  was  a  dreadful 
deathlike  pause.  The  party  seemed  petrified, 
while  the  trembling  Carl  seemed  to  struggle 
with  his  feelings.  At  length  ,  as  if  isuddenly 
awaking,  he  started  up  and  incc^rently 
pronounced. 

"  The  hand  of  God  is  on  me  !  I  would ,  but 
cagmot,  fly  his  judgement.  Professor  Leyden 
speaks  the  truth.  I  am  a  robber  and  a  mur- 
derer !  Under  the  name  of  Gratz,  I  wooed  and 
won  the  peasant  maid  of  whom  we  spoke  just 
now.  In  madness  I  espoused  her.  Tired, 
however,  in  a  few  short  days ,  of  being  tied  for 
life  to  one  uneducated  and  low  bom ;  hearing 
that  Clara  Uartmann  possessed  unbounded 
wealth ,  and  knowing  that  my  rustic  wife  alone 
presented  an  obstacle  to  my  wedding  this  fair 
heiress;  I  slew  her  !  Aye,  cruelly  slew  her,  and 
caused  her  lover  to  be  seized ,  to  turn  the  finger 
of  suspicion  towards  him.  Had  he  not  fled ; 
to-morrpw  he  would  have  been  stabbed.  As 
for  robbery,  I  can  only  say  I  long  have  headed 
a  bold  band ,  whom  even  now  I'll  not  betray  , 
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although  they  It  laugh  at  me  with  scorn,  when 
they  first  hear  how  foolishly  I  fell  into  the 
hellish  net  that  Satan  laid  for  me ,  and  call  me 
fool  for  not  having  the  power  to  resist  tempta- 
tion. That  cursed  box  was  far  too  brilliant. 
Some  spell  lurked  in  it ,  which  drew  me  with  a 
force  I  could  not  stand  against,  and  made  me 
rush  at  once  upon  my  ruin ;  but  why  thus  mora- 
lize; let  monks  go  pray;  it  is  too  late  for  me; 
let  common  felons  suffer  on  the  block  ,  it  is  too 
mean  a  death  for  me.  Thus  I  laugh  at  fate , 
Fm  never  unprepared  ;  "  and  ere  a  single  arm 
could  move  to  prevent  him ,  he  had  swallowed 
the  contents  of  a  small  phial — ^which  afterwards 
proved  to  have  been  filled  with  prussic  acid. 


There  is  little  to  add  to  his  anecdote.  The 
unhappy  vnretch  who  confessed  himself  to  be 
the  same  who  under  the  assumed  name  of 
"  Sand  "  had  filled  the  country  with  terror, 
died  in  tortures  too  terrible  to  describe.     The 
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accused  (but  innocent)  youth  was  liberated 
from  goal ,  and  in  three  months,  Clara  Hart- 
mann  became  the  bride  of  the  Professor  whose 
love  of  Phrenology  had  thus  led  to  the  disco 
very  of  guilt ,  the  manifestation  of  innocence , 
and  the  acquisition  of  the  prettiest  girl  in 
all  Germany. 
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GencTa. 


TIae  following  '*  Will-ca»e  "  came  before  me  ,  while  I  presided  at  the 
first  French  Cour  d'assises  h«ld  in  Geneva.  As  I  consider  it  a  curious 
instance  of  ingratitude  ,  I  think  it  worth  noting  ;  though  indeed  this 
continual  change  of  quarters  is  anj  thing  but  pleasant,  and  leaves  me 
bat  little  time  to  make  sketches  of  tho-ie  proceedings,  which  often  inte- 
rest me.  I  shall,  being  thus  hurried,  give  but  a  short  estract  from  the 
present  case  -,  in  form  ,  however,  of  a  tale  ;  which  should  thejr  leave  me 
lime,  on  mj  arrival  in  Belgium,  I  will  trj^nd  re-indite  at  greater  length. 
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CHAPTER  1. 


In  one  of  the  handsomest  '^appartements  de 
Gar^n  /'  in  the  Rue  Richelieu  ,  sat  a  party  of 
six  bons  vivants :  the  eMer  of  the  group  had 
scarcely  seen  some  five  and  tif^enty  summers ; 
yet  well  they  all  appeared  initiated  in  the  ways 
of  life ;  while  some  of  them ,  who  thus  sat 
round  the  table,  almost  seemed  to  taste  a  pre- 
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mature  old  age.     Their  host,  young  Jules  de 
Fleurville,  though  scarcely  twenty  three,  show- 
ed furrows  sown  already  by  the  hand  of  care , 
while  his  pallid  hue  bespoke  an  intimacy  with 
deep  debauch,  and  hours  of  midnight  revel. 
His  usual  look  of  apathy,  this  evening  had 
been  cast  aside ;  his  eye  was  lit  with  an  unholy 
fire;  he  drank,  he  laughed,  he  talked,  and 
seemed  the  very  soul  of  gaiety.     The  joyous 
Roue  smiled  with  true  delight,  as  raising  high 
a  goblet  of  Champagne  ,  he  triumphantly  pro- 
posed ,  "  a  happy  journey  to  sweet  Madame  de 
Fleurville."     All  loudly  repeated  this  his  toast  : 
each  bumper  was  quaffed,  and  any  stranger 
had  supposed  the  sentiment,  thus  uttered,  was 
one  of  warm  affection.     Not  so — six  hours  pre- 
vious to  the  dinner  that  I  speak  of,  Jules  had 
received  the  news  of  his  wife's  death ,  and  he 
had  summoned  the  present  party  to  celebrate  an 
event ,  which  thus  had  freed  him  from  an  ugly 
old  spouse,  by  whose  death  he  not  only  antici- 
pated entire  freedom ,  but  a  considerable  for- 
tune. —  Banished    from    his  paternal   roof, 
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discarded  by  every  member  of  his  family, 
shunned  by  those  who  were  acquainted  with 
his  many  faults  ,  he  had  indeed  found  it  con- 
venient to  marry  an  old  Lady,  who,  like  many 
more  foolish  matrons  that  I  know,  felt  at  the 
age  of  sixty  five  the  most  lively  desire  to  possess 
a  young  and  handsome  husband. — ^In  a  word  , 
she  wished  to  purchase  a  youthful  helpmate 
and  protector;  while  he,  the  hero  of  my  tale, 
willingly  sold  himself  to  avoid  the  horrors  of  a 
prison.  As  is  always  the  case,  he  was  careless 
of  her  feelings ;  she  was  stingy  with  her  purse. 
He  was  ashamed  of  her;  she  strove  by  reproadi- 
es  to  win  him  back;  she  was  jealous ,  he  was 
inconstant.  In  fact  they  were ,  as  all  such  ill 
assorted  couples  are,  deservedly  wretched. 

An  actual ,  though  strictly  polite  separation  , 
had  taken  place.  The  small  pittance  she  al- 
lowed him ,  was  not  indeed  sufficient  to  supply 
his  wants ;  but  still  he  affected  to  be  content ; 
fearful  she  might  ( as  she  had  reserved,  sole 
power  over  the  disposition  of  her  money  )  ulti- 
mately   withhold  it  altogether;  and    in    the 

ic 
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mean  while  got  large  credits,  on  the  strength  of 
his  surviving  expectancy.  How  welcome,  then, 
had  been  that  letter  which  told  him  of  her 
demise ;  the  removal  of  that  barrier,  which  for 
the  last  two  years  had  shut  him  out  from  free 
and  unrestrained  enjoyment ! 

Need  I  say,  on  the  present  occasion ,  that  the 
venerable  defunct  was  the  principal  topic  of 
conversation ;  need  I  teli  to  a  discerning  reader 
(for  such  Tm  aware  you  are)  how  grossly  her 
memory  was  insulted  ?  How  thoroughly  she 
was  held  up  to  ridicule ,  by  those ,  who  hoped 
by  thus  decrying  her,  to  please  their  joyous 
host,  her  anything  but  mourning,  widower. 
At  length  a  pause ;  and  Jules  in  answer  to  a 
question  put,  replied  with  gaiety  of  tone, 
''  You  ask  me  how  the  fair  bride  looked  ,  when 
morning  first  discovered  her  a  married  woman. 
I  faith,  ru  tell  you,  tis  a  famous  joke." — And  all 
were  hushed  to  silence  to  hear  the  story  which 
ran  thus : 

*^  You  must  know  that,  on  our  wedding 
night ,  we  slept  at  Fontainebleau.     Fagged  with 
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the  idle  ceremonies ,  —  the  breakfast,  —  dan- 
cing, and  the  journey  down,  — I  must  confess 
I  fell  asleep,  nor  waked  till  some  few  hours 
after  Sol  had  shewn  his  rays.  For  the  first 
moment,  I  scarce  remembered  that  I  now  was 
thoroughly  a  Benedict.  Recalled,  at  last, 
to  recollection,  I  turned  round  to  behold  my 
sweet  companion  of  the  nuptial  bed.  Guess  ^ 
gentlemen,  my  horror,  my  surprise,  when  I 
beheld  beside  me  one ,  whose  jet  black  colour 
told  me,  I  had  shared  the  couch  of  some  dark 
Negress!  Chimney  sweep!  or  devil!  I  started 
up ;  my  wife  did  the  same  (for  it  was  indeed 
she)  and  seemed,  by  her  enquiring  glance,  to 
ask  the  object  of  my  terror?  I  pointed  to  her  face; 
imagine  my  astonishment,  when  smiling  she 
coquetishly  replied,  "  The  colour  of  my  cheeks 
perhaps  startle  you.  Tis  always  thus.  I  flush 
when  first  I  wake,  nor  can  you  blame  my  blushes 
on  such  an  occasion  as  the  present?"  and  she 
affected,  coyly,  to  cover  with  her  hands  her 
dusky  countenance.  Was  I  then  wedded  to  the 
devil?  I  really  began  to  think  so,  and  was  about 
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to  turn  away  with  horror,  when  she  pressed 
her  face  to  mine!  —  I  could  bear  no  more  —  I 
started  from  the  bed ,  and  seizing  a  large  mir- 
ror presented  it  to  her.  She  had  no  sooner 
looked  in  it,  and  seen  herself,  than  with  a 
frightful  scream  she  let  it  drop,  while  the 
crash  that  it  made ,  her  loud  outcry,  and  my 
warm  expostulations,  my  violent  demands  for 
an  explanation,  drew  to  the  door  a  crowd  of 
half  dressed  travellers  and  curious  waiters.  By 
threats,  at  once,  I  came  to  the  solution.  It 
seems  some  half  an  hour  before  the  dawn  of 
day,  my  wakeful  bride  had  stolen  from  her  bed 
and  seriously  desiring  to  enchant  me  with  her 
roseate  tint,  had  rubbed  upon  her  parchment 
face  what  she  considered  to  be  rouge!  Unluckily 
for  her ,  my  valet  had  removed  the  box  in  which 
she  knew  the  preparation  was  to  be  found,  and 
in  its  place,  by  accident,  had  put  my  English 
charcoal  toothpowder.  With  this  she  had  well 
daubed  her  cheeks ;  and  thus,  my  friends,  she 
nearly  frightened  me  to  death,  the  very  first 
morning  after  our  marriage.    To  make  matters 
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square,  however,  and  to  hush  up  the  business, 
the  old  lady  shelled  out  ( with  some  reluctance , 
I  must  own)  two  thousand  francs,  and  so  the 
matter  ended.  "  —  The  whole  party  were  con- 
vulsed with  laughter  at  the  Roup's  story ,  and 
again  they  resumed  their  deep  potations. 

Story  followed  story ,  good  fellowship 
reigned;  the  better  to  encourage  drinking, 
songs  then  ensued.  A  love-sick  looking  youth, 
of  scarcely  nineteen  years,  whose  hand  how- 
ever shook  already  with  the  force  of  wine  ,  en- 
chanted all  the  veterans  of  debauch  by  trolling 
forth  the  following  stanzas;  while  his  comrades 
loudly  joined  in  chorus. 

Let  Stoics  swear,  V\\  not  believe 

That  truth  can  ever  dwell , 
As  (hey  assert— who  would  deceive , 

Within  a  distant  well. 
No ,  bo;  tis  in  Ihe  goblet  pure  , 

She  holds  her  sacred  shrine. 
For  falsehood  never  could  endure , 

The  taste  of  generous  wine. 

See  foaming  bright ,  she  sparkles  now 
She  lifts  your  spirits  high , 
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She  wrealbes  your  lips,  she  smooths  your  brow , 

And  lights  your  joyous  eye. 
Then  fill  the  cup !  Kerens  mirth  and  love  i 

With  grape  their  garlands  twine ; 
For  both  descended  from  above , 

Now  flow  in  genVous  wine. 

At  the  conclusion,  many  a  hearty  cheer  be- 
spoke how  truly  they  admired  it;  they  drank 
his  health  in  noisy  mirth  ^  and  for  a  few  minutes 
the  poor  boy,  thus  hurrying  to  an  early  grave , 
believed  himself  the  hero  of  the  party.  As  is 
usual  on  such  occasions,  wine  proved  its  power- 
ful effects,  by  opening  at  once  the  hearts 
and  mouths  of  those ,  who  thus  with  joy  sacri- 
ficed both  taste  and  propriety ,  at  the  Altar  of 
Bacchus.  Ribald  jests,  and  songs  (unheard 
except  in  such  an  hour)  boastings ,  and  oaths  of 
confirmation,  false  as  strong,  succeeded;  and 
the  glassy  eye,  the  faltering  tongue,  the  hiccup 
interruption  of  the  majority,  bespoke  how  well 
they  had  kept  up  the  deep  debauch.  Each 
vaunted  of  his  amours , 

"  And  talked  of  charms  be  never  knew." 

The  leading  Belle   at  Court,  the  lovesick 
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grisette  of  the  Rue  Vivienne,  the  first  dancer  at 
the  Opera,  equally  appeared  to  have  bestowed 
their  favors  on  some  lucky  member  of  this 
jovial  group.  Nor  am  I  quite  sure  that,  when 
a  young  Advocate  spoke  of  the  charms,  the 
fascinating  attentions,  of  a  certain  lovely  Duchess, 
that  his  worthy  host,  determined  not  to  be  out 
done ,  did  not  murmur  some  hint  of  '*  how  the 
Empress  herself,  had  cast  admiring  glances  on 
him ,  when  he  had  sat  just  opposite  to  her  at  the 
Academic  de  Musique.  "  In  a  word ,  all  talked 
together,  all  boasted  their  good  fortunes, 
amidst  the  fair,  and  earnestly  attempted  to  out 
do,  in  deeds  of  gallantry,  his  worthy  friends 
assembled  round  the  table. 

Unluckily,  however,  a  gay  Cuirassier  touched 
upon  the  name  of  one,  whom  Jules  considered 
as  his  **  Lady  Love;  "  and  mentioned  certain 
gallantries,  which  had  passed  between  them. 
De  Fleurville,  who  could  bear  to  hear  his  wife 
abused,  would  not  however  brook  a  syllable 
against  his  mistress;  and  warmly  resenting  the 
insult,  as  he  called  it ,  thus  passed  upon  her,  he 
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entered  the  lists  in  her  defence.  From  reasoning, 
they  came  to  argument.  Jules  was  violent  and 
overbearing;  the  officer  cool,  sarcastic,  and 
cutting.  He  would  not  retract  a  single  sentence 
that  he  had  uttered  ;  he  merely  smiled,  in 
manner  most  contemptuous,  when  his  antagonist 
spoke  of  the  virtues,  the  chastity,  of  her  who  at 
best,  was  Fleurville's  "  Ch^re  Amie.  "  Unac- 
customed to  opposition,  warmed  by  the  wine 
that  he  had  drank,  the  Widower  could  no  longer 
stand  the  obstinacy,  as  he  termed  it,  of  his 
adversary  ;  but  a  few  words  more,  and  the 
goblet  that  he  held  was  discharged  with  true 
precision  at  the  temple  of  his  opponent,  from 
whose  forehead  the  blood  now  flowed.  All 
was  confusion.  Tis  true,  their  host  already 
felt  repentant.  The  violated  hospitality,  he 
now  stood  charged  with,  sorely  galled  him  ; 
yet  determined  rather  to  bravado  through  the 
business  than  retract,  he  curled  his  nether  lip, 
and  in  silence,  allowed  the  wounded  boaster 
to  be  carried  out.  Harmony  had  fled;  half 
sobered  by  this  serious  interruption  to  their 
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hilarity,  an  awful  silence  ensued,  until  a  happy 
idea  suggested  itself  to  Jules ,  who  now  found 
himself  awkwardly  situated ;  a  proposal  to  ad- 
journ to  Frascati.  The  motion  was  gladly 
caught  at,  and  adopted,  and  the  party  sought 
the  horrid  sink  of  vice. 

This  splendid  establishment  was  in  its  zenith, 
at  the  time  I  speak  of.  Madame  Dumont,  whose 
taste  was  far  and  wide  acknowledged,  held  the 
directing  reins ,  and  all  was  elegance  and  har- 
mony, within  this  luring  Pandemonium.  Even 
respectable  females,  occasionally  then,  visited 
this  house;  which  has  since  become  the  resort 
of  every  fille-de-joie,  who  chose  (or  choses  still) 
to  enter  it. 

"  Rouge  Gagne,  "  "  Couleur  Perd,  "  cried 
the  old  Croupier  shovelling  (or  rather  raking) 
up  the  stakes  as  Fleurville  entered.  **  Messieurs, 
faites  le  jeu;  le  jeu  est  fait;  "  and  he  again  began 
dealing  out  the  cards  at  *'  Rouge  et  noir,  "  or, 
as  the  Frenchmen  call  it,  "  Trente  et  un.  " 
Noticing,  however,  with  an  indirect  look  the 
youthful  Widower,  whom  he  seriously  hoped, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


190  THE  R0UI6. 

one  day,  to  rob  of  all  his  future  fortune,  he 
exclaimed,  intending  thus  to  lure  him,  ''  La 
banque  est  malheureuse ,  ce  soir.  "  But  Jules 
had  thrown  himself  upon  an  ottoman,  and 
already  had  commenced  a  gallant  train  of  con- 
versation with  some  easy  fair  one ,  who  recei- 
ved, with  condescending  smiles,  his  fulsome 
flattery.  A  look,  however,  from  the  Croupier, 
warned  her  of  her  duty,  and,  with  winning 
speech ,  she  urged  her  new-found  lover  to  try 
his  luck.  Paid  by  the  house ,  she  felt  herself 
compelled  to  bring  the  victim  to  the  table, 
where  a  score  of  wretches  sat ,  who  once  had 
boasted  fortune,  rank,  and  honour;  but  by 
losses  had  become  insensible  and  callous,  and 
thought  to  prey  on  others  was  but  fair,  since 
they  already  had  been  preyed  upon.  Glued 
to  the  table ,  still  they  sat,  although  these 
dreadful  objects ,  now  were  pennyless. 

Jules  was  far  too  much  excited  to  sit  down  , 
and  play;  he  rather  felt  inclined  to  stroll,  and 
chat,  and  drink  the  iced  champagne,  which  was 
at  the  command,  gratuitously,  of  those  who 
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made  Frascati  their  resort.  He  therefore,  turn* 
ed  away  from  all  solicitation,  and  was  about 
to  join  some  other  friend,  when  he  saw  an 
officer  of  well  known  rank  and  courage 
enter,  who  coming  straight  up  to  him,  deli- 
vered a  note;  its  purport  was  to  demand 
satisfaction  for  the  insult  he  had  passed  upon 
the  young  Cuirassier,  who  anxiously  panted  for 
the  coming  light  to  wipe  away  the  stain  his 
honour  had  received.  The  bearer  bowed; 
informed  our  hero  that  he  acted  in  capacity  of 
second  to  the  offended  party,  and  demanded  an 
immediate  answer. 

Without  hesitation,  Jules  declared  his  readi- 
ness to  meet  the  man  whom  he  had  insulted  ; 
fixed  the  first  hour  of  daylight  for  the  time ; 
swords  for  their  weapons ;  and  the  Champ  de 
Mars  as  place  of  rendez-vous.  These  prelimi- 
naries arranged ,  the  officer  made  his  bow  and 
left  the  room.  Fleurville  asked  young  Mont- 
albert  to  be  his  second,  and  in  an  instant  more , 
repaired  to  play,  convinced  that  if  he  shirked 
the  game ,  some  envious  friend  might  construe 
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his  resolution,  into  agitation,  caused  by  his 
coming  duel.  ' 

As  he  approached  the  small  arena  of  the  card 
table,  he  beheld  a  somewhat  novel  sight. — 
Upon  his  knees,  in  tears,  his  grey  head  bent  in 
sorrow,  and  his  hands  uplifted,  he  saw  a  father, 
who  had  here  followed  an  only  and  beloved 
son,  obtained  admission,  and  now  in  solemn 
prayer,  besought  his  child  to  leave  the  fatal 
spot ;  reminding  him  how  fearfully  he  was 
ruining  not  only  his  aged  parents ,  but  a  wife 
and  helpless  infant.  The  Gambler  however 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  these  pleadings  of  nature. 
Afraid  to  meet  the  scorn  of  his  profligate  com- 
panions, he  spurned  his  old  Father,  while  a 
crowd  of ''  Employes  "  now  quick  surrounded 
and  ejected;  him  who  strove  to  save  his  child. 
In  some  weeks  after,  Fleurville  beheld  this 
self  same  player  a  mutilated  corpse  !  a  self 
destroyed,  a  wretched  suicide!  —  But  to 
return. 

Fortune,  for  a  short  mom^it,  shed  her 
brightest  beams  upon  Jules.    He  staked »  he 
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gained ,  he  doubled ,  and  stiU  wop.  At  length, 
with  ail  the  fell  caprice,  for  which  the  blind 
Dame  is  known,  she  turned  her  favours  firom 
him  ;  loss  after  loss  succeeded  ,  and,  ere  ano- 
ther hour  had  elapsed  ,  de  Fleurville  found 
himself  wilhout  a  sous.  But  what  of  that  ? 
To-morrow's  sun  would  probably  put  him  in 
possession  of  a  noble  fortune.  Yet  he  remem- 
bered, ere  that  sun  should  rise  to  the  meridian, 
he  had  to  risk  his  life  and  perhaps  might  fall 
beneath  the  weapon  of  a  former  friend. 
"  Pshaw  !  "  muttered  he  again,''  and  if  I  do  ? — 
why  then  I  am  provided  for  ?  "  and  with  this 
consolatory  idea,  the  youth  again  re-entered 
his  apartment,  and  beheld,  with  feelings  of 
deep  disgust,  the  remains  of  his  convivial 
banquet.  Here  lay  the  chair  his  passion  had 
upset;  the  floor  was  strewed  with  fragments 
of  the  broken  glass  ;  the  table  still  betrayed 
some  spots  of  blood.  In  fact,  the  scene 
was  one  of  past  debauch,  the  sad  memento 
of  a  drunken  revel.  De  Fleurville's  mind 
recoiled.    He  even  thought  of  her,   who  at 

17 
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this  moment ,  lay  a  corpse  unburied  ;  and 
lighting  a  candle ,  at  the  trembling  lamp ,  he 
hastened  to  his  room  ;  looked  for  a  moment  at 
his  sword,  which  Itmig  against  the  wall,  and 
setting  his  alarum  to  the  hour  of  six ;  sprang 
into  bed  ,  and  slept  as  soundly ,  as  the  guiltless 
babe. 
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The  great  clock  of  the  "  H6tel  des  Inva. 
lides  "  had  just  struck  seven .  A  Cabriolet 
drove ,  with  fierce  rapidity,  into  the  Champ  de 
Mars.  The  horse  was  suddenly  reined  up,  and 
Jules  de  Fleurville,  followed  by  Montalbert, 
quick  jumped  out.  Already  on  the  ground  , 
the  young  Cuirassier  stood ,  attended  by  his 
second,  and  the  surgeon  of  his  Regiment. 
Beside  him  ,  lay  a  cloak,  which  he  had  thrown 
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off  on  the  approach  of  Jules  ;  and  at  a  little  dis- 
tance stood  his  servant  with  a  case  of  swords ; 
for  some  years  ago,  that  weapon  was  preserved, 
and  guarded ,  as  a  pistol  now  is  taken  care  of. 
The  scene  was  indeed  melancholy  ;  the  slowly 
breaking  light  had  only  half  revealed  the  golden 
Dome  of  the  proud  Hospital,  which  flanked 
the  field;  the  clouds  still  hung  upon  the  sluggish 
Seine ;  the  trees  surrounding ,  seemed  to  be 
clothed  in  almost  mourning  leaves,  and  all 
bespoke  the  eve  of  a  raw  and  wintry  day. 

The  parties  spoke  not ;  a  cool  and  solemn 
bow  was  all  that  passed.  A  tacit  signal ,  and 
the  ground  was  chosen  ;  and  now  began  the 
usual  preparation.  Each  party  first  took  off 
his  coat,  his  cravat,  and  his  waiscoat,  undid  his 
wristband ,  and  rolled  his  shirt  sleeve  almost  to 
his  shoulder.  The  swords  were  poised  and 
•  delivered  by  the  seconds;  each  grasped  his 
weapon ,  and  with  his  left  hand,  bound  up  his 
right  with  napkins  brought  on  purpose.  A  word 
was  whispered  ;  the  friends  withdrew  to  some 
short    distance  ,    and    the    combatants   stood 
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upright ,  in  silent  expectation  of  the  signal. 
The  first  was  given,  and  they  stood  ^*  en  garde/* 
The  second ,  ajdd  the  fight  began.  The  officer , 
whose  forehead  still  was  bandaged  up^  was  first 
to  thrust.  De  Fleurville  parried,  feinted  to 
return ,  and  stood  again  on  guard.  The  young 
Cuirassier  tried  ^'  en  tierce;  "  again  he  failed. 
**  En  quarte ;  "  but  still  without  success.  Infu- 
riate, then,  he  made  a  deadly  plunge.  A 
parry,  and  a  point  from  Jules,  and  his  adversary 
was  pierced  through  the  centre  of  his  heart ! 
a  moment's  struggle,  and  he  fell  a  corpse. 
Jules  withdrew  his  weapon  ,  wiped  it  carefully, 
and  handed  it' to  Montalbert ,  who ,  with  the 
others ,  had  flown  to  the  spot.  His  friend  at  a 
glance,  saw  how  fatal  had  been  the  result; 
murmured  a  word  to  Jules,  and,  waiting  not 
even  to  put  on  his  coat,  De  Fleurville  and  his 
second  jumped  into  their  carriage ,  and ,  almost 
ere  the  surgeon  could  pronounce  his  brother 
officer  a  corpse  ,  the  surviving  Duellist  was 
driving  with  the  utmost  speed  towards  the 
''  Rue  de  Richelieu. " 
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At  the  "Porte  Cochire,"  stood  Fleurvilles 
valet ;  who  informed  his  master  that  a  Courier 
had  arrived  vrilh  letters  from  Tours  (in  the 
neighbourhood  of  which  poor  Madame  had 
breathed  her  last)  and  waited  for  him  ii^  the 
antichamber.  Jules  hurried  up;  nothing  could 
be  more  opportune;  he  doubtless  brought  the 
proper  documents »  wherevrith  the  Widower 
might  instantly  raise  cash ;  a  most  necessary 
^step,  to  be  immediately  taken,  as  he  felt  the 
necessity  of  a  temporary  flight.  Springing  up 
stairs  therefore ,  without  delay ,  he  sought  his 
room ,  seized  the  packet  from  the  messenger , 
and  unmindful  of  his  servants  presence  tore  it 
open ,  read  for  an  instant  with  an  air  of  deep 
astonishment  and  indignation,  then  throwing 
dovm  the  letter,  hastily  uttered  in  a  despairing 
tone ,  "  Then  I  am  a  bej^rl  —  Curses  on  her 
memory !  I  am  pennyless!  "  Suddenly  checking 
himself,  on  perceiving  that  his  valet  waited,  he 
desired  to  be  left  alone;  and  throwing  himself 
back  in  his  chair,  gave  way  to  tears  of  rage  and 
mortification.    No  time,  however,  was  to  be 
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lost.  He  had  often  borrowed  money  from  his 
servant,  to  supply  a  days  amusement,  at  the 
Gambling  house ;  had  ever  paid  him  back  with 
some  small  interest  for  the  loan,  and  felt  the 
certainty  of  getting  now  a  sum  sufficient  at  least 
to  carry  him  from  Paris.  With  haste  he  rang, 
and  Pierre  appeared.  "  Give  me  two  hundred 
francs,  and  order  me  post  horses.  "  —  *^  Fm 
sorry  I  have  no  money,  "  stiffly  replied  the 
valet,  "  No  money !  pshaw,  I  know  far  better-; 
did  I  not  give  you  near  five  hundred  francs  last 
week  ?  what  have  you  done  with  that?  "  "  I  am 
not  a  money  lender,  "  and  his  manner  assumed 
a  careless  insolence.  Jules,  who  had  not  at 
first  perceived  his  altered  tone,  now  suddenly 
became  awake  to  his  behaviour;  summoned  his 
haughtiest  look,  and  commanded  the  fellow 
instantly  to  leave  the  room.  **  Mot  till  you've 
paid  me,  "  answered  Pierre,  '^  here  is  my  bill, 
and  I  desire  instantly  my  cash ;  already  it 
amounts  to  near  600  francs,  "  and  he  laid  the 
bill  on  the  table  and  coqjly  crossed  his  arms. 
Jules  felt  his  passion  rising,  and,  with  difficulty. 
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repressed  it.  *^  What  means  this  conduct  scoun- 
drel? ''  grinding,  as  he  spoke ,  his  teeth. 
^*  Oh !  ''  cried  the  servant  almost  whistling  the 
interjection,  '^  oh  !  oh!  you're  in  a  passion  are 
you?  "  and  he  took  a  chair.  "  As  for  a  scoundrel, 
Mons  De  Fleurville,  take  a  fool's  advice,  and 
look  at  home ;  with  regard  to  money,  look 
abroad.  No  soul,  that  knows  you,  now  will 
trust  you.  Twas  well  enough  when  the  old 
woman  was  alive;  but  now  she's  dead  and  has 
disenherited  you ,  tis  quite  another  matter.  '* 
"  Rascal !  who  told  you  this?  "  "  The  Courier , 
to  be  sure ;  who  even  now  is  breakfasting  with 
the  Porter,  and  before  another  half  hour,  all 
Paris  will  know  it.  The  groom  tells  me  also,  that 
you  have  killed  a  man ;  so,  before  other  creditors 
come,  I  beg  you  will  give  me  my  money, 
or  " —  "  Or  what?  "  violently  demanded  Jules. 
"Or  I'll  let  the  gendarmes  up,  who  only  wait  my 
signal  to  enter, "  coolly  rejoined  Pierre,  measu- 
ring each  syllable.  "  That  you  shall  never  do." 
De  Fleurville  seized,  with  a  herculean  grasp, 
the  astonished  servitor,  threw  him  with  force 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  ROUM:.  201 

into  the  adjoining  room,  locked  the  door,  and 
jumping  out  of  the  window,  which  opened 
on  some  leads,  soon  scrambled  down  into  the 
narrow  street,  which  ran  behind  the  court  yard. 
Already  had  he  heard  a  knocking  at  his  door  : 
he  had  but  time,  as  I've  described,  to  reach 
the  ground  ere  the  officers  of  justice  had  burst 
in;  but  the  bird  was  flown;  and  while  they 
raised  and  strove  to  sooth  the  wounded  and 
angry  valet,  Jules  de  Fleurville  rushed  through 
the  streets  of  Paris,  a  beggar!  and  a  homi- 
cide ! 
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While  Jules ,  thus  Gain-like ,  fled  through 
Paris  pursued  at  once  by  myrmidons  of  justice , 
and  a  latent  feeUng  of  remorse ,  his  Father,  the 
worthy  Baron  de  Fleurville,  remained  in  strict 
seclusion  at  his  villa ,  near  Geneva ,  consoled 
and  comforted  alone  by  an  old  and  cherished 
friend.  Antonio  Armande ;  for  such  was  hisname, 
had  shared  the  hours  of  early  youth  with  him , 
whom  now  he  strove  to  solace.    At  school  toge- 
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ther,  intimately  knoinm,  before  the  heart  becomes 
disguised  to  please  a  world  of  falsehood ,  Mar- 
tin Fleurville  and  the  young  Antoine  were  sworn 
brothers ,  in  their  earliest  years.  Half  a  cen- 
tury had  elapsed ,  and  still  that  friendship  was 
unabated.  Tis  true,  the  Baron  had  become  a 
soldier,  and  had  **  fought  in  many  a  gallant  field 
of  fight ;  *'  tis  true ,  Antoine  had  suddenly ,  at 
an  early  age ,  become  a  Protestant  Clergyman. 
Fleurrille  could  swear,  and  drink,  and  play  the 
rake ;  Armande  was  simplicity  itself,  and 
sought  no  higher  prize  than  peaceful  content- 
ment ;  yet  warmly  did  they  esteem  each  other, 
and  now  that  age  had  sobered  the  one ,  and 
somewhat  exalted  the  spirit  of  the  other,  they 
still  remained  the  best ,  the  truest  friends. — 
Armande  had  heard,  with  grief,  of  Jules  de 
Fleurrille's  profligacy;  with  agonising  feeling, 
he  had  learnt  the  fact,  that  scarcely  were  his 
mothers  ashes  cold ,  when  he  had  basely  suc- 
ceeded in  seducing  her  Niece,  who  shared  the 
Baron's  roof.  None  could  be  surprised  to  find 
that  9  in  a  moment  of  well  merited  anger,  hijs 
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friend  had  driven  from  his  door,  a  son,  whose 
conduct  had  for  years  been  hurrying  a 
parent  to  her  grave,  and  now,  ere  yet  her  form 
had  mouldered  into  kindred  earth,  had  brought 
a  fresh  disgrace  upon  his  family.  Armande 
was  at  his  Cure,  in  Berne,  when  first  he  learnt 
the  dreadful  tidings.  He  hesitated  not,  however, 
to  make  the  necessary  arrangements,  and  in  a 
few  weeks  afterwards  he  was  established  at  the 
mourning  Baron  s  residence ,  eager  to  condole 
and  sooth  his  broken  spirit. 

The  worthy  pastor  had  another  object  to 
gain.  His  christian  patience  and  well  regn* 
lated  mind  could  scarce  conceive  how  deep  a 
Father's  anger  yet  could  burn ;  and,  clinging 
to  the  precepts  of  his  Heavenly  Master,  his  great 
aim  was  to  bring  about  a  reconciliation. 

The  Baron,  in  his  anger,  had  made  vows 
innumerable  never  again  to  see  his  child ;  but 
Armande  doubted  if  a  broken  oath  was  not  iar 
better  than  an  unforgiving  parent.  He  also  knew 
(for  so  the  Baron  had  informed  him)  that  by 
this  fell  schism  he  had  become  the  heir  of  all 
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de  Fleurviile's  wealth.  But,  then  again,  he 
thought  the  consciousness  of  haying  brought 
about  so  good  a  deed  as  that  which  now  he 
strove  to  effect,  were  worth  a  score  of  for- 
tunes. 

At  first,  his  friend  refused  to  hear  the  name 
of  Jules,  and  would  have  even  cursed  that 
name,  had  not  the  worthy  man  restrained  him, 
accustomed  for  years,  to  lend  a  willing  ear  to 
his  advice,  by  slow  degrees  the  Clergyman 
persuaded  him  to  reason;  thence,  by  a  thousand 
ways,  he  led  him  to  dwell  upon  the  virtues 
( alas  but  few )  which  young  de  Fieurville  had 
evinced  in  childhood's  years.  Sometimes,  he 
almost  succeeded  in  softening  the  old  man, 
who  could  not  still.forget  that  though  he  was  a 
villain ;  that  villain  was  his  son. 

In  this  his  task  of  charity,  Antoine  was  un- 
remitting. Hours,  weeks,  nay  months  rolled 
away,  ere  be  succeeded  in  his  desired  object. 
At  length,  that  moment  came  ;  and  the  aged 
noble  consented,  once  again,  to  receive  bis  son, 
if,  like  the  Prodigal ,  be  was  ready  to  confess 

18 
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his  crimes,  and  anxious  to  amend  his  ways.  In 
such  a  case »  the  Baron  would  again  place  him 
in  his  bosom  9  and  leave  him  all  his  fortune. 

The  Pastor,  eager  to  set  out  on  this  his  er- 
rand of  kind  mercy,  himself  to  bring  the 
truant  back  ,  was  stepping  into  the  chaise  , 
when  Fleurville  expressed  a  wish  to  see  him 
for  a  moment.,  in  his  study.  He  entered.  Ema- 
ciated and  feeble  ;  in  his  high  backed  chair  , 
sat  his  earliest,  his  sincerest  friend  ;  a  parch- 
ment lay  before  him  on  his  open  desk. 

''  Antoine ,  I  thus  solicited  your  presence  to 
request  a  favor.  Here  is  my  Will ,  in  which  I 
leave  you  my  sole  heir." 

^'But  you  have  promised  to  revoke  it,  and 
to  reinstate  your  son?  "  "  Most  true,  and  so  I  will; 
but  mark  me  well,  and  fail  not  to  comply  with 
this  my  last  desire ,  for  I  feel  I  ^hall  not  live 
another  year.  Take  this  Will,  preserve  it;  I 
know  not  why,  but  still  I  feel  your  doing  so, 
would  smooth  my  passage  to  the  grave;  in  any 
case  t*will  be  a  memento  of  my  friendship  to 
look  upon,  and  recur  to.'' 
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What  could  the  Curate  say  ?  He  felt  it  would 
not  be  right  to  oppose  his  wishes.  So  placing 
the  Will  in  his  pocket  y  he  took  an  afTectionate 
leave  of  his  old  friend ,  and  hastened  to  reach 
the  Capital ,  and  bring  back  young  Jules  in  time 
to  receive  his  fathers  forgiveness ,  and  his  Mes- 
sing. 

Three  weeks  had  elapsed  since  the  arrival  of 
Armando  in  Paris ;  and  yet  no  tidings  of  him 
whom  he  sought.  He  had  visited  the  H6tel 
where  Jules  had  resided,  and  received ,  with  no 
small  pain ,  an  exaggerated  account  of  all  the 
youth's  excesses.  He  had  caused  insertions  in 
the  several  daily  journals ,  but  to  no  purpose. 
They  had  indeed  met ,  his  eye  for  v^om  they 
were  intended.  But  naturally  fancying  them 
to  be  a  subtle  plan,  laid  by  the  police  to 
entrap  him ,  Jules  not  only  left  them  unans* 
wered,  but  even  sought  a  deeper  seclusion. 
Thus  foiled  in  his  attempts  to  discover  the 
truant ;  too  well  aware  how  improbable  was 
individual  search,  where  justice  herself  had 
failed  in  tracking ;  anxious  once  more  to  return 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


208  THE  ROU£. 

to  his  little  flock ,  whom  for  a  long  season  he 
had ,  as  it  were ,  deserted  ;  the  worthy  Pastor 
made  his  arrangements  to  quit  Paris,  again  to 
seek  those  social  virtues,  which  seemed  to  be 
unknown  in  the  French  Metropolis. 

On  the  evening  previous  to  the  day,  which 
Armando  bad  fixed  upon  for  his  departure,  as 
he  was  slowly  passing  along  the  Boulevard  du 
Temple ,  not  a  little  amused  it  must  be  owned 
by  the  various  exhibitions,  which  but  a  few 
years  back  decked  this  favourite  promenade; 
and  while  it  pleased  the  eye,  gave  bread  to 
thousands;  amused,  I  say,  by  these  (to  him) 
most  novel  sights,  Armande  had  Imtered  on  bis 
path  and  the  clock  struck  eleven,  ere  he 
thought  of  seeking  his  H6tel.  H^  was  about 
to  do  so ,  when  a  scream  of  agony  proceeded 
from  a  neighbouring  Gaf^,  succeeded  by 
an  uproar  almost  paralyzing.  All  around 
flocked  to  the  spot,  and  the  old  man  was 
huiried  almost  unconsciously  into  the  scene  of 
strife. 

Here  he  found  that  the  scream ,  that  be  had 
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heard,  proceeded  from  a  female,  who  with 
rotfged  cheeks  and  smart  apparel,  habitually 
presided  at  the  bar.  Supported  at  this  moment 
in  the  arms  of  some  gallant  beau ,  this  (would 
be)  sensitive  creature  kicked  and  squalled, 
glad  that  an  opportunity  had  been  afforded  her 
by  the  present  tumult  for  a  display  of  those  fine 
feelings ,  which  she  had  so  often  admired  on 
the  stage.  Her  cries,  however,  were  more 
than  drowned  by  the  noisy  oaths  and  impreca- 
tions of  the  contending  parties ;  who,  in  their 
eagerness  to  reach  and  destroy  the  alleged 
culprit,  had  upset  the  marble  tables  stained 
with  beer,  and  strewed  around  a  shower  of 
Dominos,  which  lay  scattered  on  the  floor  with 
cards  and  broken  glasses,  giving  to  the  pavement 
an  almost  tessilated  appearance. 

The  great  focus  however ,  of  attention  and 
curiosity  were  the  belligerent  parties  ,  about 
whom  so  dense  a  crowd  had  pressed ,  that  the 
Curate  had  ample  time  to  collect  the  cause  and 
particulars  of  the  riot,  ere  he  got  sight  of  the 
combatants.    It  appeared,   that   a    stranger. 
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supposed  to  be  a  sharper,  had  entered  and 
engaged  in  billiards  with  a  young  student  of  the 
*«  fecole  de  M^decine.  "  They  had  continued  to 
play  for  some  time.  Thetinknown  gambler  had 
won  large  sums  of  money  from  the  youth » 
when  suddenly,  he  was  detected  in  the  act  of 
altering  the  score;  in  a  moment  the  fact  was 
proclaimed,  a  dozen  hands  had  collared  the 
accused ;  blows  were  showered  on  him  on  all 
sides,  and  he  already  cried  for  mercy,  as  his 
form  met  the  startled,  the  horrified,  view  of 
Antoine  Armande,  who  recognized  at  a  glance, 
in  the  supposed  sharper,  Jules  de  Fleurville! 
The  trembling  old  man  was  about  to  step 
forward  and  declare  his  acquaintance  with  the 
object  of  their  suspicion ,  when  he  was  rudely 
pushed  aside  by  a  fierce  looking  man  of  hercu- 
lean proportions;  who,  stepping  up  to  Jules, 
interposing  between  him  and  his  accusers, 
seizing  with  a  rough  hand  and  throwing  from 
him  those  who  held  the  youth  a  prisoner,  he 
turned  an  angry  glance  upon  the  surrounding, 
and  astonished  group,  and  fiercely  demanded 
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''  who  dared  to  say  a  word  against  his  friend ; 
whom  here  he  avouched  to  be  an  honorable  and 
an  upright  man?  "  and  curling  his  mustachio's 
with  an  air  of  military  recklessness,  offered 
to  ''  maintain  the  same  with  heart  and  hand  " 
and  as  if  to  give  more  proud  defiance  to  his 
speech,  threw  open  his  great  coat,  thereby 
displaying  a  ribbon  of  varied  colours,  which 
announced  him  as  a  knight  of  several  military 
orders.  At  once  the  crowd  drew  back,  almost 
ashamed  at  having  thus  suspected  one  so  well , 
so  manfully  supported ,  while  the  friend ,  who 
had  so  timely  interposed,  drawing  his  arm 
through  that  of  De  Fleurville,  in  a  moment 
more  had  quitted  the  Gafi6. 

Armande  closely  followed  them ,  and  as  they 
left  the  door,  eagerly  uttered  the  name  of 
''Jules,  "  at  the  same  time  laying  his  hand 
upon  the  truants  arm.  In  an  instant,  his  military 
companion  had  fled,  and  Fleurville  was  about  to 
do  the  same,  but  turning  round  for  a  single  instant, 
to  see  who  it  was  who  had  thus  recognized 
him,  he  beheld,  to  his  no  small  delight,  the 
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countenance  of  the  worthy  Pastor !  He  checked 
his  first  impulse  which  was  to  follow  him,  who 
was  already^  far  beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit , 
and  with  eagerness  pointing  to  the  crowd  who 
now  began  to  leave  the  Coffee  House ,  in  which 
this  curious  scene  had  taken  place ,  besought 
Armando  to  call  a  coach.  This  done,  he  spee- 
dily jumped  in ,  and  in  a  moment  more  they 
drove  in  the  direction  of  the  Qergyman's 
H6tel. 

*'  Your  friend ,  I  fear ,  will  be  pursued ,  and 
perhaps  annoyed  by  the  persons  who  for  your 
sake^  he  just  now  insulted  ?  ''  simply  observed 
Armando. 

*^  Pshaw!  no  fear  of  that;  he's  up, "  knowingly 
replied  de  Fleurville. 

Now  although  the  good  old  Pastor ,  did  not 
exactly  understand  the  meaning  of  the  term,  he 
thought  the  tone  in  which  the  word  was  uttered 
strange ,  and  anxious  by  degrees  to  dive  into 
the  mode  in  which  Jules  had  passed  the  weeks 
of  his  seclusion ,  and  calculating  that  the  best 
plan  to  arrive  at  the  solution  was  to  feithom  the 
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character  of  his  acquaintances,  he  innocently 
observed,  **  In  what  regiment  does  your  kind 
friend  serve  ?  " 

"  In  none,  "  coolly  replied  the  youth. 

"  Those  decorations  then?  Is  he  not  a  che^ 
valier?" 

"  Oh  Lord!  yes  a  Chevalier  d'Industrie!  " 
and  the  reckless  rou^  laughed  at  his  own  wit. 

The  old  man,  at  once,  read ,  the  profligacy 
of  his  character  in  this  unblushing  avowal  of  a 
connection  with  a  common  swindler,  and  he 
paused  for  a  moment  ere  he  added  with  a 
sterner  voice.  **  We  must  quit  Paris  to-morrow; 
your  fether  wishes  to  «ee  you?  " 

**  Indeed !  ''  carelessly  replied  Jules , 
"  then  the  governor's  sick  I  suppose;  or  in 
a  forgiving  humour.  Its  deuced  lucky;  it 
suits  my  plans.  Besides,  it's  always  right  to 
strike  while  the  iron  is  hot,  or  he  may  get 
well  and  grow  fierce  again;  for  according  to 
the  English  lines 

^^  The  Devil  was  sick,  Ihe  Devil  a  monk  would  be, 
'^  The  Devil  was  well,  (he  Devil  a  monk  was  he  !  i 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


214  THE  ROUfi. 

'^  But  I  forgot.    Have  you  a  passport?  " 

Armande  disgusted  at  bis  levity,  merely 
bowed  assent ;  and  Jules  rapidly  added,  *'  I  don't 
mean  a  regular,  formal  passport,  describing  my 
name,  age  and  quaiities,  on  which  I  should  be 
seized  at  the  very  first  barrier ,  and  carried  to 
La  Force ;  but  one  for  yourself,  in  which  I  could 
squeeze  a  fictitious  name,  to  facilitate  my 
escape  from  this  cursed  Country. " 

The  Pastor  scarcely  could  contain  himself; 
but  determined  to  repress  his  rising  feelings  of 
disgust,  he  quietly  replied,  **  The  name  of  my 
servant ,  who  is  sick ,  and  will  be  unable  to  quit 
Paris  for  some  time,  is  imerted  in  my  passport : 
and  though  I  am  unused  to  deception ,  yet  to 
screen  the  son  of  my  old  friend,  I  will,  if  so 
3fou  wish  it,. pass  you  off  for  him,  and  thus,  I 
hope,  elude  the  vigilance  of  the  police  — *' 

"  Done,  my  worthy  old  buck,  "  cried  Jules, 
slapping  him  on  the  back ,  and  winking  know- 
ingly, as  the  coach  stopped,  **  remember,  I'm 
your  servant.     But  I  forgot.  —  The  name?" 

*'  Jean  Blaseus. " 
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*•  Good  !  • —  Now  for  some  supper,  for  rm 
sorely  hungered  ,  and  then  for  bed.  "  Within 
an  hour  afterwards  Jules  de  Fleurville  slept, 
for  the  first  time,  during  three  months,  under 
a  respectable  roof. 
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With  the  sun's  first  rays,  the  worthy  old  man, 
and  the  returning  prodigal  left  Paris.  They 
displayed  their  passport,  were  duly  inspected  , 
and  passed  the  barrier  in  safety.  The  fatigued 
youth  determined  on  finishing  his  interrupted 
nap  in  the  corner  of  the  carriage  ( a  sort  of 
travelling  cabriolet)  overcome  by  many  a  nights 
vigil ,  and  desirous ,  for  a  time  to  escape  the 
expected  questions  of  the  good  Pastor  ;  only 
awoke  as  they  rattled  over  the  stones  of  the 
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rather  picturesque  town  of  CMlons  ( the  capi- 
tal of  Champagne)  where  it  was  agreed  they 
were  to  take  their  mid-day  meal.  Here  Ar- 
mande  remarked,  with  sickning  horror,  the 
already  shaking  hand ,  the  drunken  thirst  of  a 
professed  Rou^ ,  the  total  absence  of  healthy 
appetite  and  a  craving  desire  to  wash  away , 
with  burning  drinks,  the  memory  of  the  past. 
Already  wine  appeared  to  have  lost  its  stimula- 
ting powers,  on  a  palate,  but  too  well  accustom- 
ed to  more  powerful  liquors.  The  good  man 
turned  away  with  a  sigh  from  the  contemplation 
of  him,  whom  he  justly  feared,  was  lost  to 
Virtue ,  and  to  hope  for  ever.  He  made ,  how- 
ever, no  remark  ;  no  word  of  reproach  passed 
his  lips :  and  in  another  half  hour  they  were 
again  **  en  route." 

Towards  evening ,  Jules  began  more  freely 
to  converse ;  and  as  he  received  no  check ,  he 
boldly  rattled  on.  His  exploits  amidst  game- 
sters, drunkards,  and  actresses,  he  triumphantly 
recounted.  The  deeds  of  his  companions ,  the 
losses  he  had  sustained,  and  the  girls  he  had 
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ruined » each  held  Us  turn  in  his  conversatiM ; 
and  he  narrated  with  unblushjuiig  effrontery, 
scenes,  which  raised  the  blush  of  indignant 
shame  upon  the  cheek  of  l^inir  who. held  a 
solemn  silence,  till  the  young  Swiss  breathed 
the  name  of  one,  whose. family  wene  m^aobers 
of  the  otd  man'9  little  0ock.  Feeling  naturally 
anxious  for  the  fate  of  hjim ,  whom  he  had  often 
nursed  upon  his  kjaee,  he  eagerly  enquired 
after  him.  *'  He's  dead,"  coolly  replied  Jules; 
''about  a  fnonth  ago,  he.  found  courage  to 
poison  himself,  and  so  saved,  trouble  to  the 
headsman.  Indeed  I  never  could  have  believed 
that  he  had  really  mustered  up  resolution  to 
kill  himself  in  earnest,  if  I  had  not  seen 
him  dead  myse)f.  " 

**  Poor  boy!  "  sighed  the  Qergyman,  ''  so 
young !  and  such  a  fate !  tis  terrible ,  far 
from  his  home ,  no  friendly  hand  to  close  his 
eyes!  No—'' 

**  Not  so,"  interrupted  Jules,  Y  faith  we  closed 
his  eyes  and  buried  him  like  an  honest  fellow  , 
in  the  river." 
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Armsinde  uttered  an  exclamation  of  sur- 
prise. 

"  You  seem  astonished  ;  it's  our  way.  We 
always  wake  thfem  for  a  day  or  two,  then  ohuck 
them  into  the  riirer.  But  I  forgot ;  you  are  not 
one  of  us." 

**  Indeed,  t  understand  you  not  /'  solemnly 
replied  Armande.  ^  It  seems  you  have  perform* 
ed  some  horrid  rites  over  the  poor  boy ;  but 
beyond  this  I  am  ignorant.  If,  ho^wever,  you 
can  tell  ^e  anythitig  respecting  tUs  hapless 
ybuth,  I  shall  be  glad  to  convey  tht^  intelligence 
to  his  friends.  For  any  information ,  which 
may  lead  us  to  conje<^nre  how  became  to  com* 
mit  this  rafsh  dct^  I  am  sore  his  relations  will 
feel  obliged.'* 

''  Oh  r  if  yoBi  Irish  to^  know  that ,  Fit  tcAI  you 
all  about  iti  You  must  know ,  when  Charles 
Langlois  arrived  in  Paris,  about  six  months 
back ,  he  wished  to  become  a  member  of  our 
dub ;  so  I  introduced  him ,  and  got  him  regu- 
larly inscribed,  as  an  out  and  outer  of  the  hell 
fires. " 
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"  What  ?  "  cried  Antoine  recoiling  with 
horror  ! 

"  The  hell  fires !  Oh ,  I  forgot  to  tell  you , 
our  society  was  called,  "  The  hell-fire  Club  /* 
after  one  established  of  the  same  name  in  Eng- 
land*.— We  were  a  jolly  set  of  dogs,  caring 
neither  for  man  or  devil  ;  and  consisted  of 
twelve  members,  when  Charles  joined  us.  Un- 
fortunately, soon  after,  several  unpleasant,  cir- 
cumstances happened.  We  were  sworn,  by 
every  oath  and  penalty^  (for  to  tell  you  the 
truth  we  didn't  attend  much  to  the  former }  to 
do  each  other's  bidding.  Thus  bound,  one.  of 
our  members,  unfortunately,  took  it  into  his 
head  to  make  a  friend  of  his  attempt  to  rob  his 
father.  Surprised  by  his  parent  in  the  fact,  he 
had  but  one  way  to  escape ,  he  stabbed  the  old 
man  to  the  heart,  and  fled  from  France  for 
ever.  On  another  occasion,  two  of  our  best  fel- 
lows had  a  dispute  as  to  the  immortality  of  the 
soul ;  one  denying  It  altogether;  the  other  sup- 

*  Stricly  a  fact.    The  late  Lord  B— was  the  president. 
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porting  the  principle  of  transmigriition.  To 
decide  their  argament.,  they,  hand  in  hand , 
jumped  into  the  Seine  In  presence  of  the  Club. 
It  is  true ,  when  they  'W^re  once  ki,  tliey  repent- 
ed I  believe,  and*  «arlled  on  nsto  Saye  them; 
hot  as  the^f'had  previoi^ly  tied 'their  hand^,  and 
as  onr  people  made  it  a  mle  never  to  interfere , 
we  permitted  them  to^smk  to  iet^k*nlty,  and  left 
thenl  ne!it  day  to  their  fate  at  theHorguel  with-- 
out  claiiaiii%  them,^<r^waKe  them';  considering 
them  ttt  bavig  disgraced  us,  iii  dying  thus 
chicken-hearted.  '  Ou^  Presld^nl  Vas'  sent  to 
Tonlon  f<H*  Rfey  f6r  having  <^mknitted  a  forgery; 
onr  seci^tary  wdil  killed  in  a  duet ;  aiM  onr^best 
singed  had  been 'Struck  blind 'Ifltk' lightning! 
and  dA  this  In  three  nion^  yi)WiS[tc\e  bemg 
thusTeddced,  as  i^have  Sfiid^  to  seV^il  members, 
we  Mfgdn  lo  led^^  Mtte'dMl ,  alM  dnrm^iiigs 
irr^nldr;>  Ab6ttl^Aisitf#ei  GhnrfeS'tnfned,  as 
we  thought;'  rdigfonsly  mad;'  and  ^ent  moping 
about  aH'day,  like  a»  condemned  ftS6n ;  but  we 
tookno'iilotice of  it/^  One -c^eniAg 'however,  as  1 
was  paMng  by  his 'lodgings,  I  was  surprised 
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with  cries  of  murder !  and  I  sscii  Gbariy's  head » 
thrust  out  of  his  garret  window,  calling  loudly 
for  help.  I  ran  up.  Guess  my  surprise !  (I 
really  thought  I  should  have  died  of  laughing.) 
There  sat  my  friend,  with  his  throat  cut  from 
ear  to  ear !  We  enquired  how  it  was,  and  it 
turned  out,  that  being  in  a  desponding  mood , 
he  had  attempted  to  destroy  himself  before  a 
looking  glass;  but,  on  seeing  the  blood  gush 
forth,  he  had  felt  alarm  and  gone  to  the  window 
and  cried  "  murder  I  " — The  doctor  on  his  ar- 
rival sewed  up  his  throat ,  and  he  recovered ; 
but  we  teazed  him  so,  that  three  weeks  after- 
wards, he  took  a  dose  of  prussic  acid,  and 
died  in  right  good  earnest.  So ,  forgiving  him 
his  first  cowardly  attempt,  we  went  down, 
claimed  his  corpse ,  surr<mnded  it  with  tapers , 
and  stuck  it  up,  dressed  in  its  best  dothes , 
with  a  pipe  in  its  mouth  ,  and  after  pouring  a 
glass  of  brandy  down  its  tluroat  to  the  health  of 
''  the  hell  fires^**  we  waked  it  for  six  hours ;  and 
then,  as  is  our  custom ,  threw  it  into  the  Seine 
after  disfiguring  the  Catce  so  that  it  might  not 
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be  recognised.  Bat  the  body,  being  found , 
and  the  police  kicking  up  a  row  about  it,  we 
thought  it  more  prudent ,  as  we  were  now  only 
five  members ,  to  disperse. — So  now  I've  told 
you  all  that  I  know  about  Gharly  Langlois." 

The  old  man  shuddered ,  and  drew  himself 
more  closely  in  the  comer,  to  avoid  the  touch 
of  one  who  thus  appeared  to  glory  in  misdeeds. 
He  therefore  sat  in  silence ,  unheeding  the  con- 
tinual talk  of  Jules.  Nor  noticed ,  except  by  mo- 
nosyllables, the  questions  which  he  put  to  him. 
On  the  second  evening,  they  arrived  at  Dijon; 
supped,  and  as  agreed  upon,  again  set  forth, 
deternuning  to  travel  through  the  night,  the 
Clergyman's  anxiety  being  great,  to  reach  old 
Fleurville  in  the  shortest  time ,  his  young  com* 
panion,  equally  desirous  to  quit  a  country, 
where  he  might  expect  each  instant  to  be 
seized. 

After  several  hours  of  travelling,  they  had 
passed  the  confines,  and  began  the  slow  ascent 
of  the  Jura  mountains.  Day  light  had  broken , 
and  Armande  watched  the  countenance  of  the 
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young  Swiss «  hoping  to  catch  some  passing 
emotion ,  at  thas  again  beholding 

"  His  own  —  His  native  land.  " 

But  alas!  no  snule  of  pleased  recognition 
took  place ,  no  virtaoiis  interest  at  again 
beholding  the  *'  hills  of  his  father's,  "  stirred 
deFleurville. 

He  seemed  intent  npon  his  cigar,  which  he 
puflfed  with  all  the  grayity  of  a  pnre  Hollander. 
Once  only  did  he  take  it  from  his  mouth  :  it  was 
to  point  out  to  the  pastor ,  an  apparently  in- 
consequential bam  which  stood  some  hundred 
paces  from  the  road.  **  That  is  our  Yendita.  " 
The  old  man  understood  him  nou  The  .youth 
rejoined;  **  Twas  there  I  first  was  made  a 
Chafiormier ;  twas  there  I  first  received  the 
grasp  of ''  Le  boo  Cousinqgi,  "and  swore  by 
Water,  fire^  and  salt,  to  root  out  every  tyrant 
motiarch  of  the  earth..  Aye »  and  would  have 
done  so,  had  they  not  wickedly  taken  my  name 
put  of  their  golden  book,  and  put  me  down  in 
their  black  list,  along  with  the  a$m$aimewH, 
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and  burned  my  name  for  a  mere  whisper.  But 
ril  be  revenged^  and  if  I  am  ever  in  a  situa- 
tion to  see  the  Emperor,  I'll  expose  them 
yet.  " 

AntoineArmande  was  nearly  electrified.  The 
rumours  that  such  a  body  existed  had  indeed 
reached  him;  but  now  to  find  himself  thus 
seated  next  a  member  of  this  dangerous  and 
dreaded  sect,  almost  caused  him  an  emotion  of 
fear ,  and  he  again  relapsed  into  strict  silence. 
The  young  man  saw  his  humour,  and  again  took 
up  his  cigar,  cursing  in  his  heart  the  taciturnity 
of  him ,  whom  he  already  in  his  own  mind  had 
set  down  as  a  "  sulky  old  fellow. " 

At  length  they  arrived  at  the  summit  of  the 
chain,  and  beheld  before  them,  perhaps,  the 
most  beautiful  view  existant.  From  this  eleva- 
ted situation  they  could  see ,  as  it  were,  at  their 
feet,  the  finest  Lake  in  Europe,  the  &r  famed 
Leman,  stretching  her  glassy  bed  for  several 
leagues.  The  sun  had  risen,  and  shed  his 
rays  upon  the  scene.  The  town  of  G^eva ,  and 
the  dotting  villas  skirting  the  magic  water, 
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which  gave  back,  in  yivid  reflection ,  the  snowy 
top  of  great  Mont  Blanc  ;  imaged  in  all  its 
tints  and  shadows^  in  the  bosom  of  a  lake, 
fnll  fifty  miles  from  where  it  reared  its 
giant  head!  (a  fact  unprecedented  I  believe 
in  nature)  with  all  the  minor  hills,  and  rich 
woods,  which  endrcle  this  fair  spot;  gave  to  the 
scene,  that  met  their  view,  almost  the  air  of 
enchantment. 

Antoine,  once  more,  addressed  the  youth. 
**  Look,  my  young  friend;  see  you,  between  yon 
crags,  a  small  chftteau?  **  Tis  the  new  villa 
the  Baron  bought  last  year ,  and  now  resides 
in.  "  Jules  stretched  forward  eagerly,  and 
examined  it  ;  and  the  pastor,  feeling  con- 
tented to  see  his  anxiety,  g6od  humouredly 
added,  "  What  think  you  of  it?  I'm  sure  your 
fisither  will  be  glad  if  you  admire  it  ?  " 

**  Then  the  old  chap  must  wait  long  enough,** 
carelessly  replied  the  youth ,  ^*  for  I  think  its  a 
dreary  looking,  vulgar  hole ;  "and  he  threw  him- 
self disciMitentedly  back. 

The  Pastor  actually  groaned  ;    and  as  the 
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carriage  rolled  up  to  tlie  door,  he  uttered  a 
thanksgiving  that  he  was  about  so  soon  to  part 
with  one,  who  seemed  the  soul  oflowlifed  pro- 
fligacy. 
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A  fev  days  had  elapsed ;  Jules  had  settled 
himself  comfortably  beneath  his  Father's  roof ; 
dnd  though  be  sighed  for  the  gaieties  he  had 
been  compelled  thns  suddenly  to  relinquish,  yet 
he  wore  an  air  of  contentment,  not  altogether 
false ,  for  he  evidently  saw  that  the  old  Baron 
could  not  exist  many  weeks  longer,  and  then ; 
yes  then;  he  might  again  plunge  into  those 
excesses,  which  from  his  soul  he  loved ,  and 
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panted  for.  One  odiy  obscaefe  seemed  to  check 
bis  Alt  ore  dreams  of  bfiss ,  the  presence  of  Ar- 
mande.  Bm  yocmg  de  Flenryille  dared  not 
shew  the  slightest  inattentioii  to  him,  who 
seemed  to  role  the  Bavcm  with  an  undisputed 
sway ;  welt  knowing  that  as  yet  he  stood  on 
slippery  greiond ,  and  held  an  almoet  doubt&rl 
rsmk  under  the  roof  of  his  still  stem  Parent. 
Mo  follies^  therefore  marked  his  path.  He 
seemed  a  real  penitent,  desirous  to  reform ; 
and  even  the  curate  believed  in  the  sincerity  of 
him,  who  kwardly  cmrsed  the  mask  hie  was 
for  a  time  forced  to  put  on. 

Matters slood  thus,  when,  one  morning,  Mes 
received  a  summons  to  attend  his  father  in  his 
study.  He  obeyed,  and  foffnd  the  o}d  nton 
seated  in  Ins  easy  chair,  propped  up  with 
pillows.  His  countenance  bi»ttoo  plainly  telling, 
that  dea^h  bad  placed  his  seal  upon  an<»ther 
viclim.  Before  him  lay,  Ms  papers  of  inrpor-* 
tance,  and  materials  for  writing.  Beside  htm 
sat  hi$  clierisbedr  friend ,  the  worthy  pastor. 
The  roo«i  was  darkened  to  spare  the  eyenugbt 
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of  the  invalid.  No  fire  was  allowed  to  annoy 
the  Baron.  The  room  had  eyidently  been  left 
untouched ,  the  less  to  disturb  him.  The  old 
portraits  were  undusted ,  and  the  black  curtain, 
which  usually  concealed  the  likeness  of  the  late 
Baroness,  was  only  now  half  drawn.  In  a 
word  the  scene  was  one  of  melancholy  solem- 
nity, and  the  blood  flowed  coldly  through 
Jules's  heart  /  as  he  entered  into  the  presence 
of  his  Father. 

"  I  have  sent  for  you ,  Jules,  previous  to  my 
making  the  last  arrangements  relative  to  my 
fortune  ;  for  I  feel  I'm  sinking  fast." 

With  pleasure  the  youth  heard  this  ;  bat  he 
dissembled ,  and  uttered  an  insincere  hope  that 
the  Baron  might  be  mistaken. 

*^  Not  so  ,  I  am  fully  aware  of  my  situation , 
and  prepared  to  meet  my  end."  Jules  affected 
to  sob.  *^  At  the  prayer  of  my  excellent  friend, 
I  have  again  consented  to  receive  you  and  con* 
stitute  you  my  heir."  (His  son  felt  an  almost 
irrepressible  feeling  of  delight. )  But  I  must 
annex  certain  conditions.     ( Young  Flenrville's 
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coantenance  underwent  a  sudden  change . ) 
**  You  must  marry  your  cousin  ,  the  girl  whom 
you  so  basely  seduced." 

Jules  could  hardly  contain  himself.  Already 
he  despised  and  loathed  the  frailty,  he  himself 
had  caused.  The  victim  of  his  crime  was 
to  him  a  subject  of  abhorrence  ;  and  he 
could  scarcely  smother  his  feelings  of  an- 
noyance, when  thus  he  heard  a  plan  propo- 
sed, which  was  contrary  to  his  every  desire  and 
wish. 

Jules  however  knew  his  Father  well.  He 
knew  how  resolute  he  was  ;  and  he  read 
plainly,  in  his  emaciated  and  stern  countenance, 
that  if  he  refused,  he  lost  all  chance  of  inheriting 
the  property,  he  so  coveted;  he  therefore,  after 
a  minutes  struggle,  boldly,  and  seemingly  with 
cordiality,  accepted  the  offer  of  his  parent; 
delighted ,  as  he  assured  the  dying  man ,  to  do 
justice  to  one,  whom  untoward  circumstances 
had  caused  him  thus  to  wrong.  At  the  same 
time  ,  however,  he  urged  his  parent  not  to  press 
the  match ,  until  a  twelvemonth   should  have 
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elapsed  from  the  date  of  bis  first  wife's  death. 
This  appeared  but  reasonable;  and  the  deceived 
Father  blessed  the  seeming  repentance  of  his 
future  heir. 

To  the  delighted  ears  of  Jules,  were  now 
revealed  the  various  details ;  the  several  sums 
in  money,  and  large  properties  in  land  ,  about 
to  descend  to  him  ;  and  he  learnt ,  with  undis- 
guised delight ,  the  certainty  of  his  soon 
becoming  ^ne  the  richest  Seigneurs  of  the 
*'  Canton  de  Genfeve." 

Over,  and  over  again ,  did  the  Baron  point 
out  to  him  how  much  he  stood  indebted  to  the 
worthy  pastor ;  through  whose  instrumentality 
alone,  he  had  thus  again  become  the  sharer  of 
his  Father's  heart.  As  often  did  the  youth 
affect  a  gratitude,  which  strange  to  say,  he 
could  not  feel.  From  his  soul ,  he  detested  the 
Clergyman  ;  and  each  benefit,  that  he  received 
at  his  hands,  only  increased  that  feeling  towards 
him ,  who  had  brought  about  the  present 
reconciliation.  With  what  joy  then,  did  he 
learn  that  the  Curate  was  soon  again  to  return 
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to  Berne,  to  rejoin  his  flock ,  and  convey  to 
the  ears  of  the  poor  girl  whom  we  have  men- 
tioned ,  the  welcome  intelligence  of  Jules's 
assent  to  marry  her ;  and  thus  again  to  place 
her  in  the  station,  from  which  she  had 
fallen  ,  through  the  wily  artifices  of  the  young 
Rou«! 

In  due  course » the  travelling  cabriolet  of  the 
protestant  minister  drove  up.  With  tears  of 
real  sorrow,  he  bid  adieu  to  his  old  friend , 
the  Baron,  whom  he  still  hoped  to  see  once 
more  in  life ;  as  Jules  had  faithfully  promised 
to  write  to  him,  and  summon  him,  should  the 
aged  noble  get  worse ;  and  while  the  elder  de 
Fleurville  felt  the  most  poignant  grief  at 
parting  with  his  old  friend;  a  feeling  only 
equalled  by  the  delight  of  his  son  in  thus  seeing 
the  great  bar  to  his  immorality  removed;  the 
worthy  pastor  travelled  towards  his  home ,  his 
Christian  flock. 

Three  days  had  elapsed,  since  the  departure 
of  Armande.  The  Baron  had  strictly  kept  his 
room.     Jules  had   already  formed  connexions 
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in  Geneva ,  when  returning  late  one  afternoon , 
he  was  summoned  to  the  presence  of  his  parent. 
It  was  not  now,  however,  to  the  study,  but  to 
the  dying  bed,  of  the  author  of  his  being,  that  the 
confirmed  Rou^  was  conducted.  As  the  door 
opened,  and  he  felt  (*x>nvinced  that  he  was  about 
to  witness  the  death  of  his  Father,  the  reckless 
young  man  almost  felt  a  pang  of  self  upbraiding 
for  the  conduct,  which  had  thus  (he  was  aware), 
hurried  his  father  to  the  grave.  Another  flash 
of  thought,  and  he  remembered,  that  in  the  next 
hour,  he  would  probably  be  the  unchecked 
master  of  a  noble  fortune.  The  blush  of  cons- 
cious guilt  was  blotted  out,  and  the  cloak  of 
hypocrisy  was  required,  to  sooth  the  countenance 
of  one,  whose  pulses  beat  with  hope,  to  see  his 
parent's  latest  sigh  soon  waft  towards  realms  of 
dark  eternity. 

In  this  mood,  he  advanced  towards  the  bed. 
The  setting  sun  now  shed  its  latest  ray  upon 
the  pale  and  emaciated  countenance  of  the 
Baron,  whose  slow  coming  respiration,  and 
closed  eye,  already  bespoke  the  near  approach 
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of  dissolution.  The  youth  seized  one  of  the 
shrunken  bands ,  extended  on  the  bed,  and 
kissing  it  with  affected  fervour,  sank  on  his 
knee  beside  the  dying  couch  of  the  old  man. 
For  a  moment »  no  emotion  was  visible  in  his 
frame ,  and  from  his  unaltered  posture  and  the 
already  deathly  clamminess  of  that  hand, 
Jules  thought  that  his  Father  was  a  corpse. 
Ere  another  minule,  however,  the  Baron  slowly 
opened  his  eyes,  and  beckoning  his  son  to 
bend  over  him ,  he  with  difficulty  uttered  ,  "  I 
am  dying !  promise  me  dien,  to  do  your  Cousin 
justice?  "  Jules  hesitated  not  to  make  the  most 
solemn  assurances  of  his  acquiescence.  The  fast 
declining  noble  almost  smiled,  and  seemed,  for 
a  moment,  from  his  upturned  eye,  and  moving 
lips,  to  offer  up  his  thanks  to  Heaven.  Then 
slowly  pointing  to  a  cabinet,  in  the  corner,  he 
added.  "The  Will  is  there  :  bless  you!  may  — " 
He  pressed  his  hand,  and  as  that  hand 
unclasped,  the  soul  of  the  Baron  was  far  beyond 
the  reach  of  mortal  care. 
Jules  rushed  from  the  room  — The  regular 
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functionaries  went  through  their  usual  routine 
of  duty,  with  all  the  carelessness  which  habit 
gives.  They  closed  his  eyes.  They  stretched 
his  limbs,  and  smoothed  the  pillow  which  now 
supported  but  a  heap  of  dull,  inanimate,  and. 
quick  corrupting,  clay*  The  candles  were  lit; 
the  guardian  of  the  corpse  appointed,  and  every 
rite  and  custom  regularly  and  properly  gone 
through. 

Twas  nearly  midnight ,  when  the  new  Baron 
re-entered.  What  had  been  his  thoughts,  his 
employments,  since  he  had  lost  his  parent,  none 
knew ;  but  a  calm  and  almost  fierce  melancholy 
was  settled  on  hi&  brow,  as  he  slowly  advanced, 
and  waved  for  the  attendants  to  quit  the>oom. 
In  solemn  silence  they  did  so,  and  left,  as  they 
supposed,  the  young  man  to  the  indulgence 
of  his  solitary  grief,  beside  the  corpse  of  him , 
whom  once  he  called  his  Father. 

Jules  locked  the  door,  and  listened  with 
attention  to  their  receding  footsteps,  then,  ap- 
proaching the  bed ,  he  carefully  drew  close  the 
curtains,    as  if  to  shut  out  the  sight  of  that 
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form,  which  sow  lay  silent,  cold,  unconscions. 
Theii,  seizing  <me  of  the  candles,  and  drawing 
from  his  pocket  a  bunch  of  keys,  he  hastily, 
and  without  turning  his  head ,  advanced  to  the 
cabinet,  indicated  by  his  Faih^;  opened  it, 
searched  for  an  instant ,  and  then  drew  forth 
a  docnment  marked  as  ''  The  last  mil  and 
te$tament  of  the  UUe  Baron  Augmie  deFleurtiUe,*' 
and  with  trembling  hands,  tore  it  open,  and 
read  it. 

Its  contents  were  sin4>ie,  divested  of  legal 
technicalities ,  he  at  once  found  its  purport , 
which  was,  **  that  on  the  day  of  the  mairiage 
of  his  only  son  Jules,  with  his  Cousin,  Biarie 
de  Saint  Val,  he  should  become  possessed  of 
every  property  belonging  to  his  Father,  except, 
texL  thousand  francs,  which  as  a  memento  of 
friendship,  he  left  to  his  old  friend  Antoine 
Armando,  and  a  like  sum  to  be  paid  to  the  poor 
of  his  native  town.  " 

The  Heir  could  no  longer  conceal  his  pas- 
sion. "  What!  am  I  to  be  thus  compelled  to  wed 
a  woman  ,  who  has  lost  her  chastity?  and  would 
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again,  perhaps,  if  tempted.  Am  I  to  pay  ten 
thousand  francs  to  one,  who  basely  has  advi- 
sed this  step?  and  yet  another  princely  sum, 
to  wretched  paupers?  No,  —  no!  —  the 
drivelling  old  man  was  in  his  dotage  when 
he  made  such  stipulations,  —  stipulations 
which  I  laugh  at.  Am  I  not  heir?  —  sok  heir? 
—  Are  not  these  wide  possessions  mine  by 
ri^t?  the  only  bar,  this  priest-dictated  do- 
cument, which  would  shackle  my  fair  freedom , 
and  rob  me  of  my  just  inheritance?  The  law 
is  clear.  An  only  son  inherits,  where  no 
will  exists.  Why  should  a  foolish  paper  then 
deprive  me  of  my  every  hope  ?  Thus, —  thus , 
I  spoil  the  plans  of  two  old  silly  fanatics!  " 
And  in  another  moment,  the  cabinet  was 
carefully  locked  ,  and  the  paper  thrust  into  the 
fire. 

As  the  flames  seized  upon  this  last  expres- 
sion of  the  dead  man's  wishes,  Jules  could  have 
sworn  he  heard  a  groan  proceed  from  the 
corpse ,  which  lay  upon  the  bed.  Half  frenzied, 
alarmed,  yet  braving;  trembling,  fearing  ,  yet 
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unbelieving;  the  new  Baron  rushed  from  the 
room,  oyercome,  as  the  domestics  supposed, 
by  feelings  of  maddening  grief.  Of  deep  regret 
for  his,  still  warm,  parent. 
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A  fortnight  had  elapsed ,  the  Baron  had  been 
interred  with  becomuig  pomp ,  mourning  had 
been  put  on ,  the  regular  steps  gone  through 
on  taking  possession  of  the  Estates  by  the  young 
heir,  every  worldly  ceremonial  had  been  com- 
plied with,  and  Jules  only  awaited  some  tardy 
legal  matters  to  be  completed  to  start  off  for 
''  sunny  Italy/'  when  he  was  startled  from  his 
dream  of  bliss,  one  morning,  by  the  unwel- 
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come  apparition  of  Armande's  carriage,  slowly 
rolling  up  the  avenue.  From  it  he  saw  the 
worthy  pastor  step,  and  apparently  enquire  for 
the  health  of  his  old  friend  !  The  servant ,  who 
had  opened  the  door,  had  evidently  given  him 
the  melancholy  intelligence  of  his  demise ;  and 
in  the  $ucceedin([  moment,  he  saw  the  old 
clergyman  stagger,  and  fall,  into  the  arms  of 
his  serving  man ,  who  now  carefully  supported 
his  fainting  burden  to  the  room  he  had  ever 
been  in  the  habit  of  occupying.  Jules  rang  the 
bell,  ordered  that  every  attention  should  be 
shown  to  his  late  Father's  friend ,  and  mount- 
ing his  horse,  quickly  galloped  towards  Geneva, 
anxious  to  throw  off  his  air  of  confusion,  and 
determine  on  the  line  of  conduct  he  should 
adopt,  ere  he  met  the  enquiries  of  the  ipan  he 
had  so  basely  wronged. 

A  few  hours,  and  he  returned;  his  heart 
thoroughly  steeled  against  any  reproaches  or 
entreaties  which  Armande  might  make.  In 
the  study,  he  found  the  pastor,  whose  swollen 
eyes  bespoke  the  acuteness  of  that  sorrow , 
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which  had  burst  forth  on  hearing  of  the  death 
of  his  old  companion.  Th»  straggle ,  however, 
seemed  over ;  and  in  a  voice  of  well  subdued 
grief,  he  offered  to  Jules  condolences  at  once 
sincere  and  honest.  After  a  short  lapse  y  he 
alluded  to  the  strange  fact  of  the  late  Baron 
dying  intestate ,  stating  his  firm  conviction 
that  some  error  must  exist.  Some  cabinet 
must  still  contain  the  hitherto  undiscovered 
deed?  Jules ,  however ,  denied  the  fact;  and 
with  an  apparently  candid  mien,  accompanied 
Armande  in  a  second  search ,  which  they 
together  made  through  the  usual  depositaries 
of  the  late  Baron.  The  young  heir  laughing 
in  his  sleeve,  at  the  futile  attempts  to  discover 
a  document,  he  well  knew  to  be  beyond  the 
reach  of  man. 

Once  more  they  re-entered  the  study,  and 
the  Rou^  hoped  the  subject  now  might  drop. 
In  this  he  was  disappointed.  The  Curate 
closed  the  door,  and  drawing  his  chair  close 
to  Jules ,  on  whom  he  fixed  his  sternest  gaze, 
he    slowly  spoke ;    "  There  was  a  Will ,  I 
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am  certain,  '*  And  be  seemed  as  if  he  sought 
to  scan  the  features  of  the  youth  for  more 
explicit  answer  than  mere  words.  But  the 
young  Baron  quailed  not  as  he  carelessly  re- 
plied )  ^*  Indeed  I  cannot  tell ,  all  that  I  know 
is ;  I  never  sa;Bir  one." 

"  Then  let  me  tell  you  that  /  did  !  — 
I  saw  and  witnessed  a  Will  deposited  safely 
in  the  cabinet  we  have  just  searched,  from 
which  it  must  have  been  feloniously  extract- 
ed." 

The  youth  could  scarcely  repress  an  involun- 
tary start,  and  he  inwardly  cursed  the 
meddling  old  man,  while,  the  better  to  conceal 
his  feelings,  he  assumed  an  air  of  hurt 
pride,  which  the  pastor  seemed  not  however ,  to 
observe,  as  he  proceeded;  "That  Will  be- 
queathed to  me  ten  thousand  francs.  A  sum 
which  I  should  not  have  taken,  possessing,  as 
I  do ,  an  ample  competency  to  supply  my  tri- 
fling wants."  Jules  bowed,  and  acknowledged 
the  generosity  of  his  offered  sacrifice ;  and  the 
Clergyman  proceeded  ,   "  It  further  gave  ten 
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thousand  francs  to  the  poor  of  Geneva.  As 
their  almoner,  as  the  steward  of  this  charita- 
ble bequest,  I  cannot  give  up  their  rights, 
and  therefore  hope,  that  though  no  legal 
power  compels  ;  your  ovm  good  heart  vnll 
suggest  the  propriety  of  fulfilling  the  last  v^ish 
of  your  respected  parent." 

"  What  virarrant  have  I,  that  his  wish  was 
thus?"  , 

''The  solemn  assurance  of  one,  who  wit- 
nessed the  deed  now  lost.  In  the  presence  of 
the  Most  High ,  I  pledge  myself  to  the  fact." 

Jules  bowed  coldly  and  steadily  replied, 
"  I  cannot  doubt  you.  But,  as  my  means  are 
limited  ;  I  must  most  positively  decline  to 
throw  away,  any  part  of  an  inheritance  which 
I  conceive  barely  suflScient  to  support  my 
rank." 

Antoine  Armando  now  looked  with  sternest 
mien  ;  and  his  naturally  deep  voice ,  sounded 
harshly  in  the  ear  of  the  profligate. 

*'  One  only  question  more.  Are  you  ready 
to  fulfil   your  promise  to  your  Father?  the 
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condition  on  which  he  left  you  his  fortune? 
A  condition  9  stated  in  the  abstracted  document. 
Will  you,  I  say,  will  you  unite  your  fate, 
with  that  of  her,  whom  you  have  seduced  ?  " 

**  My  dear  Sir,  I  must  confess  this  conduct 
seems  most  strange ,  and  tempts  me  in  the 
strongest  manner  to  protest  against  your 
( doubtless  well  meant ,  but  very  uncalled  for) 
interference.  To  put,  however,  the  question 
at  once  to  rest,  I  beg  to  inform  you,  in  the 
most  unequivocal  manner,  that  I  have  made  up 
my  mind,  never  to  marry." 

"  You  refuse  then  to  marry  her  whom  you 
have  ruined?  Her,  who  for  your  sake,  now 
feels  the  scorn  of  a  cruel  and  unforgiving 
world.  Where  is  the  promise  which  you  made 
to  him;  now  in  Heaven?  Where  that  compunc- 
tion which  you  lately  felt?  In  the  name  of 
Hni,  whose  minister  I  am,  I  beseech  you  to 
reflect  ere  thus,  you  heedlessly  lose  your  o^n 
soul,  and  wreck  her  happiness..  Comply  with 
this  one  prayer  of  your  deceased  Father,  and 
I  will  not  only  pledge  myself  never  again  to 

M. 
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intrnde  upon  you ,  but  I  will  pay  the  money  to 
the  poor,  that  he  intended  to  have  be- 
queathed. " 

"  Pshaw!  —  silly  dreams,  —  I've  told  you 
my  resolve;  (and  I  never  break  my  word)  no 
moralizing  folly  can  ever  shake  me.  " 

'^  One  only  way  is  left  then ,  "  said 
Armande,  as  he  arose ,  and  approaching  an 
opposite  door,  he  opened  it.  *'  One  only 
appeal  can  1  now  make. ''  And  he  introduced 
into  the  room,  Marie  de  Saint  Yal;  the 
truly  penitent  victim  of  the  present  Baron  de 
Fleurville.  She  was  followed  by  two  persons : 
one  of  whom  Jules  recognized  as  the  village 
laviryer;  the  other  the  Clergyman  of  Gex.  At  first 
he  stood  confounded.  He  however  recovered 
himself,  and,  bowing  with  affected  levity,  de- 
manded *'  the  meaning?  —  the  cause?  —  of  this 
honour?  "  as  he  sneeringly  entitled,  ^'  the 
htfnour  of  tbis  visit?  "  » 

Armande  replied  not;  but,  sizing  the  poor 
girl  by  the  hand,  he  led  her,  shrinking,  up  to 
Jules,    and    demanded,    for    the    last    time. 
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whether  he  would  marry  the  wretched  woman, 
who  now  knelt  sobbing  at  his  feet? 

The  group  were  all ,  save  Fleurville,  melted 
into  tears;  while  he ,  with  look  of  ill  supressed 
passion y  loudly  replied,  "  Never!  never!  my 
will  is  fixed.  So  now  I  pray  you  leave  me , 
and  take  hence  this  toantcm  from  my  pre- 
sence !  " 

The  poor  girl  fell ,  almost  insensible ,  on  the 
floor,  while  Jules  rang  hastily  the  bell,  and 
desired  his  servants  to  see  the  party  out.  In 
the  mean  time  however,  the  Clergyman  had 
raised  the  penitent,  and  coolly  advancing  to  the 
table,  he  thus  spoke;  ''  Since  this  is  your 
conduct,  since  nothing  can  move  you,  learn  in 
your  turn,  your  sentence.  Know,  wicked  pro- 
fligate! that  this  house,  and  land,  and  all 
your'  late  Father's  wealthy  belong  to  me. 
Moos  Delaval,  the  advocate  who  stands  yonder, 
possesses  the  Will  made  in  my  favour,  long 
ere  your  return,  which  now  holds  good,  and 
gives  me  full  inheritance. 

Jules  started,  nearly  maddened  at  the  blow; 
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and  wildly  exclaimed.  **  Not  so !  impossible !  you 
hum  full  well  another  Will  has  ^ttee  been  made. 
You  said  you  sau)  it.  How  can  you  then  claim?  " 

"  Produce  that  Will  then ,  "  coolly  rejoined 
the  Pastor, 

"  I  cannot "  cried  de  Fleurville,  striking  his 
forehead,  and  tearing  his  hair, ''  I  cannot^  —  I 
destroyed  it!'' 

"Destroyed  it?" 

'*  Yes,  — yes  —  in  a  moment  of  folly;  but 
what  of  that?  I  know  your  goodness ,  you  will 
not  take  advantage  of  it?  I'll  give  you  your 
Legacy;  nay,  if  you  wish:  I'll  doubh  it.  I'll 
give  the  ten  thousand  francs  to  the  poor,  and 
marry  my  cousin.  I'm  sure  you  want  no  more; 
you  would  not  ruin  me?  " 

It  was  now  the  Pastor's  turn.  He  drew 
himself  up  to  his  fiill  height,  and  solemnly 
pronounced;  "  Tis  too  late  now.  Marie  shall 
never  wed  so  base  a  wretch.  For  myself, 
I  will  not  benefit  by,  this,  your  infamous  con- 
duct, but  I  here  in  presence  of  all,  take  -pos- 
session of  the  whole  property  left  by  the  late 
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Baron  de  Fleurville,  and  will  make  it  over, 
with  the  least  possible  delay  to  his  next  heir ; 
Marie  de  Saint  Yal !!  For  yon^  degenerate  boy ! 
you  still  shall  have  a  trifling  competence.  Let 
time  and  this  severe  lesson  work  a  change  in 
you.  That  once  effected,  come  to  me,  and  you 
shall  never  want  a  home ;  till  then,  begone  ! 
Nay  tarry  not.  I've  power  to  enforce  it.  Your 
presence  shocks  me. 

Jules  looked  round.  Not  one  commiserating 
glance  was  there.  —  He  saw  the  Clergyman 
had  come  prepared  with  proof,  and  all  the 
power  of  the  law;  he  therefore  cast  one  look 
of  savage  indignation  on  the  group,  uttered  one 
deep  curse  on  all  around,  and  fled  for  ever  from 
hii»  late  possessions. 


It  appears  that  some  litigious  member  of 
the  legal  profession  advised  this  young  man  to 
try  the  validity  of  the  Will  produced  by 
Mons  Armando.  The  youth,  in  the  hope  of 
recovering,  had  eagerly  snapped  at  the  idea , 
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and  the  cause  came  before  me  for  trial.  The 
plaintiff,  was  of  course,  not  only  non-suited, 
but  looked  upon  with  horror  by  all  in  Court. 
What  rendered  the  case  more  shocking  was, 
that  on  leaving  the  hall,  he  was  seized  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  suspected  of  having 
joined  a  dangerous  body  of  conspirators  (under 
the  Marquis  de  B — j)  who  had  assembled 
amidst  the  fastnesses  of  the  Jura  mountains. 
Ere  however,  they  bad  time,  fiiUy  to  explain 
to  him,  the  peril  in  which  he  stood,  he  had 
drawn  a  pistol  from  his  breast,  and  as  the  prin- 
cipal witness  in  the  foregoing  trial  passed  him, 
on  his  way  to  leave  the  Court;  the  brains  of  the 
ill-starred  and  unprincipled  youth  stained  the 
clerical  dress  of  him,  who  had  so  strenuously 
tried  to  reclaim  him.  Leaving  another  example 
of  the  never  failing  misery,  which  is  ever  the 
result,  of  profligacy,  and  irreligion.  — 
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IVaplei 


On«  of  Um  mo»t  heart-rendiag  trials,  ov«r  wbicli  it  wm  mj  fat*  erer  to 
pi«nde  ,  WW  that  of  a  Neapolitan  Nobleman.  He  waa  of  a  tall  comman- 
diog  figure.  Hia  atep  ivaa  dignified ,  and  hia  hair  perfectlj  white.  On 
entering  the  court  a  general  mnrmur  of  ill  luppreaacd  commiseration  waa 
heard  on  all  aidea.  Unaware  of  anj  of  the  circumatancea  of  the  case  (at 
ia  the  eti^ettOi  leat  previous  bias  should  influence  the  decision  of  the 
BoDch)  I  rouldnot  help  feeling  the  moat  livelj  surprise  at  thua  aeeing  the 
dignified  old  man  ;  for  hpite  of  hia  erect  and  firm  carriage,  the  Prisoner 
was  •▼identljr  a  man  of  aeventj  ;  atep  into  the  box  allotted  for  the  trial 
of  criminals.  On  turning  to  mj  directions,  I  found  hb  case  noted 
tboa. 

"GioTanni  de  Martini,  Marcheae  di  Ifontifiore,  accused  of  Ihe  murder 
of  hia  onlj  aon,  the  Comte  Enrico  Zampieri."  I  looked  up  ;  could  it  b« 
pos5ible ,  that  under  such  a  noble  exterior,  an  assaasin'a  pnlsea  beat  ; 
again  I  looked  ,  and  1  beheld,  with  unfeigned  horror,  that nerer'tranquil 
aje,  which  tella  of  lunacj  initamost  dreadful  form.  I  would  willinglj 
have  retired  j  but  compelled  bj  mj  dutj  to  preside ,  I  learned  from  eTi- 
dence  the  following  details  which ,  I  will  in  substance  giro,  divested  aa 
far  as  possible,  of  legal  technicalities. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


In  one  of  the  most  romantic  parts  of  the 
Abbruzzi,  is  situated  the  Castel  di  Montifiore. 
The  traveller  of  the  present  day  views  with 
surprise  an  edifice  so  magnificent,  so  well 
adapted  to  resist  the  hand  of  time,  already  foil- 
ing into  ruins,  neglected  and  deserted,  uninha- 
bited (save  a  few  rooms  which  now  serve  as  a 
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bad  resting  place  to  the  weary  voyager)  this 
once  splendid  ch&teau  presents  an  object  of 
admiration  and  curiosity  to  the  visitor  of  the 
Abbruzzi,who  can  scarcely  be  brought  to  believe 
that  sorrow  and  superstition  should  have  thus 
left  unprotected  to  the  unsparing  hand  of  wea- 
ther, a  building  which,  within  the  last  thirty 
years,  is  known  to  have  been,  the  boast,  the 
pride,  of  southern  Italy. 

To  account  for  its  present  appearance,  it  will 
be  necessary  to  recur  to  the  autumn  of  1809; 
when,  on  a  sunny  evening  some  half  an  hour 
before  night  (for  in  these  parts  twilight  is 
unknown)  a  merry  group  of  peasants  were  as- 
sembled on  the  green  sward  in  front  of  the 
castle,  dressed  in  their  very  best  attire,  anxiously 
awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  Comte  Enrico  de 
Zampieri,  the  only  son  of  the  Marquis  di  Monti- 
fiore  their  noble  and  well  loved  Lord. 

It  is  true  the  Marchese  was  a  haughty,  an 
unbending  Chief.  He  spurned,  with  all  the  high 
disdain  of  conscious  rank,  the  thickly  spreading 
heresy,  as  he  was  wont  to  call  the  term,  Equa- 
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iity.     Descended  from  the  Roman  Caesars,  he 
could  not  brook  the  freedom   of  the  present 
fashion,  vfhich  laughed  at  age  and  title,  if  that 
title  was  not  won  by  deeds  of  arms.    But  if 
these  qualities  in  some  degree   checked  the 
love  his.  Tenants  bore  him,  a  thousand  virtues 
endeared    him    to   them.     Justice    the    most 
strict    and    impartial ,   kindness  to    the  old, 
assistance  to  the  infirm,  protection  to  the  weak, 
were  ever  readily  accorded  by  the  noble  posses- 
sor of  the  Castle  of  Montifiore,  who,  at  the 
period  I  speak  of,  held  the  appointment  of  Local 
Judge  in  the  province  (or  as  it  is  oftener  styled, 
the  kingdom)  of  the  Abbruzzi. 

The  Peasantry,  as  I  before  said,  loved  and 
revered  the  Marquis;  but  that  love  was  chequer- 
ed by  restraint  and  fear.  Not  so  the  almost 
adoration  which  they  felt  towards  him,  who 
might  momentarily  be  expected;  brought  up 
amongst  them;  the  sharer  of  their  sports,  the 
ever  ready  mediator  with  his  &ther,  the  com- 
panion of  their  childhood;  Count  Enrico  di 
Zampieri  might,  not  inaptly,  be  styled  the  idol 
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of  his  people.  Some  foar  years,  previous  to  the 
time  I  speak  of,  he  had  suddenly  quitted  his 
paternal  roof  and  joined  a  Regiment  of  French 
Lancers.  In  the  wars  of  Austria ,  he  had  sig- 
nally distinguished  himself,  and  received,  on 
the  Field  of  Battle ,  the  Gross  of  the  Legion;  an 
honour ,  (in  those  times),  well  worth  the  covet- 
ing. His  fortune,  rank,  and  manners,  had 
dazzled  the  heart  and  won  the  advances  of  many 
an  illustrious  Frenchwoman ;  untouched  how- 
ever ,  alike  in  War  and  Love  ^  he  now  hastened 
back  to  the  scenes  of  his  infancy  and  hap- 
piness. 

To  celebrate  his  arrival ,  a  banquet  had  been 
prepared ,  to  which  his  tenantry  were  bidden  ; 
the  old ,  the  young ,  the  healthy,  and  infirm ,  all 
flocked  to  taste  their  masters  cheer ;  and  bid  an 
honest  welcome  to  their  future  Lord.  This 
group  were  now  assembled  on  the  grassy  plat- 
form, which  formed  an  almost  english  lawn, 
between  the  heavy  avenue  of  oak  and  the  prin- 
cipal entrance  to  the  splendid  mansion ,  within 
whose  walls  the  every  hope  of  Enrico  now  re- 
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sided ;  the  cause  at  once  of  his  abrupt  depar- 
ture^  and  his  long  delayed  return.  Agnese  de 
Fiorinza  was  the  daughter  of  a  Sicilian  noble- 
man,  whose  wife  expired  in  giving  birth  to  this 
their  only  child.  Endowed  with  almost  Princely, 
wealthy  he  had  brought  up  his  in&nt  in  a  style 
befitting  her  high  rank  and  expectations,  fondly 
hoping  on  some  future  day  to  see  her  mated  with 
one  worthy  of  her.  Scarcely  however^  had  she 
attained  her  fourteenth  year,  when  death  depri* 
vedher,  of  her  surviving  parent.  He  left  her 
to  the  guardianship  of  his  oldest  and  best  tried 
friend,  the  Marchese  di  Montifiore,  under  whose 
immediate  care  the  wealthy  heiress  had  resided 
since  her  iather's  death,  a  period  of  seven  years; 
for  Agnese  di  Fiorinza,  at  the  opening  of  this 
tale,  had  barely  passed  her  twenty  first  birth 
day;  an  ^och,  which  had  been  to  her  the  date 
of  every  dawning  hope;  the  limit  of  Enrico's 
banishment. 

To  her  alone  he  owed  that  exile.  Brought 
up  for  years  together,  Enrico  had  allowed  the 
soft  and  unobtrusive  charms  of  the  fair  Sicilian 
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to  win  a  heart,  which  she,  who  watched  its  daily 
throbbings,  well  could  estimate.  Untaught  in 
all  the  false,  and  oft  deceiving  glare,  which  dazzles 
and  subverts  the  pure  affection  of  that  heart 
which  mingles  in  the  world,  they  loved  with  all 
the  deep  devotion  of  a  first,  and  lasting  passion. 
Perceived,  at  length,  by  him  who  was  at  once 
a  Guardian  and  a  Father;  awaking  suddenly  from 
a  long  and  delightfnl  dream,  they  lived  to  hear 
the  edict  of  the  Marquis,  which  for  a  time  drove 
forth  an  only  son  from  his  paternal  home.  The 
Marquis  felt  his  first,  his  only  wish,  thus  fally 
accomplished;  and  he  prayed  to  heaven,  on 
some  future  day,  to  see  his  Heir  wedded  to  the 
daughter  of  his  oldest  friend.  But  still  he 
refused  to  sanction ,  until  she  became  of  age, 
a  passion  which  might  seem  to  the  world  as 
based  on  mercenary  motives.  He  therefore  ba- 
nished Enrico  from  his  home  until  the  fair 
Ward  should  have  passed  her  twenty  first 
birth  day.  At  that  period ,  should  Agnese  still 
adore  the  youthful  Count  (who  only  exceeded 
her  in  age  by  some  four  or  five    summers) 
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the  Marquis  promised  his  consent  and  bles- 
sing. Agnese  felt  her  vow  of  constancy 
was  still  intact,  and  knew  her  love  was  well 
and  warm  returned  ,  as  throbbingly  she 
threw  herself  into  the  arms  ofhim,whonow 
with  ardour  pressed  her  to  his  beating,  his 
delighted  breast. 

Within  the  castle  might  also  be  found 
another  member  of  the  family  ;  a  German , 
whose  mother  was  related,  by  no  very  distant 
tie,  to  the  noble  Marquis  di  Hontifiore.  Brought 
up  in  all  the  mysteries  of  a  German  College, 
nursed  in  the  ardour  and  superstition  of  a 
Northern  clime ,  possessing  rank  and  fortune  , 
Gulio  Moreno  was  wont  to  give  fall  scope  to 
all  his  feelings,  a  free  indulgence  to  his  high 
wrought  passions.  Could  he  behold  the  lovely 
Ward  and  feel  indifferent?  —  No. —  He  saw, 
he  felt  her  charms;  unconscious  of  rivalry, 
unaware  of  the  foregoing  facts,  he  loved  with 
deep  devotion ,  and  hoped  ,  when  he  should 
declare  that  love,  to  find  a  warm  return. 

Thus  stood  matters  in  the  Castle ,  when  the 
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banquet  given  in  honour  of  the  Count's  return , 
took  place,  the  period  when  this  tale  com- 
mences ;  a  tale,  at  once  of  Love ,  of  Pride,  of 
deep,  and  lasting,  Misery. 

"  To  the  Health  of  the  Count  Enrico!"  cried 
the  Marquis,  as  every  person ,  present  rose ; 
while  their  joyous  cheer  bespoke  how  popular 
was  that  toast. 

"To  the  Health  of  the  Count  Enrico,"  reite- 
rated the  Chamberlain,  who  presided  at  the 
lower  table  ^  while  every  bumper  emptied , 
their  noble  Entertainer  added  ;  "  Nor  let  our 
glasses  ere  be  sullied  by  a  meaner  name.  " 
Respondent  to  his  word  ,  each  goblet  was 
dashed  upon  the  marble  floor,  in  one  loud 
crash.  The  Marquis  smiled  to  see  the  love 
his  tenants  bore  towards  him,  who  was  to  be 
their  future  lord ;  a  tear  of  Joy  bespoke  the 
feelings  of  Agnese.  But  however  enviable 
might  be  the  feelings  of  a  father  thus  to  see 
a  son  beloved ;  however  general  the  joy  which 
greeted  his  return ;  there  was  one  ,  who  joined 
not   in  the  sentiment ,     who  sat  abstracted  , 
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and  ever  and  anon  ,  as  looks  of  kindly  meaning 
passed  between  the  Count  and  Agnese,  in- 
wardly cursed  the  fate  which  thus  pourtrayed, 
the  idol  that  he  worshipped,  as  a  heartless 
c6quette.  How  else  could  Gulio  interpret  it  ? 
evidently  that  heart  which  once  he  thought  his 
own ,  now  warm  responded  to  the  unchecked 
looks  of  admiration,  with  which  Enrico  con- 
stantly greeted  the  fair  Ward.  The  banquet 
still  continued ;  all  was  mirth  ;  yet  Gulio 
could  not  bring  himself  to  join  in  any  of  the 
good  wishes,  openly  expressed  in  favour 
of  the  heir  di  Montifiore.  As  is  usual  on  such 
occasions,  several  tables,  each  adapted  to  the 
peculiar  rank  of  its  occupants,  filled  the  Hall. 
At  that  of  the  Marquis,  were  seated  the 
noble  Entertainer,  his  son,  Agnese ,  the  Con- 
fessor, and  Gulio  Moreno.  Unfortunately  for 
the  latter,  the  seats  had  been  so  arranged  that, 
although  he  could  see ,  and  mark  their 
loving  interchange  of  look,  yet,  not  a  word 
could  Gulio  utter  to  her  whose  every  gesture 
carefully  he  marked.     Miserable  he  sat,   nor 
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could  the  raillery  of  the  Marquis,  the  occa- 
sional observations  of  Agoese,  or  the  long 
stories  of  the  Holy  father  draw  him  from  his 
abstraction.  To  the  first,  he  merely  smiled ; 
to  the  second ,  he  petulantly  answered  ;  while 
to  the  latter,  he  most  unceremoniously  turned 
a  deaf  ear.  In  vain  did  an  "  Orrechiante ,  " 
(or  melodist  by  nature),  start  up;  and  as  if 
inspired  ,  strike  his  jingling  mandoline ,  to 
verses ,  which  he ,  as  an  improvisatore,  had 
composed  upon  the  spot  in  honor  of  the  new 
arrival.  In  vain  had  several  peasants  danced 
a  merry  round  in  gratulation  to  the  Count.  He 
sat  absorbed  in  deep  suppressed ,  yet  burning, 
anger,  until  a  sudden  lull  allowed  him  most 
distinctly  to  hear  the  fair  Ward  use  terms  of 
love,  so  strong,  to  Count  Enrico,  that  frantic 
with  rage ,  unable  longer  to  controul  his  emo- 
tion, the  young  German  hastily  left  the  table, 
and  whispering  a  word  to  his  Page ,  quickly 
quitted  the  room ,  leaving  the  party  amazed , 
yet  fearing  that  some  sudden  illness  had  thus 
caused  his  singular  and  abrupt  departure.     A 
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moments  pause ,  and  the  boy  approached  En- 
rico's chair ,  who  Instantly  rising,  and  apolo- 
gising for  his  temporary  absence ,  followed  the 
Page  out  of  the  banquetting  hall. 

In  the  dark  vestibule  lit  by  a  single  lamp, 
Zampieri  found  his  relative,  pacing  with  frantic 
gestures ,  like  the  caged  lion  up  and  down  the 
marble  floor,  which  sounded  loudly,  as  he  ever 
and  anon  would  stop  and  stamp  with  direst 
rage.  He  scarcely  perceived  the  entrance  of 
Enrico,  till  roused  by  the  latter,  who  addressed 
him,  begging  to  know  the  cause  which  had 
thus  urgently  summoned  him  from  the  revel. 
Moreno  stopped,  and  eyeing  him  with  looks 
of  bitter  scorn,  demanded  how  he  had 
dared  to  speak  in  terms  of  love  to  Agnese  di 
Fiorinza.  The  young  Count  unused  to  brook 
such  language ,  yet  disinclined  to  quarrel 
under  his  father's  roof,  fancying  that  wine  had 
touched  the  German's  brain,  strove  to  avoid  the 
consequences.  "  You  surely  jest ;  my  father's 
guest ,  I  am  sure ,  would  not  speak  thus  in 
serious  mood ;  or  wine  may  perhaps,  have  lent 
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its  fires  to  blind  his  better  judgement.  To-mor- 
row we'll  discuss  the  question." 

"  Not  so" — interrupted  the  infuriated  youth. 
"  Not  so — this  day,  this  hour,  shall  you  answer 
me. 

"  Nay  "  answered  Enrico,  still  determined  to 
forbear,  yet  feeling  it  a  difficult  task,  ^^  if  such 
is  your  mood  ,  FU  leave  you  till  we  meet  again, 
beneath  some  other  roof, "  and  he  turned  to 
leave  the  vestibule. 

^'  It  is  then,  as  I  thought,"  thundered  Gulio, 
barring  his  passage ,  *■  you  are  a  coward  /" 
and  he  made  a  menace  as  if  to  s  rike  the 
Count. 

Patience  could  no  longer  hold  her  reign, 
another  instant,  and  their  swords  were  crossed, 
while  the  Page ,  an  unobserved  witness  of  the 
quarrel ,  rushed  back  with  loudest  screams ,  to 
call  in  friends  to  separate  them.  Nor  had  they 
scarcely  time  to  exchange  a  single  pass,  when 
the  wide  doors  were  thrown  open,  and  fol- 
lowed by  a  crowd  of  retainers ,  bearing  lights, 
Agnese  rushed    in   between  them.     Clinging 
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hysterically  to  Enrico ,  she  soon  perceived  he 
was  unhurt,  and  throwing  herself  into  his  arms, 
she  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

**  Are  you  not  shamed  to  shew  a  passion 
thus,  to  one  so  recently  arrived,  so  little 
known  to  you  ?  ''*  tauntingly  demanded  Gulio. 

**  Shamed !  No/'  exclaimed  Agnese,  quitting 
his  arms,  and  drawing  herself  up  with  dignity/' 
'^ proud  am  I  to  declare,  Enrico  di  Zampieri, 
my  Laved !  Betrothed ! ! " 

''  Betrothed  ?  then  I  am  lost  I"  and  throwing 
down  the  weapon,  which  he  lately  grasped , 
the  Baron  rushed  from  the  presence  of  the 
almost  electrified  group. 


25 
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The  explanation  given  in  the  last  chapter, 
had  been  communicated  to  Gulio.  From  it , 
he  learned ,  how  futile  had  been  his  dream  of 
passion,  how  wrong  his  conduct  towards  Enrico; 
heartbroken  and  abashed ,  he  had  sought  his 
relative  ;  and  while  his  bosom  heaved  with 
sighs  of  disappointed  love,  he  made  apology 
most  ample ,  for  having  thus  allowed  an  almost 
maddening  shock  to  have  so  robbed  him  of  all 
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proper  courtesy.  Zampieri ,  filled  with  joy 
himself,  could  scarce  refuse  to  pity  and  for- 
give y  his  unsuccessful  rival.  Closely  clasping 
the  proffered  palm  of  his  Father's  guest,  he 
hesitated  not  to  vow  eternal  and  unalterable 
friendship.  Not  so  the  Marquis,  he  felt  in- 
dignant that  his  son  should  thus  have  drawn 
his  sword  upon  one ,  around  whom ,  the  halo  of 
hospitality  should  have  shed  its  brightest  rays, 
nor  could  he  be  prevailed  upon  to  see  his  son , 
who  (  as  the  old  Noble  thought )  had  cast  a 
stigma  on  the  high  bred  race  from  whom  he 
sprang.  Agnese,  too,  fek  agitated.  She  would 
not,  could  not,  be  brought  to  believe  the 
reconciliation,  thus  effected,  was  sincere.  A 
word ,  a  look ,  might  re-kindle  the  fire  thus 
hastily  quenched ;  and  feelings  hardly  smo- 
thered ,  might  burst  forth  again,  with  fresh  and 
sudden  violence. 

Secretly  she  prayed,  within  her  oratory, 
that  Gulio's  departure,  which  was  fixed  for 
the  third  day  after  the  Counts  return,  might 
arrive,  and  pass  over ,  in  calm  and  safety. 
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Thus  stood  matters  on  the  6^*^  of  Septem- 
ber 1809,  the  eve  of  Moreno's  quitting  the 
Abbruzzi ,  perhaps  for  ever .  The  meridian 
heat  of  the  sun  had  passed  away;  and  the  length- 
ening shadows  of  the  trees  and  mountains, 
and  the  cooling  breeze »  which  now  fanned  the 
face  of  the  lovely  Ward,  told  of  that  evening 
hour  of  balmy  rest,  which  only  can  be  found 
in  Italy.  She  sat  before  an  open  vnndow , 
which  overlooked  the  tranquil  Pescara.  Be- 
side her  stood,  at  once,  her  love,  her  pride,  the 
idol  of  her  earthly  worship.  The  hand,  which 
lately  touched  the  Spanish  Guitar,  was  now 
enclosed  in  his.  Those  eyes  so  blue,  so  clear, 
now  fixed  on  him,  were  filled  with  tears  of 
joy;  but  yet,  I  may  not  say,  of  pleasure;  for  they 
could  scarcely  turn  away,  fearing  to  lose  a  single 
look  of  him ;  dreading  to  awaken  from  their 
dream  of  love.  Gently  her  head  had  sunk 
upon  his  shoulder,  and  Enrico  almost  felt 
a  vnsh  that  earth  and  all,  might  in  that  moment 
end  ;  that  he  might  never  quit  a  position  so 
enviable  ,    so  blissful;     clasping    v^thin    his 
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arms  bis  every  hope  and  wish  ;  his  fondly 
adored  Agnese.  As  they  thus  sat,  in  truly 
womanly  caprice ,  she  chided  him  ;  although 
she  never  thought  him  wrong;  she  still 
reproached  him  with  the  excess  of  a  love,  she 
proudly  coveted ;  nor  would  have  changed ,  or 
even  abated,  for  a  host  of  worlds. 

**  You  should  not  thus  give  way  to  passion. 
Your  father  still  is  angered.  Why  then  give 
room  even  to  him  to  say  you  are  wrong? I  like 
it  not,  Enrico,  indeed  I  do  not.  Nor  do  I  feel 
quite  happy  on  the  subject : "  and  the  fair  Ward 
pouted  with  a  winning  archness. 

"  Nay  by  my  souls  best  hope  I  could  not  help 
it.  The  love  I  bear  thee  sweetest,  urged  me 
on ;  the  adoration  that  I  feel,  fast  growing  as 
the  eastern  storm;  that  love  which  none  e'er 
equalled.  By  this  token  do  I  swear,  to  it,  alone 
I  owe  my  fault,''  and  he  imprinted  on  the  cheek 
of  Agnese,  a  warm,  an  agitated  kiss,  who  start- 
ii^  up ,  and  flying  from  him  in  all  the  natural 
coquetry  which  rules  in  womans  breast,  alike 
within  the  fastnesses  of  the  Abbruzzi ,  as  in  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


270  THE  AFFIANCED. 

polished  court,  she  thus  exclaimed,  ^'  How  dif- 
ferent is  woman's  love,  to  man's  intemperate 
passion!!  ''  and  snatching  up  her  Guitar,  she 
sang  the  following  lines  in  tones  almost  sera- 
phic. 

straight  from  the  heart ,  the  soothiDg  balm 
0*er  ev'ry  sense  now  stealing, 
Each  angry  passion  seems  to  calm , 
And  hallows  every  feeling. 
Joyful ,  I  court  it*s  sunny  rest , 

And  nestle  close  the  Dove, 
Which  bears  the  Olive  to  my  breast , 

And  sways  a  woman*s  love. 

Love  to  a  man  is  merely  sport , 
The  pastime  of  an  hour , 
His  heart  by  wit ,  or  beauty  caught , 
Succumbs  to  Cupid^  power. 
But  woman  knows  no  changing  strife  ; 

Fixed  ,  as  the  skies  above  , 
She  quits  the  feeling  ,  but  with  life  -, 

For  Life. . .  is  Woman's  Love  I 

"  Nay,  you  wrong  our  sex.  Tis  only  to  the 
fickle  maid,  who  wins  our  smiles,  to  wreck  our 
future  happiness,  that  we  thus  can  act, "  exclaim- 
ed Enrico,  as  Agnese  concluded.     **  Oh,  could 
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you  read  my  heart  you  would  not  thus  believe 
in  man's  inconstancy.  "  As  he  thus  reproached 
her,  he  had  seized  her  hand ,  and  nothing  loth , 
the  fair  Italian  had  allowed  him  to  draw  her 
near  him,  till  she  could  feel  the  very  fanning 
of  his  breath,  and  mark  the  throbbings  of  a 
hearty  which  only  beat  for  her;  when  the  abrupt 
entrance  of  the  head  Guardia  di  Gaccia,  at  once 
recalled  them  to  a  cold  respect.  The  man  but 
bowed ,  and  seemingly  unconscious  of  his  mis- 
timed presence ,  informed  the  Count ;  that  Gulio 
Moreno  was  already  armed  and  waited  his 
arrival.  Agnese  shrieked ,  and  rushing  towards 
her  lover,  anxiously  demanded  an  explana- 
tion. 

"  Nay, dearest  Girl,  be  not  thus  easily  moved. 
Giuseppe  here  will  tell  y.ou  that  this  morning 
several  deer  have  been  perceived  on  yonder 
crags.  My  kinsman  and  myself,  would  fain 
o  ertake  them.  He  boasts  of  German  modes  of 
sport,  and  I  feel  anxious  that  he  should  not 
quit  these  parts ,  believing  us  to  be  unapt  in 
manly  exercises. '' 
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"  Nay,  nay,  you  would  deceive  me  ?  " 
'*  By  Heavens,  I  would  not,  *'  impetuously  re- 
joined Enrico;  but  if  it  gives  you  pain,  FU  give 
up  the  recreation ,  although  I  fear  it  will  offend , 
and  seem  a  slight  to  friendship.  I  rather  would 
however,  thus  appear  unc^urteous,  than  give  you 
uneasiness. " 

**  Not  so,  twas  but  a  womans  foolish  fears 
that  urged  me  to  dissuade  you.  Go,  my  beloved; 
but  remember,  let  no  foolish  word,  or  trifling 
difference ,  provoke  a  quarrel.  Your  father  still 
is  sore  incensed.  The  world  would  judge  you 
harshly.  Armed;  in  a  moment,  consequences, 
dreadful  to  think  upon ,  might  ensue.  I  feel  a 
strange,  a  terrible  foreboding.  "  On  looking  up 
with  tender  solicitude ,  Agnese  saw  Enrico's 
brow  was  farrowed  vrith  a  ray  of  care ,  and  she 
rejoined,  "  Nay,  dear  Enrico,  I  was  wrong. 
Twas  but  my  anxious  love,  which  thus  gave 
terrors  to  thy  departure.  Go,  but  remem- 
ber, that  my  constant  prayer  shall  hover  round 
thee,  and  for  her  sake,  who  thus  loves  thee, 
be  carefal ,  be  cautious.  "  Zampieri  almost  de- 
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termined  not  to  go;  and  was  about  to  speak. 
The  fair  Ward,  however,  ere  he  could  reply, 
was  gone.  With  a  lowly  uttered  benediction , 
he  turned  towards  Giuseppe ;  and  the  next  hour^ 
found  him  with  his  relative  far  from  his  father's 
Castle. 


"Nay,  you  know  not,  kinsman,  how  severe  are 
storms,  in  these  parts,  or  you  would  at  once 
hearken  to  my  advice,  and  seek  the  castle, 
with  instant  speed,  '*  urged  Enrico  to  his  cousin. 
"  In  less  than  half  an  hour  it  will  burst  over 
us." 

"  What!  and  relinquish  our  sport ,  without  a 
single  trophy  of  success  ?  In  spite  of  rain  and 
tempest.  Til  yet  bear  back  some  token  that  I 
am  no  bungler.  But  I  forgot " ,  sighmgly  added 
Gulio,  and  his  voice  was  at  once  lowered."  You 
have,  indeed  temptation  to  turn  back,  once 
more  to  greet,  the  smile  that  hangs  on  thy 
return ;  while  I  the  sport  of  fortune ,  the  mark 
for  every  shaft  of  care.  —  But  why  do  I  thus* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


274  THE  AFFIANCED. 

try  to  damp  tby  happiness,  by  an  unpleasant 
recital?  Why  thrust  on  the  happy  son  and  lover, 
the  woes  of  the  orphan,  the  rejected  suitor  ? 
Enough;  see  you  on  yonder  crag,  some  liTing 
animal?  —  it  is  a  Deer,  but  much  I  fear  beyond 
our  reach. " 

"  Nought  but  a  rifle  ball  could  strike  it 
down ,  it  is  at  least  two  hundred  yards  off." 

*^  You  think  the  shot  for  fowling  piece,  im- 
possible V* 

"  I  do/'— 

*'My  chesnut  horse  against  your  English 
gun  I  hit  it?" 

"  Well  as  you  seem  deterquined ;  Done." 

During  this  conversation ,  Gulio  had  coolly 
drawn  a  charge  of  shot,  intended  only  for 
birds ,  and  placed  within  his  gun  a  ball. 
Ere  Enrico's  last  word  was  well  uttered,  he 
had  taken  a  steady  aim ,  and  in  the  next  mo- 
ment ,  the  body  of  the  deer  bounded  from 
crag  to  crag,  till  it  rested  on  a  peak  of  rock 
some  thirty  yards  above  their  heads.  Enrico 
almost  could  have  believed  that  Caspar  (whose 
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history  has  since  been  dramatised),  now  stood 
before  him. 

'^  So  fine  a  shot  I  never  saw ;  nor  could  I 
have  believed  it  possible.  It  is  indeed  a  feat 
well  wordi  recomiting.  On  our  arrival  at  the 
castle  we'll  drink  your  health,  and  skill ,  in 
our  first  bumper,  Gulio ;  so  let  us  haste  and  do 
you  honor,  ere  the  rain  descends." 

"  What !  and  leave  my  prize,  the  warranty 
of  my  trutli  behind  ?  I  would  not  fail  to  carry 
back  that  deer,  for  half  my  fortune.  It  is 
close  at  hand  ;  TU  quickly  fetch  it,  and 
overtake  you." 

**  Not  so ,"  said  Enrico  ,  and  calling  a  peasant 
who  at  this  moment  passed ,  he  urged  Moreno 
to  let  him  ascend,  and  bear  the  Antlers  to 
the  castle,  while  they  speedily  retraced  then* 
steps ;  to  satisfy  his  cousin,  the  Baron  called 
the  Boor,  and  pulling  out  his  purse,  offered 
him  a  considerable  sum  ^  go  and  bring  the 
desired  trophies  to  the  castle  di  Montifiore. 
The  man ,  however,  pleaded  a  broken  leg  as 
an  excuse  for  non-compliance  ;  urging ,  under 
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such  circumstances,  the  impossibility  of  climb- 
ing up  a  steep  ,  dangerous  even  to  the  most 
sure  footed  clamberer,  and  he  passed  on.  En- 
rico would  have  again  pressed,  but  Gulio  laugh- 
ingly turned  round  and  added,  **  I  have 
surprised  you  once  to-day ;  I  will  again  do  so. 
Go,  my  good  cousin,"  and  seek  the  ch&teau, 
with  your  utmost  speed.  Til  bet  my  Ghesnut 
horse ,  again,  against  your  English  dog,  that, 
spite  of  all  your  haste.  111  reach  it  first ; 
and  in  my  hands ,  the  head  of  yonder  deer. 
So  to  the  task ,  unless  you'd  make  me  think 
you,  sluggish  as  a  Roman."  Without  pause 
the  German  commenced  his  ascent,  leaving 
Enrico  the  only  alternative,  that  of  returning 
widi  the  utmost  celerity  to  avoid  the  storm, 
which  even  now  began  to  sigh  and  howl  amid 
the  stunted  pines,  which  clad  the  surrounding 
mountains. 

The  storm  wich  now  raged  shook  the  very 
foundations  of  the  Chateau.  Night  had  sud- 
denly thrown  her  veil  around,  as  if  to  give 
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more  vivid  effect  to  the  forked  lightning, 
which  already  ( to  the  great  dismay  of  the 
superstitious  menials )  had  stricken ,  and  in  an 
instant  destroyed,  an  oak  which  stood  some 
fifty  paces  from  the  principal  entrance  of  the 
castle  y  where  it  had  flourished  upwards  of  a 
Century,  defying  time  and  tempest.  To  this 
oak  several  legends  were  attached ,  involving , 
as  it  were  9  in  the  fate  of  this  tree  ,  the  fortunes 
of  the  Montifiore  family,  which  by  a  strange 
coincidence  appeared  to  flourish  or  decay  with 
the  same  prosperity  or  blight ,  as  that  which 
visited  the  forest  King.  The  thunder,  pealing 
loudly,  almost  drowned  the  clamour  raised  by 
this  accident,  amongst  the  alarmed  servants, 
who  crowded  together  in  the  hall.  The  rain 
fell  in  constant  torrents,  while  the  Marquis 
felt  the  most  poignant  anxiety ,  which  ever 
and  anon  tempted  him  to  enquire  whether  his 
son  and  nephew  had  yet  ♦eturned ;  at  whose 
absence  he  was  greatly  uneasy,  and  for  whose 
safety  he  felt ,  each  instant ,  an  increased 
alarm. 

24 
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In  the  large  gothic  window  of  the  banqaet* 
ting  hall ,  the  scene  of  many  a  revel ,  ( but 
now  unlit,  save  by  a  single  lamp)  stood  Agnese, 
holding  on  high ,  a  sort  of  earthen  cup , 
from  which  a  flame  arose  so  considerable,  as 
to  be  seen  at  some  distance.  This  light  she 
continually  waved  up  and  down ,  hoping  it 
might  serve  as  a  beacon  to  guide  the  steps  of 
her  Enrico ,  towards  bis  fathers  mansion.  Be- 
side her  stood  Anina ,  her  serving  woman ; 
attached  from  childhood  to  the  fair  Ward 
who  was  at  once  her  mistress  and  her  foster 
sister  ;  whose  life  she  would  have  willingly 
saved ,  even  at  the  hazard  of  her  own ;  and 
to  please  whom  alone,  she  thus  had  dared  to 
approach  a  casement  through  whose  sashes, 
the  angry  lightning  seemed  to  pour,  forming 
as  it  reflected  through  the  many  coloured 
panes,  a  thousand  objects  of  terror  to  the 
superstitious^  mind  o(  an  Italian  peasant. 

Unable  longer  to  bear  the  light,  Agnese 
threw  herself  on  a  rude  chair ,  beseeching 
A.nina  to   hold    high  the  lamp,  who  though 
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nearly  blinded  by  the  continual  flashes,  still 
obeyed  with  affectionate  alacrity  the  commands 
of  her  much  loved  mistress.  At  length ,  a 
joyful  shout.  Anina  had  beheld,  during  one 
of  the  most  vivid  of  the  heavenly  illuminations, 
the  Count  Enrico  ;  and  Agnese,  with  eyeballs 
nearly  bursting ,  anxiously  strove ,  amid  the 
deep  night,  again  to  see  the  form  she  held  so 
dear ;  another  flash  ,  and  her  wishes  were 
gratified.  Apparently  unhurt,  she  saw  her 
betrothed.  A  happy  and  thankful  exclamation 
escaped  from  her  ;  in  the  next  moment ,  a 
sickening  sensation  affected  her,  an  undefined, 
yet  increasing  dread  of  coming  evil ,  overcame 
her,  and  she  again  sank  into  her  chair,  slowly 
uttering,  but  with  melancholy  force,"  Heaven 
be  praised  ,  he's  safe !  But  why  ?  Ah  -  why 
ahne?" 

Her  hands,  with  which  she  had  covered  her 
face,  were  gently  withdrawn,  and'  she  beheld , 
before  her,  her  more  than  life,  safe  and  uninju- 
red ;  in  another  moment,  forgetting  all  her  past 
anxieties  she  sank  within  his  arms  ,   and  tears 
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of  joy  fell  fast.  With  fond  devotion  be  gazed 
upon  her,  he  clasped  her  hand  with  feverish 
love ,  and  parted  the  locks ,  which  covered  her 
brow  of  snow.  In  doing  this,  be  naturally 
touched  her  garment ,  and  that  touch  communi- 
cated a  spot  of  blood.  In  a  moment  Agnese 
had  started  from  him  ;  her  lifes  warm  current 
flowed  back  upon  her  heart ,  and  in  a  voice  of 
terror,  amounting  almost  to  a  scream,  she  utter- 
ed, "  Whence  that  stain?  "  Enrico  smiled, 
unable  to  understand  her  strong  emotion,  fan- 
cying it  sprung  from  fear  that  he  was  hurt ;  he 
laughingly  replied ,  **  Nay,  dearest  girl ,  tis  but 
a  scratch  in  climbing  up  the  slippery  rocks,  to 
avoid  the  winding  road.  I've  cut  my  wrist; 
indeed  it  is  no  more  ;  behold  I  "  And  he  bared 
his  wt*ist,  which  shewed  a  trifling  wound.  **  It 
is  not  that ,  it  is  not  that !  "  cried  the  almost 
frantic  Agnese;  "  Say,  say,  I  beseech  you,  where 
is  your  Cousin  ?  "  and  she  looked  sternly  at  him, 
as  if  to  read  his  heart ;  then  violently  casting 
herself  upon  her  knees,  and  clinging  to  him , 
she  beseechingly  uttered,  *^  Tell  me;  tell  me; 
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for  my  heart  is  bursting?  *'  He  gently  raised 
her,  almost  amused  to  see  an  uneasiness  which 
could  so  easily  be  removed  ;  he  soothingly  ex- 
plained, "  A  foolish  bet  detains  the  Baron;  ere 
this  I  feel  convinced  he  is  sorry  for  it ;  he  wa- 
gered he  would  outstrip  me.  Doubtless  caught 
and  astonished  by  the  violence  of  an  Abbruzzan 
storm ,  he  now  seeks  shelter  in  some  mountain 
cave;  for  there  are  many  in  the  path  by  which 
he  passes.  Come  smile  again.  I  swear  this 
tale  is  true,  and  thus  avouch  it ;  ''  and  he  kissed 
the  marble  forehead  of  the  lovely  Ward,  who 
by  degrees^  had  listened  and  believed,  and 
once  again,  within  her  lover's  arms,  already 
smiled  at  fears  now  happily  passed.  At  this 
moment,  the  dooi'  was  rudely  thrown  open,  and 
Anina  rushed  in  ,  (who  during  this  scene  had 
sought  the  Marquis's  chamber  to  assure  him  of 
his  sons  return),  with  looks,  so  full  of  terror,  as 
at  once  to  call  forth  the  most  anxious  enquiries 
from  the  Count  and  Agnese.  For  aii  instant  she 
could  not  speak;  recovering  herself,  however , 

she  hurriedly  pronounced  "  He's  murdered/' 

u. 
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**  Who?  "  cried  the  tremblingly  alive  Agnese , 
"  Who?  "  "  The  Baron  de  Moreno !  "  The  fair 
Italian  heard  no  more;  she  fell  insensible  on  the 
marble  floor,  to  all  appearance  lifeless  as  he, 
whose  death  she  just  had  learnt.  Enrico  stood 
amazed.  In  the  next  moment  steps  were  heard, 
and  the  folding  doors  thrown  open  at  the  foot 
of  the  banquetting  room,  admitted  four  servitors, 
bearing  on  a  couch  the  murdered  body  of  GuUo, 
from  whose  temple  flowed  the  still  warm  blood; 
while  others  bearing  torches,  and  a  host  of 
Sbirri  surrounded  the  bier  of  him ,  who  thus 
had  met  an  untimely  end.  Last  walked  the 
Marquis;  but  how  changed!  his  pallor  more 
affrightful  and  his  eye  more  fixed,  more  glassy, 
than  the  corpse  which  lay  before  him.  The 
melancholy  procession  entered ,  and  in  a  voice, 
which  seemed  to  come  from  the  grave,  the 
Marquis  sternly  uttered,  "  Bar  well  the  doors, 
let  none  stir  hence ;  Officials !  near  approach.  '* 
The  young  Count  shuddered;  why,  he  could  not 
tell ;  but  rushing  towards  his  father ,  uneasy  thus 
to  see  him  pale  and  seeming  indisposed;  shocked 
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at  the  fate  cS  his  friend ,  he  would  have  seized 
his  parent's  handy  who  sternly  drawing  back, 
repulsed  him  with  a  look  of  scorn.  '^  What 
means  this  scene,  my  father?"  ''Gall  me  not  thus 
degenerate  scion  of  a  noble  line.  Call  me  not 
thus,  THOU  xukderer!  "  At  this  title,  Enrico 
seemed  petrified;  but  though  his  tongue  refused 
its  office,  his  gestures  seemed  to  seek  an  expla* 
nation,  ''  You  quitted  this  my  roof  with  him, 
who  now  lies  bleeding  yonder,  under  &ir  sem- 
blance of  friendship?  "  Zampieri  bowed;  "  Pro- 
duce the  weapon?  "  A  servant  approached, 
bearing  an  english  fowling  piece,  **  Is  this  your 
gun?  "  again  Enrico  bowed  ''  Then  though  my 
heart  should  burst,  I  still  will  do  my  duty. 
Know,  unhappy  boy,  that  beside  yon  corpse 
was  found  this  instrument  of  death. " — "  Which 
I  flung  from  me  unloaded ,  as  I  clambered  up  the 
rocks,  and  meant  to  send  a  servitor  to  fetch ," 
eagerly  interrupted  the  youth.  "  Vile  subter- 
fuge !  "  loudly  continued  the  Marquis ;  "  see  the 
recent  marks  of  a  discharge ;  add  not  falsehood 
to  your  crime.    But  I  will  speak  no  more ;  bear 
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him  away!  As  Judge  of  the  Abbruzzi^  I  commit 
you  9  Enrico  di  Zampieri^  as  your  Kinsman's 
murderer. ''  Agnese  had  started  up ,  awakened 
to  a  terrible  sense  of  the  scene  around  her ;  she 
fell  at  the  Marquis's  feet,  exclaiming,  "  No,  no, 
it  cannot  be;  recall,  recall  that  word!  "  But  it 
was  too  late;  the  severe  trial  to  a  fathers  feelings 
was  over;  and  he,  who  had  triumphed,  like 
Brutus ,  over  nature's  sharpest  pang  ;  now 
sank  insensible  into  his  servant's  arms,  as 
Agnese  clasped  his  tottering  limbs,  and  ofiBcers 
of  justice  now  quick  conveyed  Enrico  from  the 
hall. 
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There  is  a  calmness  in  the  view  of  the  bay 
of  Naples ,  on  an  autumnal  day,  unknown  to 
any  other  spot.  Seen  from  the  windows  of 
the  Palazzo  di  Justizia ,  the  glassy  surface  of 
the  ocean »  confined  within  the  bold  limit  of 
the  surrounding  hills ,  reflecting  in  its  bosom 
the  towering  Vesuvius,  and  the  fantastic  Gastel 
del  Uovo,  the  unchequered  blue  sky,  and  the 
green  woodlands  dotted  with  a  thousand  villas ; 
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the  square  rigged  vessels,  which  repose  as 
seeming  fixtures  ;  the  silent  serenity  of  all 
around ,  unbroken  save  by  the  occasional  splash 
of  an  oar,  or  the  vnld  strain  of  a  fishermans 
song;  may  well  tempt  and  delight  the  voyager, 
who  for  the  first  time  feels  the  calming  ef- 
fects of  silent  nature  beneath  a  Neapolitan 
sky.  Such  a  scene  now  met  the  view  of  Ag- 
nese  ;  but  it  could  not  lull  the  throbbing  pulses 
of  her  breast,  or  calm  the  agitation  of  her 
feelings  ;  for  in  the  adjoining  hall ,  a  prisoner 
was  being  tried,  whose  life  now  hung  upon 
the  courts  decision  ;  and  breathless  crowds 
had  thronged  the  Tribunal  to  hear  if  Guilt  or 
Innocence ,  should  stamp  the  fate  of  Enrico  di 
ZampierL 

Agnese,  by  great  interest,  had  procured 
permission  to  remain  in  the  anti-chamber,  and 
she  hushed  her  very  breath,  in  vain  endeavour, 
to  catch  each  passing  sound.  From  several 
persons,  who  had  left  the  court,  Agnese  learnt, 
with  heartfelt  joy,  how  purely  circumstantial 
was  the   evidence  ,    how  vague ,   in   ail    its 
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proofs,  the  accusation  brought  against  her 
lover.  At  length  ,  a  busy  hum  was  heard 
the  Court  had  broken  up ,  for  a  few  moments, 
to  go  through  the  customary  consultation  on 
its  verdict.  The  king's  Procurator  (or  public 
accuser)  had  himself  confessed  the  charge 
was  unsupported ;  and  Anina  flew  from  the 
presence  of  the  judge  to  tell  her  anxious  mis- 
tress of  the  news ,  the  fair  and  honourable 
acquittal  of  her  future  husband,  which  in  a 
moments  space,  would  be  pronounced  in  face 
of  all  the  world.  'Agnese  fell  upon  her  knees , 
and  though  no  prayer  was  uttered,  no  thanks* 
giving  breathed,  her  heart  too  full  for  speech, 
yet  those  who  beheld  her  upturned  eyes ,  her 
hands  so  closely  clasped,  could  well  believe 
how  warmly  she  felt  gratitude  to  Him,  who 
reads  the  heart  and  knows  the  inward  thought 
of  silent  grief,  the  secret  throbbings,  of  a 
pious  soul.  Tears,  at  length,  came  to  the 
aid  of  Agne^e,  and  she  fell  weeping,  overcome , 
into  the  arms  of  her  scarcely  less  agitated 
servant.    A  seeming  dispute,  between  an  ill 
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dressed  peasant  and  the  soldier  who  guarded 
the  entrance  to  the  Court,  attracted  for  an 
instant  her  attention*  Denied  at  first  access , 
the  countryman  expostulated  warmly.  Ck)n- 
vinced,  at  length,  how  strict  were  the  instruc- 
tions of  the  sentinel ,  he  hastily  placed  a  letter 
in  his  hands ,  addressed  to  the  presidmg  Judge, 
desiring  its  immediate  transmission.  To  the 
surprise  of  him  who  kept  the  door,  an  instant 
order  for  the  Boor's  admission,  was  received  ; 
and  in  another  moment,  a  sudden  call  to  si- 
lence and  attention  gave  intimation  to  the  £Eiir 
Ward,  that  the  court  had  again  resumed  its 
functions.  Hastily  starting  up ,  she  cried. 
''  Go  ,  my  Anina,  go  and  hear  Zampieri's  full 
acquittal ;  and  tell  him  when  concluded,  diat 
here  I  anxiously  await  his  coming  ;  once  again, 
to  see  and  press  within  these  arms,  my  innocent 
and  illTused  love.  Go,  and  bid  him  not  tarry  to 
hear  the  gratulations  of  surroimding  friends, 
but  let  hi«i  come  at  once  to  her,  wlio  loves 
him  only  better  for  this  passing  cloud ,  "  and  as 
Anina  again    sought  the  ball  of  justice,  she 
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sank  into  her  chair  unable  to  repress  the 
wild  ,  tumultuous,  throbbings  of  her  o'erjoycd 
heart. 

How  little  c(Hild  she  read  what  passed  within 
the  Court ;  none  could  haye  believed  it ;  all 
were  asumisbed. — The  Bench  had  again  taken 
th^r  seats,  the  Lawyers  had  ceased  to  talk, 
and  pass  those  jokes ,  which  legal  men  of  all 
eoantries  indulge  in ,  during  a  temporary  sus* 
pensicm  of  proceedings ;  eren  in  presence  of 
the  trembling  wretch ,  whose  life  or  death 
depends  almost  upon  a  breath,  and  who  feels 
with  dread  his  late  suspended  ,  while  the 
worthy  judge  indulges  in  a  sandwich  and  a 
glass  of  wine  ;  the  Counsel  for  defence  ,  per- 
haps, uttering  witty  things  to  him  ,  who  plays 
the  part  of  the  accuser ;  such  scenes,  I  say, 
were  put  an  end  to ,  by  the  re-entrance  of  the 
worthy  femctionary  who  presided,  and  solemn 
silenee ,  once  again ,  reigned  in  the  hall  of 
judgement. 

During  the  pause  I  have  spoken  of  ,  the 
friends  of  Enrico  had  flocked  round  him,  and 

25 
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congratulated  him,  on  bis  approaching  acquit- 
tal ,  at  the  same  time ,  expressing  their  concern 
at  the  unpleasant  detention  he  had  undergone , 
and  the  unjust  suspicions  that  had  been  attached 
to  him.  Proud  of  the  universal  interest  thus 
displayed  ,  conscious  oi  bis  innocence  ,  the 
Count  bowed  ,  and  confidently  awaited  the 
verdict ,  which  was  again  to  give  him  to  the 
world,  free  from  all  guilt ,  all  taint.  The  king's 
Procurator  rose,  and  all  anticipated  he  was 
about  to  acknowledge  that  the  case  had  failed. 
What  then  was  their  surprise,  when  be  demand* 
ed  that  another  testimony  should  be  heard  ! 
Every  eye  was  turned  to  the  witness  box , 
into  whick  now  entered  the  Peasant,  who  had 
so  recently  arrived.  Permission  given ,  he 
thus  detailed  :  ^'  An  inhabitant  of  the  AUbruzzi, 
overtaken  by  the  same  storm,  during  which 
the  Baron  had  lost  his  life ,  he  had  sought  the 
shelter  of  a  deep  fissure,  or  mountain  cave, 
to  avoid  its  fury.  Unconscious  at  fir^,  that 
any  other  soul  was  near,  he  was  not  a  little 
surprised  and  terrified  to  hear,  within  a  few 
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paces  of  him ,  the  sound  of  human  voices. 
Fearing  that  they  proceeded  from  some  of  the 
dangerous  Zingari,  who  had  lately  joined  the 
standard  of  the  redoubted  bandit  Gaesari ,  he 
had  crouched  down ,  and  carefully  watched 
them.  From  their  dress ,  he  discovered  they 
were  of  gentle  blood  ;  and  he  was  about  to 
quit  his  hiding  place  and  invite  them  to  enter 
and  share  the  shelter  of  the  cavern ,  when  a 
sudden  word  appeared  to  cause  a  no  less  sud- 
den quarrel ,  and ,  in  a  moment  more  ,  the 
taller  youth  levelled  his  fowling  piece  ( he 
believed  it  to  be  the  one  now  produced )  and 
in  an  instant  killed  his  companion ;  then  throw- 
ing down  his  gun,  had  fled  in  the  direction 
of  the  Gastel  di  Montifiore."  An  exclamation 
of  horror  and  surprise  burst  from  the  indignant 
crowd.  Zampieri  had  fallen  on  the  seat  al- 
lotted for  him,  and  now  covered  his  face 
with  both  hands.  Gould  this  be  sign  of 
guilt,  or  startled  imagination?  None  could 
devine  ;  but  all  breathlessly  listened  to  the 
accuser  ,  who  now  demanded ,  "  Would  you 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


292  THE  AFFIANCED. 

again  know    the  person    of  the    assassin?  " 

"  I  should." 

**  Do  you  recognise  him  in  the  Court  ?  " 

"  I  do/' 

*^  Point  him  out ; "  and  he  banded  him  a 
thin ,  white  wand.  The  witness  evidently  felt 
a  reluctance  to  do  so ;  but  summoning  up 
his  courage  ,  while  a  slight  tremour  of  his 
mouth  bespoke  his  inward  agitation,  he  slowly 
turned  round,  and  confidently  placing  the  in- 
dicator upon  the  head  of  Enrico,  he  8l6wly 
uttered  "  There  stands  the  murderer  ! !  " 

The  Procurator  sat  down;  unhappily,  he  had 
too  well  sustained  the  charge.  The  counsel 
for  defaice  arose ,  hoping  to  elicit  some  dis- 
crepancy. 

"  If  this  tale  be  true ,  why  not  come  forward 
sooner  ?  " 

"  I  feared  the  power  of  the  prisoner's  family, 
living  as  I  do ,,  upon  the  Marquis's  estate.  " 

^'  Do  no  private  motives  urge  you,  thus  to  bear 
witness  now?  " 

"How  could  they?  I  never  saw  the  Count  but 
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on  the  sad  occasion;  he  will  bear  me  witness, 
we  are  strangers. " 

Enrico ,  although  he  almost  fancied  that  he 
had  seen  the  face  before,  yet  unable  to  re- 
call it,  was  compelled  to  bow  assent ;  and  his 
defending  lawyer  sat  down  convinced  that, 
those  were  right  who  thought  his  client 
guilty. 

The  ever  changing  mind  of  popular  belief, 
already  veered  about,  and  pointed  out  the  young 
Zampieri  (who  they  lately  hailed  as  innocent,) 
the  murderer  of  his  cousin;  and  they  called 
loudly  for  judgement  on  the  base  assassin ,  as 
they  now  styled  him. 

In  Naples ,  the  Emperor  had  urged  that  noble 
criminals  should  receive  no  mercy.  He  hated 
and  despised  the  mode  in  which,  in  former  times, 
a  title  could  buy  off  a  guilty  felon,  and  he  en- 
couraged the  people  to  look  for  justice ,  equally 
impartial  in  its  powers,  as  holding  forth  her 
terrcH*s  over  the  costly  palace ,  as  the  humble 
€0t,  allowing  none  to  stay  her  arm,  however 
great  or  powerful. 

S6. 
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The  judge  arose,  and  with  emotion  almost 
overpowering,  pronounced  the  sentence  of  the 
law,  condemning  him  to  death  within  three 
days,  holding  out  no  hopes  for  mercy  or  forgive- 
ness ,  save  in  Heaven.  The  Court  broke  up , 
and  the  condemned  noble  was  led  towards 
the  antichamber,  where  (unconscious  of  the 
change  which  had  taken  place  in  the  fate  of 
him  she  loved  so  well ) ,  Agnese  still  sat 
overwhelmed  by  mingled  emotions  of  hope  and 
fear. 

From  this  state  she  was  aroused ,  by 
the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps.  She 
started  up,  and  rushed  towards  the  en- 
trance, to  meet  her  every  earthly  Joy.  It  was 
indeed  Enrico;  but  not  free  and  buoyant,  as 
riie  hoped  to  greet  him.  Strictly  guarded ,  the 
condemned  youth  now  slowly  entered.  For  a 
moment  she  refused  the  evidence  of  her  senses. 
Her  sudden  look  of  horror  and  surprise,  her 
searching  glance,  was  met  by  a  smile  so  sad, 
as  at  once  to  reveal  the  harrorwing  troth  to  the 
terror  stricken  girl,  who  started  back  unwiUiiV 
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to  believe  her  jnst  siumise.  **  You  might  have 
^»ared  her  this,  "  in  tone  of  deep  reproach^  said 
Enrico  addressing  Anina,  who  had  followed 
him.  Ere  she  could  explain,  Agnese  had  again 
recalled  her  scattered  senses.  '^  No  ,  No,  I 
dream ;  he  is  acquitted,  and '  tis  only  fancy  would 
delude.  — Anina, "  wildly  added  she,  approach- 
ing her  maid  **  Anina ,  tell  me  at  once ;  is 
he  not  free  from  guilt?  Is  not  Enrico  once  again 
in  honor,  and  at  liberty?  But  even  now,  you  told 
me  so;  speak,  and  say  again  that  Fm  deceived  by 
Cailse  appearance,  and  I'll  bless  thee."  The  poor 
girl  turned  from  her  mistress,  unable  to  reply. 
Agnese  addressed  her  lover.  **  Then  to  thee  do 
I  appeal?  (thouj^  I  hope  thou  art  but  some 
base  counterfeit  coined  by  anxious  watching,) 
to  Aee  do  I  appeal.  Tell  me  at  once.  I  feel 
my  brain  is  bursting,  a  single  word,  or  madness 
will  ensue?  tell  me  thy  doom  ere  frenzy 
seize  me?  "  and  she  cowered  down  before  the 
form  she  loved.  **  Agnese  dearest "  said  Enrico, 
in  a  soothing  tone,  "Agnese  dearest  " — his 
voice  recalled  her.  fleeting  senses,  and  she  fell 
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into  his  arms. ''  Fear  not  to  hear  the  worst  " 
She  started  from  him »  and  gazed  with  straining 
eyeballs  — "  I  die  to-morrow!  "  A  scream,  at 
once  unearthly  and  appalling,  a  scream  of  fran- 
tic agony,  burst  from  her.  Even  the  hardened 
Sbirri  felt  for  her.  "  To-morrow?  —  Die?  — 
impossible!  —  No,  no,  thou  art  innocent;  FH 
stake  my  soul  upon  it;  but  why  do  I  loiter?  I'll 
to  the  judges;  FH  cast  myself  at  their  feet,  nor 
ever  move  until  they  have  pardoned  thee.  Yes, 
what  shall  keep  me  from  their  presence?  what 
restrain  me?  No ,  thou  shalt  not  —  cannot  die. 
If  they  seek  blood ,  FU  give  them  mine.  But 
hark,  I  must  be  quick  or  I  shall  be  too  late!" 
And  with  despairing  force,  Agnese  fled  towards 
the  judgement  hall ,  while  Enrico  ,  agitated  and 
reviled,  was  led  to  the  dungeons  allotted  to 
those  about  to  surrender  their  lives  in  expiation, 
to  the  offended  laws. 
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To  him,  ^ho  treads  the  busy  mates  of  conci- 
noal  pleasure;  to  him,  yfho  rises  in  the  morning 
for  the  purpose  of  following  worldly  pursuits; 
how  short  is  time !  It  seems  to  fly  with  lightest 
wings  y  unheeded  its  hours  fleet  away.  How 
different  are  the  feelings  oi  the  captiTe!  No 
chequered  circumstance  to  mark  its  pauses ,  its 
distinctions.     No  ray  of  light  to  tell  the  happy 
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hours  of  day,  from  midnight  darkness.  No  voice 
to  cheer,  no  friend  to  solace ;  each  moment 
seems  an  age,  an  age  of  dull  monotony;  grief; 
even  death,  were  preferable  to  an  existence 
thus  excluded  from  the  busy  intercourse  with 
fellow  man.  In  such  situations  have  those,  who 
held  the  world  in  scorn ,  been  glad  to  tame  the 
lizard ,  or  even  the  frightful  toad ,  to  gain  at 
least  one  look  of  recognition;  one  breathing 
object,  to  link  them  with  the  living.  Counting 
the  minutes,  as  revolving  years,  the  captive 
shut  out  from  life ,  feels  doubly  the  sharp  pang 
of  friends,  who  in  this  hour  of  need,  unkindly 
shun  him. 

It  was  long  past  midnight ,  at  five  the  pri- 
soner was  to  suffer.  The  single  lamp,  which 
lit  his  dungeon ,  scarcely  illuminated  its  murky 
walls;  yet  none  had  sought  him,  and 
Enrico  prayed  for  even  earlier  release  from 
life;  since  all,  who  loved,  had  left  him;  since 
all  he  revered,  seemed  to  consider  him  as 
guilty. 

Enrico  threw  himself  upon  the  straw,  which 
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was  scattered  in  the  corner,  and  strove  to  forget, 
in  sleep,  the  miseries  of  desertion  and  n^lect. 
His  prison  door  was  opened  quietly ,  but  he 
turned  not  round,  shunning  even  the  glance  of 
the  goaler.  He  closed  his  eyes  more  firmly ,  as 
if  he  wished  to  shut  out  the  world  for  -ever. 
A  soft  voice  pronounced  his  name.  In  an  instant 
he  had  started  up,  and  clasped  Agnese  (for  it 
was  indeed  she,  who  had  thus  sought  the  con- 
demned) to  his  beating  heart,  then  throwing 
her  gently  from  him,  he  seemed  to  recollect 
himself  and  half  reproachfully  enquired, ''  And 
can  you  thus  embrace  a  murderer?  "  "  A  murde- 
rer? "  vehemently  exclaimed  Agnese.  "  No  if 
all  the  world  thus  called  thee,  if  saints  bore 
witness  and  my  kindred  vowed,  I'd  not  believe 
thee  base  —  impossible,  *'  and  a  look  of 
triumph  lit  her  speaking  eye.  '*  You  think  me 
guiltless  then,  Agnese?  "  "  So  help  me  Heaven,  I 
do!  "  **  Enough !  enough! ''  cried  Enrico,  wildly 
clasping  her  to  his  almost  bursting  heart. 
"  Gome  on,  ye  myrmidons  of  justice !  bring 
forward  racks  and  tortures!  lead  me  to  the 
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scaffold!  1  will  not  sigh  beneath  ycnu*  trials. 
She  thinks  me  iimoceat ;  she  whom  I  adore 
beyond  all  worlds.  To  try  her  thus,  and  triumph, 
is  worth  a  thoosand  deaths.  She  knows  me 
stainless ,  and  I  mock  your  punishments.  "  Ex- 
hausted with  the  effort  Zampieri  almost  sank 
upon  the  stone  floor.  Again  resuming  in  a  tone 
more  solemn,  he  continued;  **  Agnese,you  have 
poured  a  balm  into  my  soul,  which  will  rob  my 
approaching  death  of  all  its  terrors. '' ''  Nay  talk 
not  Uins  despondingly ;  I  come  to  save  you.  " 
Zampieri  looked  incredulous.  **  Tis  true,  most 
true.  By  force  at  bribes,  for  half  an  hour, 
I  have  removed  all  hinderance  to  your  safe 
egress.  Fly,  therefore,  my  beloved ;  and  save 
thy  precious  life.  "  Enrico  looked  almost 
angry  at  her  ^^  What!  and  thus  leave  my  name 
to  in&my?  my  sudden  flight  construed  into  an 
admission  of  my  guilt.  Never !  "  and  he  turned 
away. 

''  Tis  but  for  a  time,  I  feel  convinced  your 
innocence  will  one  day  become  manifest^  and 
that  you  will  proudly  then  return,  to  claim  this 
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hand  which  ne'er  shall  be  anothers.  Hesitate 
not ;  a  carriage  waits  without  to  bear  you 
hencec " 

"  Agnese,  your  picture  is  tempting.  Would 
that  you  had  let  me  die  without  this  pang.  As 
it  is,  I  cannot,  will  not,  stir." 

"  And  thus  give  up  my  hand  rather  than 
undergo  a  temporary  suspicion,  "  reproachfully 
asked  the  Ward. 

"  It  cannot  be ,  nay,  urge  me  not.  No  power 
shall  tempt  me  thus  to  sully  our  noble  house , 
and  bring  the  grey  hairs  of  my  loved  father  to 
the  grave,  believing  that  his  child  has  fled  guilty, 
and  dishonoured.  I  know  his  proud  nature 
well.  In  dying,  he  would  curse  his  son ,  who 
could  not  prosper  after.  I  am  resolved ,  I  will 
not  shrink  from  my  fate;  but  meet  it  in  the  hope 
that  we,  in  better  worlds,  may  some  day,  be 
united.  " 

"  You  love  me  not,  Enrico!'' 

"By  Heaven  I  do!" 

"  Will  you  then  throw  away  the  chance  of 
calling  me  thine  own  ?  will  you  refuse  the  offer 
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of  this  hand  ?  "  Enrico  shook  his  head.  "  One 
only  way  then ,  is  now  left.  I  will  share 
thy  flight.  I  will  be  thy  companion ,  and 
at  the  first  altar  bind  myself  for  ever  to  thee. 
Come  then  !  away  !  "  And  already  his  arm 
encircled  her  fair  form ,  "  Away  !  to  liberty ! 
to  love ! " 

"  May  heaven  and  my  father  pardon  me ; 
I  can  resist  no  longer.  Yes,  Agnese  thou 
art  mine,  though  at  the  price  of  honour  " 
and  snatching  one  kiss  from  those  lips  he  loved 
so  well ,  now  beaming  with  joy  and  triumph , 
he  hastily  led  her  towards  the  door^  which 
flinging  open  he  was  about  to  enter  on  the 
passage,  when  the  stern  and  chilly  figure  of 
the  Marchese  ,  pale  as  a  spectre ,  met  his  agi- 
tated view.  Agnese  uttered  a  suppressed  cry, 
and  fell  fainting  in  the  arms  of  an  attendant 
Her  guardian,  now  sternly  waved  for  her  to 
be  removed,  and  motioning  back  his  horror 
stricken  son  into  his  dungeon,  followed  without 
uttering  a  word,  carefully  closed  the  door, 
and  sternly  thus  addressed  Zampieri.     '*  Deg^ 
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Derate  boy  !  vras  it  for  this  I  reared  you  V 
Was  it  for  this  I  loved  you  ?  But  why  do  I 
ihus  reproach  a  being,  who  by  his  ready  ac- 
quiescence ,  would  acknowledge  guilt ,  and 
stamp  with  infamy  his  noble  name.  **  Enrico 
solemnly  averred  his  perfect  innocence  and 
the  Marchese  continued  ;  "  Nay  such  vows  are 
futile  y  can  I  believe  that  one,  thus  guiltless, 
would  attempt  to  fly,  and  bring  dishonor  on  a 
gallant  line  of  ancestors  ?  Mo  it  cannot  be.  *' 

"  By  the  high  heaven  above  us  —  by  my 
sainted  mother  and  my  ev'ry  hope ,  I  speak 
the  truth." 

A  moment's  pause ,  as  if  an  inward  strug- 
gle rent  the  Parent's  heart,  and  he  again 
spoke.     "  Feared  you   then  to  die  ?  " 

"I  am  thy  son"  replied  Zampieri ,  "  let 
that  speak  for  me.  " 

"  Ah  !  say  you  so  ?  Then  I  am  right.  The 
blood  of  the  Montifiori  cannot  know  the  chill 
of  fear.  Your  courage,  boy,  already  pleads 
in  favour  of  a  pardon  I  can  scarcely  give  for 
thy  ignoble  thought  of  flight.**     The  Marquis 
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was  now  visibly  agitated ^  as  he  added,  "  It  was 
the  fear  of  shame  then,  not  of  losing  life; 
it  was  the  loathing  that  you  felt  at  being 
thus  dragged  forth  to  meet  a  felon's  doom, 
in  presence  of  a  filthy  mob  ;  to  hear  their 
shouts ,  their  execrations ;  to  play  the  part 
of  victim  to  a  crowd,  who  well  enjoy  the  sight 
of  high  patrician  blood.  Speak,  Enrico,  am  I 
right?" 

"  Why  thus  pourtray  the  horrors  of  my 
doom?" 

"  To  teach  you  how  to  shun  it.  How  to 
wipe  out  the  stain ,  thy  supposed  guilt  has 
already  stamped  upon  our  house.  How  to 
earn  the  blessing  of  thy  father,  "  solemnly  eja- 
culated the  ]M[archese. 

"  Tell  me ,  tell  me  "  vehemently  rejoined 
the  Count,  '^  and  this  moment  will  I  do  what- 
ever you  desire  ?  " 

^*  Gome  to  my  arms ;  thou  art  indeed  again 
my  son ,"  and  he  folded  Zampieri  to  his  breast. 
Then  slowly  relaxing  his  embrace,  he  took 
out  a  small  phial  from  his  vest  and  gave  it  to 
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Enrico.  His  voice  was  that  almost  of  a  being 
of  another  world  ,  while  slowly  thus  he  uttered. 
''That  potion  is  a  deadly  poison.  If  in  two 
hours  you  live ,  a  public  death  is  yours ;  our 
name  for  ever  coupled  with  the  dishonour  of 
a  common  scaffold.  If  you  cheat  justice,  the 
last  of  our  line  will  die  y  by  his  own ,  and  not 
the  executioners  hand.  Heaven  who  reads  my 
heart,  knows  how  I  love  you,  how  I  feel, 
for  you ;  but  still  I  would  not  blush  for  you. 
Speak  your  decision  ?  "  No  agitation  was  visi- 
ble in  the  countenance  of  the  youth.  His  voice 
faltered  not.  He  quailed  not,  as  he  replied  , 
**  I  understand  you;  and  on  one  condition,  I  will 
do  your  will." 

"Speak  it?" 

'<  Grant  me  thy  pardon,  and  thy  blessing , 
and  the  potion's  mine.  Providence  will  surely 
pardon  me  a  deed  committed ,  but  to  save  a 
father's  fame  ,"  and  he  sunk  on  one  knee.  The 
Marquis  raised  his  hands  over  him.  For  a 
moment  he  seemed  to  adjure  kind  Heaven 
to  receive  his  3on ;  then  in  a  voice ,  almost 

96. 
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inarliculate  from  grief,  he  added  **  Bless  thee ! 
Bless  thee !  my  loved ,  my  ii^orthy  son  !  The 
sacrifice  complete ,  111  join  thee  straight  in 
Heaven ,  but  hark !  they  come ;  they  pant  to 
spill  thy  blood.  If  I  have  done  vrrong  ,  may 
I  be  pardoned ,  as  I  pardon  thee ! ''  And  with 
one  close  embrace  he  once  more  held,  his  son : 
then  ,  madly,    rushed    from    the    cell. 

A  moment's  pause,  the  footsteps  fast  ap- 
proached. "  Nay  I  will  cheat  you  yet.  Father, 
you  were  right ,  may  God  receive  my  soul ,  and 
bless  my  Agnese  and  my  parent !  "  and  as  the 
door  opened,  Enrico  drank  to  the  dregs  the 
phial  he  had  received  from  the  Marchese. 
Then  turning  to  the  guard,  who  already 
filled  the  cell ,  he  sternly  uttered ,  **  Lead  on  ! 
Fm  ready ; "  and  the  procession  quitted  that 
cell ,  to  which  no  prisoner  ere  returned  with 
life. 
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There  is  a  little  hovel ,  standing  some  fifty 
paces  from  the  public  road  ,  li^hich  leads  from 
Naples  to  Rome ,  at  a  distance  of  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  former  city  which , 
dignified  by  the  appellation  of  llmperatore,  was 
frequented  during  the  invasion  of  the  French, 
by  all  the  leading  Lazzaroni  of  the  neighbour- 
hood. There  also,  might  be  met  the  conductors 
of  the  vetlurini,  who  travelled  between  La  bella 
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Napoli  and  the  eternal  city  ;*  while  more 
than  one  seeming  peaseant  who  nightly  mingled 
in  the  motley  group,  was  shrewdly  suppo- 
sed to  know  more  of  the  neighbouring  Ban- 
ditti ,  than  might  exactly  suit  him  to  confess. 
Here  would  the  strolling  improvisatrice  and 
the  wandering  traveller  resort — here  would 
the  bright  eyed  vineyard  girl  drop  in,  and 
dance  or  sing,  as  best  might  suit  the  pre- 
vailing mood  of  the  assembled  company.  At 
the  moment  I  speak  of,  all  was  happiness 
beneath  the  roof  of  Tlmperatore.  A  couple 
of  gallant  Condottiere  di  Vetturino  had  led 
forth  two  pretty  peasants  and  danced  an 
awkward  ,  yet  enlivening  round ,  to  the  music 
of  a  Mandoline ,  unremittingly  played  upon,  by 
an  old  cottager  from  Poestum,  who  wielded 
his  quill  upon  the  gingling  wires,  with  no 
small  dexterity.  In  one  comer,  sat  a  party 
enjoying  the  rich  trial  af  a  game  at  cards  ; 
while  in  another  an  Abbruzzan  peasant  loudly 
called  out,  with  all  the  energy  which  this 
truly  Italian  amusement  giv^s,  the  numbers  at 
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"  II  Giuoco  di  Moro  ;  "  occasionally  squab- 
bling, as  is  usual  at  this  game,  with  his  fortu- 
nate antagonist,  one  of  the  best  boatmen  of 
the  bay  of  Naples.  Two  travellers  greedily 
allowing  strings  of  macaroni  to  slide  down 
their  hungry  throats,  and  the  stately  landlord 
in  proud  consciousness  of  his  own  dignity 
(  self  styled  "  II  Maestro  Carmagnola  *  though 
the  more  frequent  appellation  of  "Beppo," 
bespoke  an  intimacy  with  some  of  his  guests 
somewhat  savouring  of  familiarity  and  equality) 
made  up  the  scene,  which  now  served  as  a 
resting  place  to  a  party  of  Sbirri,  on  their  way 
to  attend  at  early  day-light ,  the  execution  of 
the  Count  Enrico  di  Zampieri ;  which  it  had 
been  determined  should  take  place,  with  every 
mark  of  solemn  pomp,  to  make  this  shew  of 
impartial  justice  more  striking  to  the  people. 
Already  had  the  hour  of  eleven  struck ,  the 
party  appeared  in  no  mood  to  separate.  The 
dancers  seemed  to  skip  each  moment  lighter  ; 
the  drinkers  seemed,  each  instant,  to  become 
more  thirsty ;  while  the  Moro  players,  evident- 
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ly  became  more  animated.  The  hand  almost 
thrust  into  the  adversary's  face ;  the  eyeball 
starting  as  if  more  quickly  to  catch  the  number 
of  the  outstretched  finger,  and  the  guess  pro- 
nounced with  stentorian  lungs  ;  shewed  how 
heartily  this  strange  species  of  gambling  was 
enjoyed  by  the  parties  engaged  in  it.  The 
Gendarmes  had  gained  an  attentive  auditory; 
even  the  host  lent  a  willing  ear,  while  they 
recounted  some  of  their  deeds  of  prowess,  and 
of  cunning  ;  in  fact ,  all  was  happiness  and 
good  fellowship  among  the  motely  circle  thus 
collected. 

At  length  fatigue  became  apparent.  The  dan- 
cers ceased.  TheSbirri  talked  of  continuing  their 
march.  The  Mandoline  player  already  slept , 
and  all  except  the  gamblers  began  to  think  of 
breaking  up*  A  dispute  had  occurred  between 
the  peasant  and  the  boatman,  relative  to  the 
number  displayed  by  the  former.  The  whole 
vocabulary  of  Neapolitan  abuse  had  been  called 
into  requisition;  the  usual  menaces,  the  usual 
gestures  gone  through,  and  as  is  customary,  the 
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party  having  thus  given  vent  to  all  their  spleen , 
were  again  about  to  recommence  the  game  in 
an  amicable  manner,  when  the  boatman,  leaning 
over ,  whispered  a  sentence  to  the  Abbruzzan. 
One  word  alone  was  heard  by  those  around , 
the  word  "  Briganti.  "  In  another  moment,  the 
speaker  fell,  pierced  to  the  heart.  The  seeming 
peasant  had  drawn  his  knife,  and  plunged  it  to 
the  hilt  in  the  breast  of  the  infortunate  man,  who 
staggered  back,  and  while  the  weapon  still 
remained  in  the  wound  (for  the  Abbruzzan  had 
not  withdrawn  it)  raised  himself  and  almost 
screamed,  "  Yes,  I  repeat  it,  he  is  the  Lieute- 
nant of  Caesari's  gang,  for  whom  two  hundred 
ducats  are  offered.  I  know  him  well.  "  A  well 
intentioned  friend  had  now  advanced  and  care- 
fully drawn  forth  the  knife.  As  its  ensanguined 
blade  left  his  breast,  the  Neapolitan  fell  a  corpse. 
In  another  instant,  the  police  had  seized  the 
murderer ,  who  stood  calm  ,  and  unmoved , 
while  another  of  the  party  began  to  con  over 
and  compare,  the  Government  reward  and  per^ 
sonal  description,  with  him  who  stood  before 
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them.  Each  feature  tallied,  each  suspicion  was 
confirmed.  The  prisoner  alone  seemed  free 
from  agitation.  At  length  he  smiled  and  coolly 
spoke.''  Spare  yourself  further  pains;  the  Boor 
told  truth,  I  am  the  man  therein  described,  but 
what  of  that?  I  have  a  secret  which  will  soon 
bring  liberty  and  pardon;  nay,  honours,  if  I  ask 
them ! !  But  to  do  this,  I  must  be  speedy ;  lead 
me  to  your  ofiScer?  "  **  I  am  the  commander  of 
the  party, "  replied  an  old  sergeant,  whose  grey 
moustachio's  and  Croix  d'Uonneur  showed  that 
he  had  not  always  been  a  civil  soldier.  **  Say 
what  you  have  to  communicate?  "  "  Not  so ;  to 
your  superiors,  can  I  alone  divulge  my  tale.  " 
''Then  you  may  wait  till  morning,"  grumbled  the 
old  soldier.  1  will  not  budge  an  inch  to  night. 
Here,  Joseph,  let  you  and  yon  tall  fellow  carry 
the  corpse  up  stairs,  and  see  that  no  one  touch 
it,  till  the  commissary  arrives ;  while  Martin  and 
myself  will  guard  the  prisoner,  \ffe\e  done  a 
good  nights  work.  "  —  "  Listen,  "  said  the 
prisoner  "  1  call  you  all  to  witness;  the  life  of 
the  Count  £^rico  di  Zampieri  will  be  saved  if  I 
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see  the  Miaister^  within  an  hour;  if  not,  the 
blame  be  on  your  heads.  "  "  If  you  speak  true  " 
said  the  Gendarme  "  I'd  willingly  embrace  you. 
He  was  one  of  the  bravest  young  officers  in 
our  division,  and  Td  give  a  finger  to  preserve 
him.  "  The  bandit  called  on  all  the  saints  to 
bear  him  witness  that  he  spoke  the  truth.  The 
Sbirri  consulted  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
announeed  their  willingness  to  proceed.  In 
another  instant  they  were  en  route;  and  as  the 
clock  struck  one,  they  reached  the  barrier. 
Here,  for  a  while ,  they  were  detained,  much 
to  the  annoyance  of  the  prisoner;  and  a  full 
hour  had  elapsed  before  they  had  arrived  at 
the  villa  of  the  Blinister,  situated  some  hatf  a 
league  from  the  town.  As  if  blind  fortune  had 
determined  to  thwart  them,  the  proprietor  was 
absent.  A  Court  ball  had  detained  him,  and 
daylight  had  already  shed  her  early  rays,  when 
the  Lieutenant  of  Gaesari's  band,  stood  in  the 
presence  of  his  Excellency,  the  Prince  of  Gapri. 
Nought  daunted  by  his  appearance,  the  pris(mer 
spoke  bddly;  first  having  secured  the  promise 

27 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


314  THE  AFFIANCED. 

of  free  pardon ,  should  he  succeed  in  saving 
the  Ck)unt  Zampieri's  life. 

^*  Twas  I,  that  killed  the  Baron  di  Moreno  ; 
for  such ,  I  hear ,  was  the  victim's  name.  Aye 
start  if  you  will,  I  have  your  promise  of  forgive- 
ness, so  ni  e'en  be  candid.  I  met  him  with 
this  Count,  who  is  condemned  to  die.  He 
asked  me  to  fetch  a  deer  that  he  had  killed,  and 
in  offering  me  reward,  he  showed  a  quantity  of 
gold.  I  was  however  busy  and  declined.  A 
storm  ensued,  and  as  I  sheltered  me  beneath  an 
arch  of  rock,  the  young  Count  passed  alone; 
then  speedily  commenced  his  difficult  ascent 
towards  the  castle  di  Montifiore.  To  do  this, 
the  more  easily,  he  threw  down  his  gun ,  which 
fell  close  by  me;  I  snatched  it  up,  and  loaded 
it,  determined  to  carry  it  back  to  our  captain, 
who  dearly  loves  an  English  fowling  piece ;  and 
on  my  way,  if  possible  to  shoot  a  deer.  I 
therefore  quitted  my  position ;  as  I  emerged , 
I  saw  the  Baron  toilingly  attempt  to  reach  the 
crag  where  his  game  lay  dead ;  the  temptation 
was  too  strong;  I  coveted  the  gold  that  he  had 
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shown  me.  The  deer,  too,  seemed  a  prize 
well  worth  the  having.  So  I  quietly  advanced 
and  shot  him.  Nay,  bend  not  your  brows, 
great  Prince,  tis  nothing  when  one's  used  to  it. 
So  as  I  said  before  I  sent  him  to  his  last  account, 
and  was  about  to  rifle  him,  when  I  saw  retainers 
of  the  Marquis  quickly  advancing  down  the 
path.  Fortunately  they  had  not  seen  me;  so 
leaving  behind  me  the  gun,  which  would  have 
encumbered  me,  I  quickly  fled.  Well,  your 
Excellency ,  when  I  returned ,  what  should 
Gsesari  do,  but  fall  into  a  passion;  and  swore 
that  Ihad  brought  most  likely  the  troops  upon 
him;  for  if  the  young  noble  was  acquitted,  (we 
had  heard  all  about  his  having  been  taken  up ) 
that  the  soldiers  would  scour  the  mountains 
night  and  day ,  till  they  found  the  murderer ; 
sd ,  to  make  his  mind  easy ,  and  to  settle  the  job 
for  ever,  I  came  dovm  three  days  ago,  and  took 
them  all  in,  with  my  evidence;  as  you  well  know. 
So  now,  your  Excellency,  you  have  only  to  save 
this  Don  ;  give  me  my  pardon;  and  I  think  we 
are  all  quits?  "  and  the  bandit  laughed.     The 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


3i6  THE  AFFIANCED. 

Minister  bad  heard  him  with  impatience ;  now 
starting  up,  he  speedily  commanded  that  his 
fleetest  horse  should  be  saddled ,  ''  Mount 
quickly^  Antonio,  mount  and  away  to  Naples ; 
stop  the  execution.  —  On  your  peril,  stay  not 
on  the  way,  to  breathe ;  for  life  and  death 
hang  on  thy  speed.  —  For  you,  ruffian, 
others  must  decide  your  fate.  Away  to  Naples ! 
every  mounted  man.  FU  give  a  hundred  ducats 
to  him  who  first  arrives  and  saves  me  from 
the  crime  of  shedding  innocent  blood  " 
and  the  old  man  fell  sobbing  in  his  chair. 
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The  day  appeared  unwillingly  to  break.  The 
dull  thick  veil  of  misty  mornings  still  hung 
around  the  base  of  Vesuvius,  from  vehose  crater 
might  be  seen  ascending ,  a  close  ,  dense 
smoke,  accompanied  by  those  occasional  rum- 
blings ,  which  announce  the  early  probability 
of  an  eruption.  No  boatman  now  skimmed 
the  bay.  The  very  fisherman,  who  prepared 
his  net,  did  so  in  solenm  silence  ;  feeling  ( he 
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knew  not  wherefore )  a  chilly  consciousness  of 
some  coming  evil.  The  drowsy  sentinel ,  with 
surly  aspect,  Watched  the  dew ,  which  trickled 
down  his  musket  barrel;  and  every  thing  in 
nature  seemed  as  if  she  felt  that  hour  was 
unpropitious. 

There  is  a  square  ,  situated  some  fifty  paces 
from  the  Giardino  Reale  where  criminals,  at 
the  time  I  speak  of,  were  wont  to  meet  their 
doom.  This  square  was  now  lined  with  troops, 
dressed*  in  all  the  gay  trappings ,  which  have 
won,  and  still  shall  win,  the  heart  of  many  a 
Fair.  The  gorgeous  plume,  and  shining  blade, 
the  well  made  coat,  the  gay  embroidery,  all 
was  there  ;  and  yet»no  brilliancy,  no  captivating 
lustre,  could  they  shed  upon  a  scene,  where 
morbid  feeling,  and  a  fell  anxiety  to  watch  the 
last  throes  of  life ,  prevailed.  It  is  a  remark , 
alike  warranted  in  all  countries,  a  remark 
unhappily  too  true ,  that  the  female  is  the  pre- 
dominating sex  of  those ,  who  thus  can  find 
amusement  in  seeing  a  fellow  creature  die. 
Such  an  incitement  had  now  drawn  together  the 
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crowd,  who  filled  up  the  space  between  the 
soldiery  and  the  sarrounding  buildings,  at 
whose  windows  might  also  now  be  remarked 
even  well  dressed  women ,  who  had  left  their 
beds  thus  early,  to  attend  this  closing  scene , 
this  horror  striking  transit  of  a  mortal  soul. 
A  low  murmur  was  heard ,  as  day  light  slowly 
revealed  the  fatal  scaffold  ,  which  was  to  drink 
a  Noble's  blood.  In  compliment  to  the  rank 
of  the  culprit,  the  usually  rude  guillotine  had 
been  covered  with  black ,  rendering  the  shining 
blade  of  this  newly  imported  French  punish* 
ment  more  prominent;  more  conspicuous  to 
the  assembled  mob. 

The  assistant  Executioner  had  taken  his  place. 
The  soldiers  had  several  times  opened  their 
ranks  to  allow  processions  of  zealous  monks 
(each  band  headed  by  a  massive  crucifix) ,  to 
enter  and  surround  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
the  scaffold.  Busy  officials  strutted  here  and 
there.  And  now,  alone  was  wanting,  the 
great  feature  of  the  scene ,  the  unhappy  culprit, 
Enrico  di  Zampieri*    Presently  the    noise  of 
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an  approaching  vehicle  vfSiS  heard,  and  escorted 
by  a  party  of  mounted  Gendarmerie ,  a  car- 
riage drove  quickly  into  the  square,  from  v^hich 
descended  the  youth  about  to  sufifer ,  the  of- 
ficer in  charge ,  the  grave  Confessor,  and  the 
Executioner,  v^ho  ( as  is  customary )  had  been 
to  pray  for,  and  receive,  the  pardon  of  him , 
v^hose  life  he  was  about  to  take.  The  prisoner 
was  easily  distinguishable ;  his  noble  car- 
riage, and  open,  though  melancholy  counte- 
nance ,  his  bare  head ,  robbed  of  almost  all  its 
hair,  his  throat  uncovered,  his  shirt  collar 
turned  down^  the  less  to  impede  the  progress 
of  the  fatal  knife,  at  once  bespoke  him  to  the 
crowd ;  who  savagely  uttered  a  scarcely  sup- 
pressed yell  of  demoniac  triumph  when  they 
beheld  the  person  of  him,  whom  they  firmly 
believed  to  be  his  cousin's  murderer.  And 
yet  the  unhappy  youth  quailed  not.  No  blush  of 
deep  remorse,  no  shuddering  tremblings,  evin- 
ced a  consciousness  of  guilt.  His  step  was 
firm,  as  if  the  present  hour  was  one  of  common 
moment ;  and  wheti  the  groan ,  with    which 
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the  people  greeted  him,  first  stmck  his  ear, 
he  turned  not  round,  with  hardy  insolence,  to 
brave,  as  twere,  the  shame  of  crime;  nor  did 
he  shrink,  like  one  who  feared  his  very  counte- 
nance might  betray  him ;  but  with  a  look  of 
mild  reproof,  he  glanced  upon  the  people  who 
came  thus  to  gaze  upon  his  last  moments,  and 
insult  his  dying  hour.  Many  there  were, 
however,  round  the  ^*  Place,  "  who  doubted 
such  a  mien  could  cover  an  assassins  soul. 
Some,  who  in  the  breath  before  had  joined  in 
execration,  now  strove  to  calm  and  hush  the 
rising  sentiment  of  vengeance,  which  had  thus 
indecently  attacked  a  wretched  creature,  just 
about  to  suffer.  While  yet  a  few  shed  tears  to  see 
so  promising  a  flower  thus  withered  in  the  bud. 
Enrico  turned  one  look  upon  the  scaffold.  A 
slight  paleness  was  visible  to  those  who  imme- 
diately encircled  him ;  and  beckoning  to  him , 
who  was  to  superintend  the  execution,  he  begged 
a  moment's  respite;  pleading  fatigue,  and  a 
desire  to  collect  his  thoughts  ere  thus  he  rushed 
into  the  presence  of  his  Maker. 
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The  Commandant  had  known  him  long ;  had 
felt  his  kindness;  and  had  seen  his  courage. 
How  could  he  then  accomit  for  this  most  strange 
request?  Tis  true  that  malefactors  often  shrink 
from  death,  and  strive  to  retard ,  even  for  a 
minute,  the  last  pang,  which  takes  them  from 
this  world.  But,  well  he  knew  Enrico  was  not 
one  of  these ;  and  yet,  what  then  could  urge 
him  thus  to  ask  for  this  delay  ?  Such  were  the 
ideas  of  him,  who  readily  conceded  five  minutes 
to  the  wretched  prisoner;  much  to  the  annoyance 
of  the  crowd,  who  had  been  waiting  full  an 
hour  for  the  delicious  sight  of  a  patrician's 
blood.  Enrico  stepped  again  into  the  carriage , 
and  throwing  himself  back,  first  uttered  a  last 
prayer  for  Agnese  and  his  father ;  then  quietly 
awaited  the  working  of  the  deadly  draught, 
which  seemed  unwilling  to  effect  the  escape  of 
Zampieri  from  the  dreadful  end  to  which  he  was 
condemned.  A  moment  more,  and  the  prisoner 
felt  a  shooting  pang.  It  was  the  first  symptom 
of  its  death  dealing  power,  and  Enrico  blessed 
it ;  still  clinging  to  the  hope  that  he  might  yet 
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avoid  the  executioner's  hand.  The  official 
however »  approached  the  door ,  and  pointing 
out  to  him  how  much  the  people  murmured  at 
this  short  delay,  requested  him  to  descend. 
To  this  the  Count  (aware  that  a  few  minutes 
would  serve  to  effect  the  desired  object ) 
strenuously  demurred ;  and  earnestly  besought 
five  minutes  respite  more.  "  Nay,  **  cried  the  old 
officer ,  ''  it  is  impossible,  nor  can  it  answer 
any  purpose.  I  see  that  you  still  cling  to  life, 
and  look  for  a  reprieve.  Banish,  I  beseech  you, 
this  idea.  I  can  most  solemnly  aver,  that  there 
is  no  foundation  for  a  hope  like  this.  But 
I  will  give  you  yet  a  moment  more,  for  one  last 
prayer;  and  then — "  and  the  ^*vieiUe  moustache  " 
muttered  the  conclusion  to  himself,  and  turned 
away;  gave  some  directions;  and  the  better  to 
conceal  his  good  nature ,  pretended  to  be  very 
busy,  allowing  ten  minutes  to  elapse  ere  he 
again  came  to  the  side  of  the  carriage.  The 
door  was  opened.  The  prisoner,  conscious 
that  further  delay  was  impossible,  stepped  out. 
But  bow  changed  within  that  brief  period!  pale 
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and  convulsed,  be  was  now,  with  difficalty 
supported,  to  the  first  step  of  the  fatal  platfcMrm. 
The  general  belief,  that  he  was  guilty ,  and 
feared  to  die;  spread  through  all  ranks.  Sym- 
pathy no  longer  shed  her  influence  for  one,  who 
thus  seemed  craven ,  and  faint-hearted.  The 
Confessor  held  the  passive  hand,  which  only 
closed  on  his,  when  some  convulsion  wmag 
Zampieri's  frame.  The  executioner  had  exa- 
mined and  prepared  the  fatal  knife.  The  monks 
already  had  commenced  to  chaunt  the  service 
of  the  dead,  when  a  sudden  shout,  a  cry  at 
once  of  anxious,  piercing  thrill,  paralysed  the 
group ;  a  man  ,  on  horseback ,  galloped 
into  the  circle,  and  standing  in  his  stinraps^^ 
cried, ^'  Stay  the  execution!  He  is  innocent! !  — 
stay  the  execution;  by  order  of  the  Prince!" 
And  the  hasty  order  was  repeated  by  a  thousand 
tongues,  as  every  citizen  and  soldier,  pressed 
towards  the  guillotine.  It  was  indeed  in  time ; 
but  only  just  in  time.  The  priscmer  now  stood 
upon  the  last  step,  and  another  instant,  and  he 
had  met  a  felon's  doom.    Anxious,  his  friends 
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ctosed  round  him,  to  coagratulate  him.  Al 
that  moment,  a  convulsive  spasm  seized  him, 
and  he  fell  on  the  platform,  surrounded  by  the 
commiserating  faces  of  those,  who  but  an  instant 
past,  bad  forced  him  mth  morbid  eagerness,  to 
a  disgraceful  death.  Enquiries,  lamentations , 
expressions  of  concern,  and  warmest  demon- 
strations of  friendship,  were  lavished  on  him; 
but  in  vain.  The  strongest  men ,  of  those  who 
thus  formed  a  circle  round  him,  could  scarcely 
hold  him.  Agonizing  tortures  made  him  writhe 
in  strong  convulsions,  brought  on  (as  they 
supposed  who  knew  but  little  of  the  horrid 
truth)  by  the  sudden  revulsion  which  must  have 
taken  place  in  Enrico's  feelings.  At  length  the 
pains  seemed  to  decrease,  and  the  little  Surgeon 
hiJstily  sent  for  on  the  occasion,  already  prog- 
liosticated  a  speedy  convalescence.  A  carriage 
had  driven  up  and  stopped  beneath  the  scaffold; 
none  had  observed  it;  their  every  attention 
drawn  to  the  state  of  Zampieri,  till  they  were 
suddenly  aroused  by  the  voice  of  a  female ,  her 
hair  dishevelled,  and  her  accent  hysterical,  who 
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passing  all  impediments,  arrived  within  the 
circle,  and  throwing  herself  on  her  knees  beside 
the  youth,  articulated  in  a  voice  of  choking  joy» 
"  Thank  Heaven  he  is  saved !  "  That  sound  ap- 
peared to  bring  back  life  to  Enrico.  His  eyes 
again  opened.  Twice  he  vainly  attempted  to 
address  her.  Already  he  faintly  clasped  her  to 
his  breast ,  then  swallowing  a  single  mouthful 
of  the  water  they  had  brought  him ,  he 
smiled,  while  energetically,  and  with  a  look  of 
triumph,  he  with  diBiculty,  uttered,  *' Agnese, 
my  love,  I  die !  But  I  am  innocent !  Bless  you !  bless 
you!  my  father  too" —  he  would  have  added 
more;  but  falling  back,  nought  now  remained 
but  the  outward  form  of  him,  whose  soul  had 
sought  its  Blaker. 

Agnese  knew  not  yet,  how  wholly  she 
was  bereft.  Overcome  with  strong  emotion, 
she  had  fallen  back  in  happy  insensibility. 
Another  feature  only  now  was  wanting.  A 
Father!  a  wretched  Father!  yes;  he  arrived  in 
trembling  haste ;  he  gazed  around  and  saw  the 
,work  of  his   own   hand !  Loudly  proclaimed 
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himself  the  murderer  of  his  son!  and  pitying 
Heaven  in  that  instant  robbed  him  of  his  senses, 
to  save  the  wretched  parent  from  the  pang  of 
never  dying  remorse.  The  consciousness  of 
having  sacrificed  the  idol  of  his  soul,  to  selfish- 
ness; to  pride!! 


Such  was  the  substance  of  the  evidence;  such 
was  the  gravamen  of  th«3  charge  now  brought 
against  him,  who  at  this  moment,  stood  on 
the  same  spot,  where  a  few  months  before,  his 
son  had  been  placed;  accused  of  the  same  crime; 
a  crime,  whose  only  punishment  is  death !  — 
To  inflict  it,  in  the  present  case,  would  indeed 
have  been  a  mercy;  to  cut  off  from  existence 
the  unhappy  maniac ,  would  have  been  to 
blot  out,  a  life  of  sorrow.  But  could  a  Judge 
thus  dare  to  condemn  a  lunatic;  an  irresponsible 
creature ,  to  a  public  doom  ?  No ,  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  do  so;  more  especially  as  I  was 
aware    how  acutely  the  noble  and  unhappy 
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father ,  who  stood  before  me  felt  the  disgrace , 
attending  one,  who  dies  upon  the  scaffold.  In 
my  life,  I  never  felt  so  a^tated,  so  undecided; 
to  see,  the  old  man's  look  of  stern  despair ;  his 
shudderings  when  the  various  articles  of  proof, 
were  shown;  his  constantly  pronounced  sentence 
of.  "  Where  is  my  son?  O  give  me  back  my 
child !  "  were  quite  enough  to  draw  tears  even 
from  the  coldest  eye.  His  consciousness  of 
having  done  a  something  wrong;  his  self  upbrai- 
dings;  his  anxious  demands  to  see,  again,  that 
offspring ,  he  had  himself  destroyed,  left  not 
a  soul  unmoved  within  the  hall.  —  His  crime, 
brought  home  on  clear  and  damning  evidence; 
the  kings  procurator,  in  a  voice  of  strong  emotion, 
rose,  and  demanded  that  the  law  should  take  its 
course?  Only  its  passive  instrument,  I  felt  myself 
compelled  to  pronounce  the  prisoner's  death. 
The  old  man  seemed  to  understand  in  some 
degree  that  he  was  about  to  die,  and. with  a 
smile  rejoined  —  "  Then  I  may  go  and  see  my 
son  —  Is  it  not  so  ?  "  None  answered ;  the 
Marquis  paused  a  moment,  and  reproachfully 
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enquired, ''  Will  noae  tell  me  where  I  may  find 
my  boy?  my  Enrico?  "  —  I  could  bear  no  more; 
I  rushed  from  ihe  Court,  and  sought  the  solitude 
of  my  study.  Here,  my  first  act  was  to  sign  a 
reprieve,  until  the  Emperor's  pleasure  should  be 
known,  and,  to  this  ever  gracious  Sovereign,  I 
enclosed  a  copy  of  the  foregoing  facts.  —  In  far 
less  time  than  I  anticipated,  I  received  from  him 
an  answer;  in  which  my  excellent  master,  was 
pleased  to  commend  my  conduct,  and  enclosing 
a  free  pardon,  added  in  his  own  hand  writing ; 
**  Had  I  been  in  the  situation  of  the  Marquis ,  I 
should  have  acted  as  he  has  done;  I  heartily 
pity  and  gladly  pardon  him.  "  Thus  wrote 
Napoleon.  He  who  has  been  so  often  and  so 
basely,  maligned;  depicted  by  his  enemies  as 
vengeful  and  bloodthirsty.  —  His  gift  of  mercy 
was  soon  proclaimed ;  the  unhappy  culprit  was 
removed  from  the  public  prison  to  a  ch&teau 
near  Velletri ,  where  under  proper  charge,  I  can 
positively  say,  he  existed  (the  continual  prey  to 
melancholy  madness),  as  late  as  1829;  and 
although  nearly  ninety  years  of  age,  free  from 
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all  bodily  complaint,  he  yet  pined  on  a  misera- 
ble example  of  retribution  and  remorse.  As  to 
Agnese,  she  entered  a  convent  of  Carmelites, 
and  I  have  every  reason  to  believe,  sank 
under  her  afflictions  within  two  years  of  her 
lover's  death;  leaving  behind  her  a  character 
of  pious  resignation,  and  of  deep  devotion 
rarely  equalled. 
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The  author  feels  it  due  to  his  reader  to  offer 
an  apology  for  entitling  this  work  "  The  Diary 
of  a  judge  "  whereas ,  as  it  now  stands ,  it  is  a 
mere  succession  of  Tales ,  which  might  just  as 
well  have  been  recounted  by  a  non-judicial 
person.  To  account  for  this ,  it  is  necessary  to 
state  that  the  original  M.S.S.  was  (as  the  title 
would  denote)  the  supposed  daily  observations 
of  a  high  legal  functionary;  but  advised  to 
plumb  his  depth  with  a  single  tome,  ere  be 
ventured  to  launch  three  volumes  (the  intended 
extent  of  the  present  work)  on  the  stormy  sea 
of  literature;  he  found  it  necessary  to  cut 
down  the  judge  notes,  to  lines;  to  omit  all 
scenic   descriptions  and  dissertations  on  the 
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passions ;  and  to  reduce  every  part  to  the  least 
possible  compass  9  which  will  perhaps^  together 
with  the  Author's  acknowledgment  of  being  a 
mere  tyro  in  novel  writing,  plead  in  extenuation 
for  an  abruptness  of  style,  and  other  faults,  which 
an  intelligent  reader  may  find  ,  and  which 
it  is  hoped  ,  a  kind  reader,  vrill  pardon. — 


FIKIS. 
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TALES. 

BARBARA    S 

BY  CHABLE8   I.AMB. 


Ok  the  noon  of  the  14th  of  November,  1743  or  4,  I  forget 

-which  it  was,  just  as  the  clock  had  struck  one,  Barbara  S , 

x?ilh  her  accustomed  punctualUy,  ascended  the  long  rambling 
staircase,  with  awkward  interposed  landing-places,  which  led  to 
the  office,  or  rather  a  sort  of  box  M'ith  a  desk  in  it,  whereat  sat 
the  then  Treasurer  of  (what  few  of  our  readers  niay.rememter) 
the  Old  Bath  Theatre.  All  over  the  island  it  was  the  custom,and 
remains  so  I  believe  to  this  day,  for  the  players  to  receive  their 
weekly  stipeiid  on  the  Saturday.  It  was  not  mueh  that  Barbara 
had  to  elaim. 

This  little  maid  had  just  entered  her  eleventh  year;  but 
her  important  station  at  the  theatre,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  with 
the  benefits  which  she  felt  to  accrue  from  her  pious  application  - 
of  her  small  earnings,  had  given  an  air  of  womanhood  to  her 
steps  and  to  her  behaviour.  You  would  have  taken  her  to 
have  been  at  least  five  years  oldtr. 

Till  latterly  she  had  merely  been  employed  in  choruses,  or 
where  children  were  wanted  to  fill  up  the  scene.  But  the  ma- 
nager, observing  a  diligence  and  adroitness  in  her  above  her  age, 
had  for  some  few  months  past  intrusted  to  her  the  performance 
of  whole  par(«.  You  may  guess  the  self  consequence  of  the  pro- 
moted Barbara.  She  had  already  drawn,  tears  in  young  Arthur ; 
had  rallied  Richard  with  Infantine  petulance  in  the  Duke  of 

X 
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York :  and  iu  her  turn  had  rebuked  that  petulance  when  she 
was  Prince  of  Wales.  She  would  have  done  the  elder  child  ia 
Morion's  pathetic  after-piece  to  the  life ;  but  as  yet  the  "  Chil- 
dren in  the  Wood"  was  not. 

Long  after  this  little  girl  was  grown  an  aged  woman,  I 
have  seen  some  of  these  small  parts,  each  making  two  or  three 
pages  at  most,  copied  out  ill' vhc  rudest  hand  of  the  then  promp- 
ter, who  doubtless  transcribed  a  little  more  i^arefuUy  and  fairly 
for  the  grown-up  tragedy  ladies  of  the  establishment.  But  such 
as  they  were,  blotted  and  scrawled,  as  for  a  child's  use,  she  kept 
them  all;  and  in  the  zenith  of  her  after-reputation  it  was  a  de- 
lightful sight  to  behold  them  bound  up  in  costliest  morocco,  each 
single — each  small  part  making  a  book — ^with  fine  clasps,  gilt- 
splashed,  etc.  She  had  conscientiously  kept  them  as  they  had 
been  delivered  to  her  ;  not  a  blot  had  been  effaced  or  tampered 
-with.  They  were  precious  to  her  for  their  affecting  remembranc- 
ings.  They  were  her  principia,  her  rudiments;  the  elementary 
atoms ;  the  little  steps  by  which  she  pressed  forward  to  per- 
fection. "  What,"  she  would  say,  "  could  Indian  rubber,  or  a 
pumice  stone,  have  done  for  these  darlings?" 

I  am  in  no  hurry  to  begin  my  story — indeed  I  have  little 
or  none  to  tell — so  I  will  just  mention  an  observation  of  hers 
connected  with  that  interesting  lime. 

^ot  long  before  she  died  I  had  been  discoursing  with  her 
on  the  quantity  of  real  present  emotion  which  a  great  Iragic 
performer  experiences  during  acting.  I  ventured  to  think,  that 
though  in  the  first  instance  such  players  must  have  possessed 
the  feelings  which  they  so  powerfully  called  up  in  others,  yet 
by  frequent  repetition  those  feelings  must  become  deadened  in 
great  measure,  and  the  performer  trust  to  the  memory  of  past 
amotion,  riither  than  express  a  present  one.  She  indignantly 
repelled  the  notion,  that  with  a  truly  great  tragedian  the  ope- 
ration, by  which  such  effects  were  produced  upon  an  audience, 
could  ever  degrade 'itself  into  what  was  purely  mechanical.  With 
much  delicacy,  avoiding  to  instance  in  her  jcZZ-experlence,  she 
told  me,  that  so  long  ago  as  when  she  used  to  play  the  part  of 
the  Little  Son  to  Mrs.  Porter's  Isabella  (I  think  it  was),  when 
•that  impressive  actress  has  been  bending  over  her  in  some  heart- 
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rending  colloquy,  she  has  felt  real  hot  tears  come  IrickliBg  from 
her,  -which  (to  use  her  powerful  expression)  have  perfectly 
scalded  her  back. 

I  am  not  quite  so  sure  that  it  was  Mrs.  Porter;  but  it  was 

some  great  actress  of  that  day.     The  name  is  indifferent  ;  but 

the  fact  of  the  scalding  tears  I  most  distinctly  remember. 

*  -    jf  jf  jf  * 

As  I  was  about  to  say — at  the  desk  of  the  then  treasurer  of 

the  old  Batii  theatre— not  Diamond's — presented  herself  the  liltle 

Barbara  S . 

The  parents  of  Barbara  had  been  in  reputable  circumstances. 
The  father  had  practised,  I  believe,  as  an  apothecary  in  the 
town^  But  his  practice,  from  causes  which  I  feel  my  own  in- 
firmity loo  sensibly  that  way  to  arraign — or  perhaps  from  that 
pure  infelicity  which  accompanies  some  people  in  their  walk 
Vhrough  life,  and  which  it  is  impossible  to' lay  at  the  door  of 
imprudence — was  now  reduced  to  nothing.  They  were  in  fact 
in  the  very  teeth  of  starvation,  when  the  manager,  who  knew 
and  respected  them  in  belter  days,  took  the  liltle  Barbara  into 
his  company. 

At  the  period  I  commenced  with,  her  slender  earnings  were 
the  sole  support  of  the  family,  including  two  younger  sisters. 
I  must  throw  a  veil  over  some  mortifying  circumstances.  Enough 
to  say,  that  her  Saturday's  pittance  was  the  only  chance  of  a 
Sunday's  (generally  their  only)  meal  of  meat. 

One  thing  I  will  only  mention,  that  in  some  child's  part, 
where  in  her  theatrical  character  she  was  to  sup  off  a  roast  fowl 
(O  joy  to  Barbara!)  some  comic  actor,  who  was  for  the  night 
caterer  for  this  dainty — in  the  misguided  humour  of  his  part, 
threw  over  the  dish  such  a  quantity  of  salt  (O  grief  and  pain  of 
heart  to  Barbara !)  that  when  he  crammed  a  portion  of  it  into 
her  mrouth,  she  was  obliged  sputleringly  to  reject  it ;  and  what 
with  shame  of  her  ill-acted  part,  and  pain  of  real  appetite  at 
missing  such  a  dainty,  her  little  heart  sobbed  almost  to  break- 
ing, till  a  flood  of  tears,  which  the  well-fed  spectators  were  to- 
tally unable  to  comprehend,  mercifully  relieved  her. 

This  was  the  little  starved,  meritorious  maid,  who  stood 
before  old  Ravenscroft,  the  treasurer,  for  her  Saturday's  payment. 
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Ravenscrofl  was  a  man,  I  have  heard  maDy  old  theatrical: 
people  besides  herself  say,  of  all  men  least  calculated  for  a  trea- 
surer. He  had  no  head  for  accounts,  paid  away  at  random, 
kept  scarce  any  books,  and  summing  up  at  the  week's  end,  if  he 
found  himself  a  pound  or  so  deficient,  blest  himself  that  it  was 
no  worse. 

Now  Barbara's  weekly  stipend  was  a  bare  half  guinea. — By 
mistake  he  popped  into  her  hand  a-*whole  one. 

Barbara  tripped  away. 

She  was  entirely  unconscious  at  first  of'  the  mistake :  God 
knows,  Ravenscroft  would  never  have  discovered  it. 

But  when  she  had  got  down  to  the  first  of  those  uncoutli 
landing-places,  she  became  sensible  of  an  unusual  weight  of 
metal  pressing  her  little  hand. 

Now  mark  the  dilemma. 

She  was  by  nature  a  good  child.  From  her  parents  and 
those  about  her  she  had  imbibed  no  contrary  influence.  But 
then  they  had  taught  her  nothing.  Poor  men's  smoky  cabins 
are  not  always  porticoes  of  moral  philosophy.  This  little  maid 
had  no  instinct  to  evil,  but  then  she  might  be  said  tahave  no 
fixed  principle.  She  had  heard  honesty  commended,  but  ne- 
ver dreamed  of  its  application  to  herself.  She  thought  of  it  as 
something  which  concerned  grown-up  people— men  and  wo- 
men. She  had  never  known  temptation,  or  thought  of  prepar- 
ing resistance  against  it. 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  go  back  to  the  old  treasurer,,  and 
explain  to  him  his  blunder.  He  was  already  so  confused  with 
age,  besides  a  natural  want  of  punctuality,  that  she  would  have 
had  some  difficulty  in  making  him  understand  it.  She  saw  that 
in  an  instant.  And  then  it  was  such  a  bit  of  money  !  and  then 
the  image  of  a  larger  allowance  of  butcher's  meat  on  their  table 
next  day  came  across  her,  till  her  little  eyes  glistened,  and  her 
mouth  mobtened.  But  then  Mr.  Raveuscroft  had  always  been 
so  good-natured,  had  stood  her  ft'iend  behind  the  scenes,  and 
even  recommended  her  promotion  to  some  of  her  little  parts. 
But  again  the  olcT  man  was  reputed  to  be  worth  a  world  of 
money.  He  was  supposed  to  have  fifty  pounds  a  year  clear  of 
the  theatre.    And  then  came  staring  upon  her  the  figures  of  her 
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liltle  stockitigless  and  shoeless  sisters.  And  when  she  looked  at 
her  own  neat  white  cotton  stockings,  which  her  situation  at  the 
theatre  had  made  it  indispensable  for  her  mother  to  provide  for 
her,  y^lih.  hard  straining  and  pinching  from  the  family  stock, 
and  thought  how  glad  she  should  be  to  cover  their  poor  feet 
with  the  same — and  how  then  they  could  accompany  her  to  re- 
hearsals, which  Ihey  had  hitherto  been  precluded  from  doing, 
by  reason  of  their  unfashionable  attire, — in  these  thoughts  she 
reached  the  second  landing-place — the  second,  I  mean  from  the 
top— for  there  was  still  another  left  to  traverse. 
Now.  virtue  support  Barbara  ! 

And  that  never-failing  friend  did  step  in — for  at  that  mo- 
ment a  strength  not  her  own,  I  have  heard  her  say,  was  re- 
vealed to  her — a  reason  above  reasoning — and  without  her  own 
agency,  as  it  seemed  (for  she  never  felt  her  feet  to  move)  she 
found  herself  transported  back  to  the  individual  desk  she  had 
j  ust  quitted,  and  her  hand  in  the  old  hand  of  Ravenscroft,  who 
m  silence  took  back  the  refunded  treasure,  and  who  had  been 
sitting  (good  man)  insensible  to  the  lapse  of  minutes,  which  to 
her  were  anxious  ages ;  and  from  that  moment  a  deep  peace 
fell  upon  her  heart,  and  she  knew  the  quality  of  honesty. 

A  year  or  two's  unrepiuing  application  to  her  profession 
brightened  up  the  feet,  and  the  prospects  of  her  little  sisters,  set 
the  whole  family  upon  their  legs  again,  and  released  her -from 
the  difficulty  of  discussing  moral  dogmas  upon  a  landing-place. 
I  have  heard  her  say,  that  it  was  a  surprise,  not  much  short 
of  mortiocation  to  her,  to  sec  the  coolness  with  which  the  old 
man  pocketed  the  difference,  which  had  caused  her  such  mortal 
Vhroes. 
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THE  RUINED   LAIRD. 

BY   TAB   HONOURABLE   MRS.    NORTON. 


«*  What  111  tbat  he,  Mrs.  Graeme?" 

^«  What,  Abcrfoy?" 

**  Dell  lake  it,  woman,  have  ye  no  got  a  pair  of  ears  to  yere 
head  ?  What's  that  skirling  and  screaming  among  the  bairns?*' 

"  Why,  how  can  I  tell?  they're  always  screaming  and  fight- 
ing. I  suppose  the  boys  have  quarrelled ;— or,  maybe,  they're 
teiising  Jeanie " 

"  Weel,  weel,  take  yere  own  way,  Mrs.  Grasme ;  but  it's  little 
€»mfort  to  a  man  to  see  the  mother  of  his  children,  and  the  mis- 
tress of  his  house,  lie  daudUng  on  a  fine  sofa,  instead  of  being 
up  and  about,  bestirring  herself  (there  again!  hear  till't),  and 
preventing  the  little  leisure  poor  means  leave  him  from  being 
spent  (there  agaiu !)  in  flichting  at  the  servants  and  correcting 
the  bairns.  It's  no  for  a  reproach  I  say  it,  Mrs.  Grteme,  but 
Aberfoy  was  a  different  place  when  my  mother  saw  the  sun  rise 
every  mom  on  Bencruach,  and  wanted  no  grumblin'  lady's-maid 
to  draw  away  the  curtain  and  show  when  it  was  daylight." 

The  speaker  was  a  dark^  stout-made,  handsome-looking  man 
of  about  five- and^forty,  dressed  in  a  green  plaid  waistcoat  and 
shooUog-jacket;  in  hU  hand  he  held  a  paper  advertising  a  show 
of  cattle  to  be  held  at  some  distance  from  Aberfoy,  the  particu- 
lars of  which  he  Imd  vainly  attempted  to  master  during  the  sue- 
cession  of  discordant  noises  which  had  finally  provoked  him  to 
address  his  wife.  On  this  lady  he  bent  an  angry  and  oontemp- 
taous  look ;  but  he  nught  as  well  have  attempted  to  frown  away 
the  rain  from  bis  h«rvest^eLd,  as  indolence  from  the  nature  of 
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Mrs.  Graeme  of  Aberfoy.  He  might  have  sworn,  stormed,  scold, 
ed,  till  doomsday ;  she  knew  he  would  not  beat  her,  and  she  was 
just  the  sort  of  woman  who  dreaded,  or,  rather,  heeded  nothing 
else.  Ten  years  since,  both  thought  they  had  done  a  most 
satisfactory  thing  In  getting  married.  The  Laird  of  Aberfoy 
(who,-  up  to  that  period,  when  the  death  of  his  father  left  him 
master  of  the  smalt  and  ban^o,  but  beautiful  place  of  that  name, 
had  scarcely  ever  been  sixty  miles  from  home)  encountered  his 
future  biide  at  Bath, — to  which  place  he  had  gone  to  convey  a 
qrooked  and  sickly  sister;  and  as  he  had  been  chiefly  accustomed 
to  draw  his  notions  of  female  manners  from  this  and  three  other 
more  robust  and,  consequently,  more  active  sisters,  he  immedi- 
ately, with  the  natural  caprice  of  man's  heart,  dedded  that  there 
was  a  charm  in  the  languid  grace  of  the  young  West  Indian 
widow.  She  had  all  the  gentle  sweetness  of  his  sister  Nanny, 
without  the  painful  deformity  and  feebleness  which  made  that 
gentleness  seem  only  part  of  the  disease.  She  had  the  gaiety  of 
Catherine, — the  beauty  of  Margaret, — ^the  magnificent  figure  of 
Ellen,  without  the  loud,  shrill  laugh^  the  tanned  and  harsh  com- 
plexion, the  horse  and  foot  activity,  which  distinguished  these 
young  ladies.  They  were  all  well  and  comfortably  married  in 
Scotland.  Nanny  was  well  and  comfortably  settled  at  Bath,  and 
the  small  annuity  secured  to  her  for  which  his  father's  will  had 
especially  provided;  why  should  he  not  marry  the  divine  West 
Indian,  whose  sleepy  Creole  eyes,  so  "  darkly,  deeply,  beauti- 
fully blue,"  were  always  turned  upon  him,  and  whose  indolent 
smile  had  such  inexpressible  witchery  in  it  ?  There  was  no  just 
cause  or  impediment;  and  there  was  a  temptation,  besides,  in 
the  knowledge  that  the  widow,  who  had  be«u  a  wife  but  a  year 
and  a  half,  had  inherited  a  great  part  of  her  husband's  prc^ 
perty. 

Graeme  of  Aberfoy,  though  poor  himsdf,  had  what  is  tech- 
nically termed  ''  great  expectations."  His  uncle.  Sir  Douglas 
Graeme,  was  one  of  the  proudest  of  Scotland's  proud  baronets. 
His  castle  stood  on  an  eminence,  and  every  inmate  held  his  or 
her  head  proportionately  high ;  his  shooting  tracts  were  large, 
he  could  afford  the  diversion  of  deer-stalking  to  any  friends  he 
pleased,  and  it  was  rumoured  that  he  actually  preferred  that 
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tliey  sbonld  succeed  ia  bringing  down  a  deer;  an  enthusiasm 
vrtucli  all  proprielors  of  deer-forests  are  said  not  to  share.     He 
was  a  kind  landlord,  a  keen  sportsman,  a  great  breeder  of  cattle, 
and  -Was  suspected  of  i^inking  at  the  distilling  of  whiskey  on  his 
^vrtld.   mountainous  estate;  and  he* was,  withal^  one  of  the  most 
obstinate  men  who  ever  wore  tartan.     Such  as  he  was,  virtues 
and  faults.  Gramme  of  Aberfoy  loved  lum  with  the  strong  love  of 
hat>lt,  and  thought  him  the  only  great  man  in  his  Majesty's  do- 
minions ;  and  from  the  time  he  was  an  in^fant,  and  rode  round 
llie  ball  on  the  large  Newfoundland  dog,  to  the  days  when  he 
carried  his  rifle  in  company  with  Sir  Douglas,  nothing  but  kindly 
words  had  passed  between  them;  and  still,  as  years  rolled  by,. 
tbe  increased  respect  and  interest  evinced  by  the  Highland  te- 
nantry, and  the  increased  puffiness  of  the  sighs  breathed  by  the 
fair  and  fat  wife  of  the  sturdy  Baronet  (sighs  of  regret  and  disap- 
pointment), pointed  him  out  more  clearly  as  the'  heir  to  the  ho- 
nours and  estate  of  the  haughty  Graeme.     This  was  a  pleasing 
prospect,  and  one  which  could  not  fail  to  have  weight  with  the 
West  Indian  widow ;  who^  after  duly  considering  that  so  kind  a 
brother  must  make  an  easy  husband,  that  the  air  of  Scotland 
inroald  bi*ace  her  nerves  and  spirits,  and  that  he  cerUtinly  was 
devotedly  attached  to  her,  languidly  imposed  silence  on  some  en- 
Tions  spinster  of  Bath,,  who  was  remarking  on  the  broad  Scotch 
in  which  that  attachment  was  expressed,  and  declared  her  re- 
solution to  become  Mrs.  Graeme  of  Aberfoy.     But,  alas !  the 
Hidolenee  which  had  been  so  captivating  in  the  Creole  widow 
was  exceedingly  inconvenient  in  the  Highland  laird's  wife  ;:  and  1 
tbe  patience  which  Mrs.  Graeme  had  seen  so  unfailing  in  the  case 
of  tbe  feeble  and  deformed  Nanny  seemed  entirely  lost  when  it 
was  taxed,  by  her  own  graceful,  well-proportioned  self; — as 
years  roiled  by,  too,  Mrs.  Graeme  grew  less  graceful — less  well- 
proportioned.     Three  successive  confinements,  and  six  years  of 
utter  inactivity,  combined  to  change 

**  The  form  that  was  fashioned  as  light  aS  a  fay's," 

to  a  corpulence  anything  but  becoming  in  the  eyes  of  Aberfoy ;. 
and  -her  neglect  of  her  once  carefully-studied  toilette — ^that  first 
symptom  of  dissatisfaction  in  an  indolent  and  silly  woman, — 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


TO  TALES. 

deteriorated  from  a  beauty  naturally  evanescent.  But  these 
vould  have  been  "  trifles  light  as  air"  in  the  sight  of  her  hus- 
band, had  she  happened  to  please  Sir  Douglas  and  Lady  Graeme. 
To  his  niorlification,  surprise,  disappoinlroent,  despair,  not  only 
she  did  not  please,  but  she  was  positively  an  offence  to  their  eyes 
— ft  thorn  in  their  sides — an  object  of  dislike  and  contempt. 
Graeme  of  Aberfoy  knew  his  uncle's  prejudices  well  enough  to 
be  aware  that  the  bare  fact  of  his  wife  not  being  a  Scotchwoman, 
and  being  chosen  without  reference  to  any  one's  taste  but  his 
own,  would  make  the  introduction  of  the  divine  West  Indian,  as 
he  expressed  it,  "a  kittle  task ;"  and  he  frankly  explained  his 
hopes  that  she  would  take  pains,  and  his  fears  that  she  might 
fail  in  making  herself  as  adoTed  as  he  desired  by  his  dear  uncle. 
And  his  lady,  as  her  head  rested  on  his  shoulder,  raised  her 
sleepy  southern  eyes,  and  smiled  one  of  those  slow,  fond,  Ian-- 
guid  smiles,  by  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  expressing  her  as- 
sent without  the  trouble  of  saying  "  Yes."  Evidently  she  would 
attempt  to  please ;  and,  attempting  it,  how  could  she  fail  ? 

A  faint  attempt  at  conciliation  on  Mrs.  Graeme's  part  was  fol- 
lowed by  mutual  disgust  and  mutual  coldness  between  the  rela- 
tions. Aberfoy  found  that  gentleness  of  manners  can  be,  and 
very  frequently  is,  accompanied  by  determined  obstinacy ;  and, 
when  his  eldest  son  was  born,  it  was  a  matter  of  hesitation  and 
discussion  whether  the  laird  of  the  little  place  should  ride  over 
to  the  baronet's  castle  (where  they  had  ceased  16  visit)  to  comma* 
nicate  the  tidings,  or  whether  they  should  await  in  sullen  silence 
» the  notice  which  might  be  taken  of  the  event  by  the  family.  It 
was  not  interest,  it  was  not  ambition,  which  prompted  the  deci- 
sion to  which  the  laird  came,  as  he  bent  above  his  new-born  in- 
fant's cradle — it  was  the  father  which  woke  in  his  heart,  and 
made  him  yearn  to  show  the  proud  old  man  his  beautiful  boy ; 
and  he  went. 

A  temporary  reconciliation  was  the  result  \  and,  for  some  time, 
things  went  pretty  smoothly,  with  the  exception  of  the  loss  of 
Mrs.  Graeme's  West  Indian  property,  which  hurricanes,  misma- 
nagement, and  rascally  agents,  had  reduced  to  an  empty  vision. 
At  the  lime,  this  loss  was  little  heeded.  Mrs.  Graeme  herself, 
feeling  no  diminution  of  her  daily  comforts,  wrapped  in  the  same 
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^syftsiwls,  lying  on  the  same  sofa,  bore  the  news  with  great  equa- 
T&kxnity ;  and  Aberfoy,  intent  on  regaining  his  uncle's  good-will, 
t. In. ought  nothing  of  importance  but  as  it  related  to  this  grand 
^>l3ject,  and  took  the  occasional  sneers  at  the  do-nothingness  of 
IaSs  once-worshipped  wife  with  a,  calni  philosophy,  in  which 
s-ympathy  in  his  uncle's  irritation,  and  consciousness  of  the  tnith 
of  his  uncle's  severe  remarks,  seemed  to  be  far  more  prominent 
llian  any  wish  to  defend  or  excuse  the  defects  commented  upon. 
But  the  time  came  when  the  deceitful  calm,  broken  only  at 
intervals  by  slight  breezes,  was  to  give  place  to  the  storm  and 
shipwreck.     Sir  DouglQs,  in  vouchsafing  once  more  to  smile  on 
"bis  offending  nephew,  for  the  sake  of  the  little  pledge  before- 
mentioned,  had  arrogated  to  himself  all  the  privileges  of  father, 
mother,  grandfather  and  grandmotl^er,  uncle  and  guardian,  in 
one.     His  natural  obstinacy  seemed  to  have  found  a  constant 
subject  of  exercise.   Whether  the  point  to  ,be  decided  were  great 
or  small — the  choice  of  the  young  Graeme's  future  profession,  or 
of  the  day's  dinner  of  broth  or  pap, -:- equally  authoritative, 
equally  determined,  was  the  sturdy  Sir  Douglas.     An  unhappy 
difference — ^a  mad  disinclination  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Graeme  to 
the  clan  tartan,  and  an  expressed  wish  to  substitute  the  royal 
Stuart  as  a  proper  dress  for  her  boy,  caused  an  open  breach.  Sir 
Douglas  was  bitter  and  haughty  beyond  even  his  usual  manner;-^ 
Mi*s.  Graeme  was  sick,  peevish,  and  looking  forward  to  the  birth 
of  another  little  Graeme.      High  words  were  exchanged ;  and 
Aberfoy  had  the  satisfaction,  as  he  flung  open  the  door  on  his 
return  from  shooting,  to  hear  his  languid,  passive  beauty's  thanks 
to  God,  *'  that  she  could  afford  to  dress  her  child  without  de- 
pending on  Sir  Douglas,"  followed  up  by  a  bitter  execration^ 
pronounced  by  the  baronet  on  his  own  immortal  soul,  for  hav- 
ing ever  been   fool  enough  to   countenance  and  protect  the 
daughter  of  a  black, — and  a  command  that  she  would  forthwith 
remove  herself,  her  child,  and  all  that  belongecfto  her,  from  the 
castle  which  her  presence  had  polluted,  and  her  tartan  predileo- 
lion  disgraced.     The  quarrel  may  appear  ridiAilous  —  the  cause 
inadequate — the  conduct  of  both  parties  improbable;  but  those 
only  who  have  witnessed  it  can  vouch  for  the  intense  fury  pro- 
duced by  slight  causeS;  where  mutual  disinclination  and  strong 
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prejudice  give  every  vurd  a  double  force  to  wound,  and  makt! 
every  action  an  offence. 

Many  years  had  passed  away  between  the  date  of  this  dispute 
and  the  disturbing  squalls  of  the  three  children,  with  which  wc 
opened  our  narrative.     Many  changes  had  takien  place.     Mrs. 
Grieme  had  grown  fatter,  more  indolent,  and  more  complain- 
ing, with  occasional  fits  of  sullenness  to  vary  her  existence. 
Aberfoy's  luxuriant  black   hair  was    beginning  to  be  much 
sprinkled  with   grey,   and   his  figure  was  losing  the  air  of 
strength  and  activity  it  had  formerly  possessed;  he  had  taken 
greatly  to  drinking,  and  gave  way  to  sudden  fits  of  passion, 
the  vehemence  of  which  was  sometimes  fearful.     His  frank, 
happy  manner  was  gone,  and  he  had  that  cramped  cold  feel- 
ing about  his  heart,  peculiar  to  men  whose  wives  do  not  suit 
them,  and  who  cannot  pay  their  quarterly  bills.     The  general 
ophiion  in  the  country  was,  that  "  Aberfoy  would  be  ruined  if 
Sir  Douglas  did  not  leave  him  bis  property."    It  was  then  al- 
ready a  matter  of  doubt  with  some  whether  eventually  some  other 
destination  might  not  be  found  for  the  gold  in  his  uncle's  coffers, 
and  the  woods  on  his  uncle's  hilts.  Lady  Gramme  had  long  sinoe 
breathed  her  last  apoplectic  sigh,  and  the  widower  had  betaken 
himself(to  the  astonishment  of  his  nephew,  friends,  and  tenantry) 
to  a  lengthened  residence  in  England,  ^nd  subsequently  to  a  tour 
on  the  Continent.     Graham  Castle  was  now  a  blank  in  the  lists 
of  trespassers  on  Scotch  hospitality,  and  Aberfoy  sighed  as  he 
caught  a  glimpse  q{  its  grey  turrets  from  one  hill  to  another ;  and 
sighed  too  when  he  looked  at  his  two  beautiful  boys,  as  they 
clambered  up  the  rock  and  mountain,  wild,  sturdy,  and  radiant 
with  health,  to  think  that  their  grand-uncle  had  not  an  oppor^ 
tunity  of  seeing  how  well  he  was  provided  with  hdrs  in  a  direct 
line.  Sir  Douglas  at  length  returned  for  a  little  while.  No  notice 
was  taken  of  the  inmates  of  Aberfoy ;  but  accident  throwing  th« 
two  children  in  his  way,  he'  was  struck  by  their  beauty  and  in- 
telligence; took  them  with  him  to  the  castle;  showed  them  hunt- 
ing horns  and  powder  pouches,  stuffed  deer  and  ptarmigan;  and 
finally  taking  it  into  his  head  that  one  of  his  favourite  dogs  re- 
cognised in  the  person  of  little  Douglas  the  infant  so  unceremo- 
niously expelled  some  years  before,  he  was  unaccountably  touched 
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by  the  display  of  affection  in  the  brute,  for  the  child  whom  hi. 
?ome!ucs  would  have  deemed  it  impolitic  and  insolent  to  caress 
IriTuXrte  ban  of  their  chief;  he  gave  thedog  tolittleDou- 
^1a  told  him  10  bring  hU  brother  to  the  castle  whenever 
C'  liki  to  come.  Sunshine,  in  aU  its  splendour,  never  bnght- 
»^  efface  of  nature  in  the  eye  of  man,  as  did  .he  intelhgence 

foy  felt  sang        ,F  discomfort,  he  smiled,  jested, 

TSi^d  S^t  »ks.  Grime's  window,  to  announce  the  lid- 
andtapped  gauy  atrar  ^.^^^^  old-fashioned 

'"'rrrndlnTngiS^^  his  father',  high  chair,  with 
Ces  vaeirfixed  on  hU  father's  old  gun,  as  it  hung  above 
his  eyes  vaca u   y  obstinacy  of  women  iti  ge- 

InT^Grfme'n  particular;  the  indolent  spirit  was 
neral— ot  Mrs.   w«  r  ^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^le 

roused,  and  *»^«  f-J'"^  ^^X  o,„  himself  in  fault,  and 
capricious  favour  of  °»^t»°  P"*"  ,1,^ had  rather  die;  she  had 
.ho  refused  ^'^  ^^J^^  ^'':::^^^  did.     The  children 

gazag  wistfully  "«>nj  *™^  .  .^^  gr  plantations,  where 
Castfewas  buUt,  »»  *e  gkn  th^^^^^  ^^J  ^^.^^  ,;„,„  ^^, 
the  tKn  blue jmoke  m.ght  b*  seen  »«» "^  ^^^^^^  .^  ^^^  ,„»,. 
house  cfAberfoy  ^.r  DougUs  bad  neve  ^^  ^^,^  ^^^^j^„,. 
./o«eUn  that  autumn^  JBehdhad^^^^^ 
they  were  dead;  he  had  seen  b«  wom  j^  ^^^^^__ 

almost  looted  npon  him  as  his  '»"•  J^J^*  /^^  been  fond  of 
alienated-even  as  strangers  to  each  "^'^'f "  "^ J'^^^.^.d  Aber- 
the  th«e  Ifight-baired,  romping  ^^^ J^^^^;*^;  Id  came 
foy;  they  had  homes,  "^.^.^^.^^ ^ST^^^^^^^^^ 
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sounded  so  pleasantly  in  his  ears, — Ihcy,  loo,  had  deserted  him  t 
One  day  he  found  himself  in  the  glen,  and  within  a  few  paces 
of  Graeme  of  Aberfoy's  children,  who  stood  hesitating, — afraid 
to  advance,  unwilling  to  retreat, — sorrowful  and  startled.  Blunt 
and  harsh  were  Sir  Douglas's  questions — frank  and  simple  the 
children's  replies; — the  old  man  heard  the  truth,  and,  at  length, 
setting  his  teeth,  he  said,  "  Ye  may  tell  your  lady  mother  that 
she's  the  worst  enemy  ye  ever  had,  let  the  other  be  who  he  may; 
and  that  she'll  live  to  rue  the  day  she  ever  set  eyes  on  Aberfoy's 
house  or  Douglas  Graeme's  castle." 

Sir  Douglas  again  departed,  and  again  returned  ;  but  this  time 
he  did  not  come  alone.     A  lady,  so  beautiful,  thai  the  very  piper 
(whose  age  bordered  on  eighty)  was  moved  to  an  exclamation 
when  he  saw  her,  accompanied  him.  She  spolie  broken  English, 
in  a  sweet  clear  voice,  the  tone  of  which,  as  Allan  said,  would 
have  '*  wiled  the  flounders  out  of  the  Firth ;"  and  clung  to  old 
Sir  Douglas's  arm,  as  though  she  would  have  crept  into  his  heart 
for  shelter.     Even  so  did  the  lady  cling  to  Christabel,  in  that  ex- 
quisite poem  of  Coleridge's,  till  she  had  made  good  her  entrance 
over  the  guarded  threshold;  and  even  such  a  mysterious  influ- 
ence did  she  exercise  when  once  admitted; — Sir  Douglas's  will 
bent  to  the  stranger's  wildest  caprices ;  Sir  Douglas's  obstinacy 
melted  before  one  glance  of  those  passionate  eyes,  whose  rarely- 
lifted  lashes — ^black,  long,  and  silken — made  them  seem  so  muc) 
more  soft  than  they  really  were;  and  within  a  year  of  their  a- 
rival,  and  exactly  six  months  before  the  birth  of  Graeme's  litle 
girl  Jeanie,  Sir  Douglas  folded  to  his  heart,  with  all  the  raplire 
and  energy  of  a  doting  father,  the  child  of  his  old  age — thej#yof 
his  withering  autumnal  years — Douglas  Antonio  Scott  Greme! 
— and  in  that  embrace,  as  in  the  coil  of  a  snake,  lay  crushed  all 
the  faint,  lingering,  half-confessed  hopes  still  cherished  for  his 
children  by  the  unhappy  Graeme  of  Aberfoy. 

From  the  hour  of  her  birth,  Jeanie  Graeme  never  saw  the  smile 
of  welcome  on  a  human  face.  Whether  it  was  that  his  temper 
was  allogether  soured  by  the  events  of  the  last  few  ydSrs,  or  that 
the  presence  of  the  little  infant  continually  reminded  him  of  the 
contemporary  production  at  the  castle,  or  a  mixture  of  both 
causes,  certain  it  is  that  Aberfoy  disliked  his  daughter,  even  be- 
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fore  her  dawning  intellect  taught  her  to  shrink  from  his  eye  and 
dread  his  anger — or  before  constant  rebuffs  and  ill-usage  had 
given  her'litlle  delicate  face  the  expression  so  well  described  by 
the  French  phrase  **  I'air  de  souffrance."  Her  brothers  took  the 
tone  of  the  household  with  respect  to  her,  and  shunned  the  feeble 
creature  who  haunted  their  sports  without  strength  of  body  or 
elasticity  of  mind  sufficient  to  enable  her  to  partake..of  them. 
Her  mother,  disturbed  in  her  repose  by  the  eternal  rebukes  of 
Aberfoy  to  the  litlle  girl,  and  her  shrill  cries  when  the  young 
boys,  with  the  tyranny  natural  to  their  age,  used  force  to  compel 
her  to  relinquish  a  toy,  or  obey  a  command,  bestowed  as  much 
dislike  as  her  passive  nature  could  afford ; — and  the  servants 
saved  themselves  a  vast  deal  of  trouble  in  the  minor  concerns  of 
the  household,  by  sending  Miss  Jeanie  to  collect  the  eggs  for 
breakfast,  to  fetch  up  milk  from  the  farm,  or  go  a  message  to  the 
village  of  Pid-Muddie,  three  miles  beyond  Aberfoy.  It  has  been 
said, and  I  believe  with  some  truth,  that  ^Mhey  whom  none  love, 
love  none;"  but  to  this  rule  Jeanie  Graeme  must  form  an  excep- 
tion. She  not  only  was  affectionate,  but  she  bestowed  the  chief 
part  of  her  affections  on  the  very  individual  who  seemed  most  to 
repel  them — she  loved  her  father,  that  little  deserted,  mournful 
girl! — andkshe  would  steal  round  to  meet  him  when  the  report 
of  his  rifle  warned  those  at  home  of  his  approach,  without  daring 
to  question  him,  with  the  natural  iuquisitiveness  of  a  happy 
child,  as  to  his  day's  sport ;  and  feel  a  sort  of  pleasure  in  seeing 
him  sit  down  to  rest,  and  lift  his  blue  bonnet  off  the  short  thick 
hair  which  time  and  vexation  had  as  yet  only  partially  changed. 
Sometimes,  if  he  seemed  very  weary,  she  would  venture  timidly 
to  propose  mixing  him  some  whiskey  and  water  or  Athol-brose, 
by  way  of  refreshment;  and  when  the  permission  was  granted, 
it  was  a  great  satisfaction  to  her  to  "  see  papa  so  thirsty."  Gra- 
dually, too,  she  learnt  to  make  herself  at  least  not  obnoxious — 
she  no  longer  followed  her  brothers  when  they  drove  her  back ; 
she  wept  softly,  or  choked  back  her  tears,  or  wandered  out — 
far,  far,  and  alone — to  some  spot  on  the  purple  hill,  where  hea- 
ven only  could  witness  her  weeping.  She  arranged  the  folds  of 
her  mother's  shawls,  and  comprehended  her  languid  signs, 
which  the  Scotch  servant-girls  always  required  to  be  rendered 
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iuto  words,  and  meekly,  if  not  cheerfully,  she  bore  to  be  com- 
manded hither  and  thither  by  all  -who  had,  and  by  all  who  had 
not,  a  right  to  do  it. 

Meanwhile  Aberfoy's  affairs  grew  more  and  more  embarrass- 
ed, as  he  seemed  less  able  to  meet  his  embarrassments.  From 
his  uncle  he  had  ceased  to  hare  any  hopes ;  and,  reckless  and 
balf-ruitted,  he  defied  his  creditors,  and  oppressed  his  small 
scattered  tenantry.  For  some  time  past  he  had,  with  one  of  those 
desperate  and  vexatious  efforts  at  petty  economy,  gone  to  spend 
a  week  here,  and  a  month  there,  in  houses  where,  as  the  frank- 
hearted  heir  of  the  Douglas,  he  had  been  accustomed  to  meet  a 
hearty  welcome.  Sometimes  his  wife  accompanied  him — some- 
times the  terms  of  the  invitation  civilly  but  pointedly  excluded 
her;  he  was  asked  as  " a  bachelor,"  as  my '^ good  fellow,"  or 
^*  to  meet  a  few  friends  who  were  coming  to  shoot ;"  and  from 
these  visits,  where  he  had  been  daily  drunken,  mortified,  and 
•  wretched,  the  ruined  laird  used  sullenly  to  return  to  his  com- 
fortless home— to  gloom  over  the  days  when  his  songs  and  his 
Jokes  were  reckoned  best  at  the  board,  and  when  his  presence, 
like  Virginia's,  *'made  a  little  holiday." 

One  cloud  still  darker  hung  over  him.  Antonia,  the  beautiful 
mother  of  Sir  Douglas's  child,  seemed  at  first  willing  to  show  him 
kindness;  but  there  was  a  sudden  coolness,  a  sudden  ceasing 
even  to  mention  his  name,  and  strange  rumours  went  abroad  of 
his  having  endeavoured,  in  a  letter,  to  poison  his  uncle's  mind 
against  the  partner  of  his  home,  by  wild  and  vague  accusations ; 
and  still  stranger  reports  were  circulated  in  his  defence,  as  if  An- 
tonia had  tempted  him  for  the  express  purpose  of  being  able 
more  entirely  to  embitter  against  him  every  latent  feeling  of  dis- 
like and  resentment  in  the  heart  of  the  jealous  old  man.  Aber- 
foy  became  more  sullen;  his  house  was  poorer;  his  comforts 
decreased;  while  the  heir  of  Graeme  Castle  grew  strong^  and 
lovely — more  lovely  even  than  the  favourite  Douglas  of  Aberfoy. 
From  time  to  lime  his  sisters,  Margaret,  Ellen,  and  Catherine, 
endeavoured  to  make  a  temporary  residence  in  their  own  homes 
agreeable  to  him,  or  they  asked  one  of  the  boys  at  a  lime  on  a 
long  visit ;  but  dependence  is  at  best  a  bitter  thing,  and  when  he 
saw  his  wife  universally  disliked,  and  taking  all  favours  as  if  it 
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was  she  who  conferred  them ;  when  he  felt  his  popularity  de- 
dining,  and  saw  his  sisters'  husbands  severally  begin  to  show 
that  they  were  weary  of  helping  one  who  in  no  way  contributed, 
as  formerly,  to  their  amusement ;  when  he  knew  that  his  fine- 
spirited,  noble  boys,  worse  dressed^  worse  clothed,  worse  fed 
than  their  cousins,  were  twitted  with  their  nusfortunes  as  faults, 
and  laughed  at  for  the  disclosures  they  made  of  the  poverty  of 
their  own  home ;  when,  in  short,  he  observed  the  impatience  of 
continued  misery  which  exists  in  the  hearts  of  the  generality  of 
men,  and  which  prompts  that  most  ridiculous  Kply,  daily  made 
to  the  appeal  of  the  houseless  beggar,  *'  Why  I  gav£  you  a  penny 
yesterday  '."-^Graeme  of  Aberfoy  felt  Ihat  he  could  struggle  no 
longer;  and  he  was  preparing  for  his  return  home,  with  the 
sullen  determination  of  an  animal  creeping  back  to  its  hole  to  die, 
when  Catherine's  husband  (his  host  at  the  time)  said  carelessly,  as 
he  pushed  the  silver-wheeled  decanter-stand  down  the  polished 
mahogany  table,  "I  wonder  now,  you  don't  let,  or  rather 
sell  Aberfoy."  Sell  Aberfoy!  The  thing  had  never  entered 
his  brain— never  struck  him  as  possible.  Sell  Aberfoy !  where 
his  father,  grandfather,  great-grandfather,  were  born,  and 
died!  the  home  of  his  childhood — the  home  he  had  thought 
to  transmit  to  his  children's  children — sell  Aberfoy !  At  first 
a  flush  of  anger  passed  across  his  brow  at  the  suggestion; 
then,  as  he  gazed  round  the  table  at  the  unsympathising  faces 
.  of  his  stranger-friends,  and  saw  only  an  expression  of  curiosity 
as  to  how  he  would  receive  the  proposal,  and  of  eagerness,  as 
he  fancied,  to  determine  what  chance  they  had  of  being  rid  of 
him — when  he  saw  the  coral  lips  of  his  own  sister  Margaret 
part  as  if  to  persuade  him,  he  could  maintain  neither  fortitude 
nor  anger ;  his  nerves  were  weakened  by  habitual  excess  and 
unceasing  anxiety,  and  to  the  surprise  -and  embarrassment  of  all 
present,  the  ruined  laird  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and,  covering 
his  face  with  his  hands,  he  wept. 

But  bitterer  tears  were  yet  to  flow  at  Aberfoy.  The  misery 
of  poverty  and  struggling  against  petty  privations ;  the  dissen- 
sions at  home  and  mortifications  abroad,  were  to  be  whelmed  in 
one  awful  irremediable  stroke.  The  merry  lads,  whose  spirit 
privation  could  not  tame,  whose  growth  privation  could  not 
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check-— the  bright-eyed,  fearless  beys,  so  loved,  so  idolized  by 
their  father,  were  to  be  taken  from  him  ''both  in  one  day." 
Attempting  to  ford  the  ferry  at  the  stream  by  Ben  Gruach  (a  feat 
which  they  had  performed  hundreds  of  times  before  by  the  aid 
of  their  Shetland  pony)  they  were  carried  down  by  the  rapid 
violence  of  the  waters.  Far  below  the  ford  they  were  found, 
locked  in  each  other's  arms  ;  and  the  schemes  which  afiection  or 
ambition  had  planned  for  a  future  they  were  destined  never  to 
see,  crumbled  into  dust !  Long,  long  was  it  before  the  father 
would  believe  that  both— ^/A  his  sons  were  gone  from  him  io 
a  day,  in  an  hour ;  dehrious  with  agony,  he  tossed  his  arms 
wildly  in  the  air,  shouting  alternately  the  name  of  one  and  of 
the  other— calling  to  them  to  come  back — ^promising  pardon  to 
the  survivor  for  his  carelessness  in  not  having  been  able  to  pre- 
ventnis  brother's  death.  Then  he  would  make  a  desperate  ef- 
fort at  calmness,  and  repeat,  in  a  woeful  tone,  ''  Hiish  !  let  me 
understand'— let  me  understand  ;  it  is  not  Douglas  who  is  lost ! 
it  is  poor  Malcolm — poor  little  merry  Malcolm  !  And  yet  one 
would  have  thought  Douglas  could  have  procured  assistance  in 
time !"  And  so,  with  incoherent  sentences,  he  vented  his  grief, 
at  intervals  reproaching  Heaven  for  having  bereaved  him  so  en- 
tirely— for  not  having  spared  him  one  child  to  close  his  eyes  and 
comfort  his  old  age.  And  little  Jeanie  stood  apart,  listening  and 
weeping,  but  not  daring  to  fling  herself  into  his  arms,  and  weep 
there;  for  her  existence  there  was  no  rejoicing  in  the  hour  of 
joy— no  memory  in  the  hour  of  sorrow ! 

It  was  many  days  after  this  event,  that  the  dark-eyed  foreigner 
who  now  governed  all  at  the  castle  paused  by  the  rapid  stream 
of  Ben  Cfuach,  where,  lost  ^n  miserable  thought,  Graeme  of 
Aberfoy  sat,  unconscious  of  her  presence.  "Mr.  Graeme,"  said 
she,  ia  her  broken  tones,  '' I  am  grieved  for  your  grief,  indeed: 
oh !  do  believe  that  I  am.  And  I  came,"  continued  she,  after  a 
pause,  ''I  came  to  ask  you  whether  I  could  do  anything,*'^  her 
voice  faltered  as  she  attempted  to  take  his  hand,  and  the  tears 
fell  fast  from  her  eyes,)-^''  that  is,  whether  1  could  not  say  any- 
thing to  Sir  Donglas  for  you." 

The  bereaved  father  turned  and  locked  at  her,  as  if  seeking  to 
read  in  her  comnteiyince  the  meaning  of  her  words.     His  faoe 
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was  dravrn  and  haggard  ;  his  hair  was  as  grey  as  Ihe  locks  of 
old  Sir  Douglas  himself.  He  gazed  on  the  Italian  for  some  mi- 
nutes; and  then,  fixing  his  eyes  vacaiilly  on  the  waters,  he  said, 
in  a  listless  lone,  "  Tell  my  uncle  Aberfoy's  for  sale  by  public 
roup.  I'll  just  sell  Aberfoy,  and  makemyseV  a  little  comfortable. 
Maybe  he'll  like  to  buy  it ;— ony  way,  ye'U  tell  him  Aberfoy's  to 
be  sold." 

The  day  fixed  for  the.  sale  of  Aberfoy  at  length  dawned. 
Mrs.  Graeme  had  been  gradually  sinking  under  the  blow  which 
the  loss  of  her  young  sons  had  inflicted.  More  feeble,  more  stu- 
pified  than  ever,  she  passed  the  greater  part  of  her  lime  in  bed, 
weeping  alike  from  weariness  and  grief.  As  Utile  Jeanie  stole 
down  stairs  that  morning  to  her  usual  humble  household  tasks, 
her  father's  voice  called  her ;  it  was  unusually  early  for  any  one 
but  herself  to  be  stirring,  and  she  turned,  startled,  to  ihe  door 
of  the  room  whence  the  voice  proceeded.  Graeme  of  Aberfoy 
called  again,  harshly  and  passionately ;  and  the  little  girl  hur- 
riedly pushed  back  the  half-open  door,  and  stood  waiting  his 
further  commands. 

'f  Is  yere  mother  up?"  demanded  he. 

A  negative  was  pronounced  in  a  low,  timid  voice. 

"  Does  she  mind  what  day  this  is,  my  lass  ?" 

One  of  the  strange  and  unaccountable  inflections  which  Jeanie 
had  latterly  observed  in  her  father's  voice,  caused  her  suddenly 
to  lift  the  long  black  eyelashes  which  shadowed  her  meek  eyes, 
(  eyes  whose  colour  or  expression  few  could  tell,  so  constantly 
were  they  fixed  on  the  ground,)  and  look  in  that  father's  face. 
A  chill  passed  over  her  heart  as  she  did"  so.  Graeme  of  Aberfoy 
sat  by  a  little  oak  table  on  which  stood  a  flask  of  whiskey  and 
a  tumbler;  his  elbow  leaned  on  the  table,  and  his  hand  was 
thrust  through  his  thick  grizzled  hair.  Jeanie  remembered  that 
so  he  had  sat  the  night  before,  and  it  struck  her  that  her  father 
had  not  been  to  bed  at  all. 

"  I  am  afraid.  Sir — "  she  began,  but  she  was  interrupted. 

"  What  are  ye  afraid  of?  What — what?  But  girls  and  wo^ 
men  are  aye  shrinking  and  fearing  what's  to  come.  I  dare  say 
now  yere  mother's  afraid;  but  I'm  not.  I've  just  watched 
quietly  for  the  day,  and  It's  come  at  last,  and  I  am  not  afraid  to 
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face  it.  Nac  doubt  yeVe  afraid ;  but  Douglas  and  Merry  Mal- 
colm, ye'd  no  have  seen  dread  in  their  eyes  this  day.  Weal, 
weel,  it's  all  right  that  Heaven  sends ',  and  they're  gone  first  who 
should  have  stayed  last;  and  may  be,  when  we're  far  away,  the 
sound  of  their  voices  'ill  no  ring  round  me  from  the  hill,  nor 
glimpses  of  their  winsome,  gleeful  faces  shoot  across  my  path ; 
— puir  laddies,  puir  laddies !  I'll  stand  lh«  day  better  without 
them." 

"  Father!  dear  father!"  said  the  weeping  girl,  "  I'm  not 
afraid  of  bearing  my  share  of  anything  my  mother  and  you 
must  bear.  I  was  only  afraid  you  had  not  been  in  l)ed  last  night, 
or  rested  any  way." 

"  Rested  I"  the  tone  in  which  the  word  was  spoken  thrilled 
through  Jeanie's  heart ;  and  as  her  father  turned  his  flushed 
countenance  and  bloodshot  eyes  full  upon  her,  she  shrank  iu- 
stinctively  from  the  glare  of  intoxication  visible  in  his  gaze. 

"  Do  you  want  my  mother.  Sir  ?"  inquired  she,  after  a  pause. 

'*  '0«ed,  then,  ye've  said  it;  it  was  for  that  I  called  ye^  and 
no'  to  hear  that  ye  were  afraid  of  anything.  Go  lo  yere  mother; 
bid  her  make  haste,  and  dress  brawly :  she's  fond  of  a  gay  shawl 
and  grand  clothing;  let  her  take  this  opportunity,  for  I'm  think- 
ing it  'ill  be  long  before  she  sees  as  much  guid  company  again 
as  'ill  be  gathered  here  to-day." 

Jeanie  paused  one  moment  longer ;  hec  father's  manner  was 
so  strange  and  unnatural,  and  the  desire  to  comfort  and  quiet 
him  so  strong,  that  she  did  what,  uninvited,  she  had  never  done 
before, —  she  stole  up  lo  his  chair,  and,  with  a  beating  heart, 
she  kissed  his  fevered  cheek; — as  she  did  so,  it  seemed  to  her 
that  her  lips  were  pressed  on  heated  iron ;  and  she  shrank  away, 
doubting  whether  her  unreturned  caress  were  even  felt  by  the 
object  of  her  affection !  At  length  he  suddenly  turned,  and,  in 
a  harsh,  grating  tone,  exclaimed, — 

"  See,  now ;  what  are  ye  waiting  for  ?  Are  ye  afraid  to  more 
from  the  room  ?  The  house  Is  ours,  lassie ; — the  house  is  ours 
yet; — a  day  must  go  by  before  ye'U  meet  strangers  in  bonny 
Aberfoy.  Go!"  and  he  struck  the  oaken  table  with  passionate 
vehemence,  as  he  pronounced  the  last  word. 

Silently,  sorrowfully,  the  little  girl  withdrew  to  Impress  on  her 
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indolent  and  miserable  mother  the  necessity  of  being,  according 
to  Aberfoy's favourite  expression,  "  up  and  doing;"  and  silently 
and  sorrowfully,  after  wrapping  Mrs.  Graeme  in  the  amazing 
quantity  of  shawls  her  chilly  habits  rendered  indispensable,  and 
seeing  her  comfortably  laid  on  the  sofa  in  the  sitting-room,  she 
again  sought  her  father  in  the  vain  hope  of  persuading  him  to 
take  some  breakfast,  lie  had  fallen  into  a  heavy  sleep,  and  the 
hand  that  Jeanie  took  hung  in  all  the  nervelessncss  of  intoxi- 
cation over  the  arm  of  his  easy  chair.  Content  to  be  allowed  to 
watch  him,  she  sat  down  on  a  little  stool  opposite;  nor  did  she 
stir  during  the  next  two  hours,  except  when  the  mid-day  sun 
sent  its  beams  full  on  the  broad  forehead  and  handsome,  hag- 
gard features  of  the  sleeping  man.  She  rose,  and  gently  let  down 
the  window  curtain,  after  which  she  resumed  her  position :  and 
a  beautiful  picture  might  have  been  made  from  that  scene ; — the 
prostrated  strength  of  Aberfoy's  muscular  figure  as  he  lay  in  the 
stupor  of  drunken  rest, — and  the  wild  watchfulness  of  Jeanie's 
dark  grey  eyes,— her  parted  lips, — her  graceful  childish  figure, 
as  she  sat,  ready  to  start,  like  the  deer  from  its  bed  of  fern,  or 
the  bird  from  its  lonely  spray,  at  the  first  sound  which  should 
reach  her  ear. 

A  strange  and  loud  voice  in  the  hall  below  broke  Aberfoy's. 
slumber;  he  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  anxiously  round  him; 
the  flush  was  gone  from  his  cheek,  and  a  deadly  and  sallow 
paleness  had  succeeded. 

"  Jeanie,"  said  he,  as  his  glance  fell  on  his  child,  **  there'll  ' 

be  some  one  come  whose  voice " 

The  door  was  flung  open  before  the  sentence  could  be  com- 
pleted, and  the  barefooted  Highland  servant-girl  announced  Mr. 
M^Rob,  Sir  Douglas  Graeme's  factor.  A  few  words  explained, 
hb  visit;  Sir  Douglas  had  at  length  decided  that  Aberfoy  should 
not  pass  into  the  hands  of  strangers.  The  purchase-money  was 
ready — was  paid — papers  were  signed — and  Graime  had  no  lon- 
ger a  foot  of  ground  he  could  call  his  own — was  no  longer 
Graeme  of  Aberfoy ! 

"  There'll  be  no  sale,  father,"  said  Jeanie.  But  she  was  un- 
heard. That  evening  Jeanie  wandered  out  alone  to  gaze  upon 
the  scenes  of  her  infancy,  from  which  she  was  to  depart,  never 
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again  to  return.  There  was  not  a  spot  on  the  purple  heather, 
uor  a  clump  of  mingled  fir  and  larch,  nor  a  glimpse  of  Ben 
Cruach*s  blue  stream,  that  was  not  dear  and  familiar  to  her  eyes. 
Here  she  had  watched  her  brothers  from  a  distance,  when  Ihey 
decided  that  she  was  mot  strong  or  active  enough  to  follow  them 
farther; — there  she  had  sat  reading  in  the  sunshine  or  singing 
the  wild  and  beautiful  ballads  of  her  country,  till  roused  by  the 
report  of  her  father's  gun,  or  the  sudden  presence  of  one  of  his 
dogs ;  and  at  one  particular  place,  where  the  stream  ran  narrow 
as  a  silver  thread  between  its  banks,  she  remembered  (and  the 
memory  of  that  one  act  of  kindness  was  slroftger  than  all  beside) 
that  Douglas  and  Malcolm  had  looked  back  and  pitied  her  as  she 
sat  wistfully  gazing  after  them,  and  had  returned  to  carry  her 
through  the  water.  As  she  thought  of  thnthappy  day,  the  hand- 
some face  and  form  of  young  Douglas,  and  the  blue  sparkling 
eyes  of  **  Merry  Malcolm,"  rose  before  her;  she  paused,  over- 
come with  the  images  she  herself  had  conjured  up;  and,  silling 
down  on  the  banks  of  the  stream,  she  hid  her  head  in  her  hands 
and,  rocked  herself  backwards  and  forwards,  repeating  passion- 
ately from  time  to  time,  "  Oh,  brothers !  brothers!"  There  was 
little  eloquence  in  that  one  word,  but  it  went  to  the  heart  of  one 
who  overheard  the  exclamation,  telling  of  much  loneliness  and 
suffering — of  affeclions  choked  back  to  wither — and  a  dreariness 
of  heart  unnatural  in  a  child. 

*'  Jeanie!"  said  a  gentle  voice;  and  a  gentle  arm  wound  it- 
self round  the  slender  waist  of  the  sorrowing  little  girl.  "  Jea- 
nie,  could  you  love  me  ?" 

Jeanie  looked*  up,  and  beheld  the  coi^ntenance  of  unutterable 
sweetness  that  bad  bewitched  her  uncle  Douglas — the  counte- 
nance of  the  bright  Italian,  Tears  swam  in  those  large  black 
ey^s,  and  her  soft  lips  just  touched  the  child's  forehead  as  she 
asked  the  question.  Whatever  might  have  been  her  faults  op 
Iter  vices,  whatever  might  have  been  the  part  she  had  taken  in 
the  mysterious  quarrel  between  Sir  Douglas  and  his  nephew  on 
her  account,  still  she  was  a  mother,  a  young  and  happy  mother, 
and  her  heart  melted  to  the  desolate  child,  who,  with  two  pa- 
rents living,  yet  led  such  an  orphan  life.  "  Could  you  love 
me?'/  repealed  she;  and  Jeanie,  unused  to  tenderness,  replied 
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weeping  in  the  affirmative.  On  the  heather  bank,  by  Ben 
Cruach's  water/Antonia  Douglas  sat  down,  and  poured  forth, 
in  broken  English,  rapid  sentences  of  consolation  and  endear" 
rnent,  till  Jeanie's  surprise  fairly  mastered  her  sorrow.  JVo 
one  before  had  ever  seemed  to  care  whether  she  smiled  or  sigh- 
ed— no  one  had  ever  noticed  her  existence — it  seemed  to  her  as 
if  she  had  fallen  asleep,  and  that  the  spirit  of  her  dreams  wore 
that  angelic  face  so  anxiously  bending  over  her;  but  when  An- 
tonia  explained  that  she  was  the  lady  of  the  castle,  and  asked 
her  whether  she  would  not  accompany  her  thither,  Jeanie's 
countenance  changed  to  a  look  of  sorrowful  indignation. 

"  My  uncle  Douglas  has  nigh  broken  my  father's  heart,"  re- 
plied she,  '*  and  I  have  no  wish  to  look  upon  him."  Antonia 
paused. 

"  But  he  may  wish  to  look  on  yow— and  perhaps — no,  noi  per- 
haps— but  certainly,  your  going  will  do  your  father  good.  Sir 
Douglas  is  angry  now,  but  he  will  only  be  sorry  when  he  sees 
your  little  pale  melancholy  face.*' 

Jeanie  was  easily  persuaded.  She  took  the  proffered  hand  of 
the  lovely  Itjilian,  and  wound  with  her  through  the  trackless 
heather  towards  the  grey  turrets  of  Graeme  Castle.  Before  in- 
troducing her  into  the  presence  of  Sir  Douglas,  Antonia  took 
her  into  her  own  dressing-room,  carefully  smoothed  the  long 
brown  hair  which  hung  in  disordered  waves  on  her  shoulders, 
and,  after  a  moment's  thought,  bound  them  with  a  tartan  riband 
— the  clan  tartan,  so  disapproved  of  by  the  Creole  widow. 

Lady  Douglas  gently  opened  the  door  of  the  room  where  the 
master  of  the  castle  was  seated,  detailing  many  a  feat  of  strength 
or  tale  of  wonder  to  his  idolized  boy.  His  countenance,  #s  he 
looked  up,  wore  a  perplexed-  and  even  displeased  expression ; 
and  there  were  few  who  did  not  dread  Sir  Douglas's  displeasure; 
but  Antonia  knew  her  power.  There  she  stood  with  her  bright 
bewitching  smile  and  petitioning  eyes  fixed  full  on  her  husband's 
face,  wailing  to  be  questioned  respecting  the  pale,  satl  child  by 
her  side,  whose  mournful  features  and  coarse  dark  blue  dreas 
contrasted  alike  with  the  magnificence  of  the  castle  and  the  ani- 
mated beauty  of  its  mistress.  The  question,  however,  was  anti- 
cipated.    The  moment  Jeanie  cast  her  eyes  on  Anlonia's  child, 
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the  strong  and  remarkable  resemblance  to  her  lost  brother 
smote  on  her  heart,  and,  with  a  gasping  sob^  she  exclaimed 
'<  Douglas!" 

*'  Father,"  said  the  heir  of  Castle  Graeme,  "  who  is  that  sor- 
rowful little  girl  with  such  long  hair ;  and  why  does  she  call 
me  Douglas  when  I  do  not  know  her  ?" 

"  I  do  not  call  yow,"  replied  the  weeping  child.  "  I  call 
Douglas, — our  Douglas, — who  never  will  hear  or  answer  me 
again !     Oh,  brothers  !  brothers !" 

"  /will  be  your -brother — /  will  be  your  other  Douglas,''  ex- 
claimed the  young  Graeme,  all  the  warmth  of  childhood,  and 
perhaps  of  his  mother's  disposition,  kindling  in  his  eyes ;  and  as 
he  spoke,  he  started  from  his  seat  by  his  father's  side,  and  came 
to  kiss  away  the  tears  which  flowed  fast  from  Jeanie's  eyes.  An- 
tonia  advanced  to  Sir  Douglas;  her  dropping^ curls  of  glossy 
black  touched  his  bald  fine  forehead,  and  her  breath  was  warm 
on  his  cheek,  before  even  she  ventured  to  murmur  a  petition  iu 
behalf  of  Aberfoy's  daughter.  Sir  Douglas  seemed  wrOlh,  and 
a  long  and  animated  discussion  ensued  in  which,  as  far  as  the 
children  could  understand,  the  Italian  urged  the  gift  of  Aberfoy 
to  his  disgraced  nephew,  as  an  act  of  generosity  wortlfy  her 
husband's  heart.  Her  last  words,  low,  tremulous,  and  spokeo 
with  a  foreign  accent,  but  distinct  as  a  bell  in  the  evening  air, 
were  heard  and  understood  by  both. 

"  You  might  pity  lum  now— and  help  him  now.  Think,  if  11 
had  been  our  boy  who  slept  in  that  water,  not  to  wake ;  he  haa 
only  this  one  left ;  he  is  so  changed;  it  shall  be  an  atonement 
to  Heaven  for  all  those  angry  words  ;*— ^,  dear  Sir  Douglass- 
dear  #iend,  do .'" 

There  was  something  inexpressibly  melting  iu  those  slow, 
clear  Italian  tones,  and  her  mode  of  expression.  Sir  Douglas 
called  the  little  girl  to  him,  and  gazed  attentively  at  her. 

**  Ye're  not  like  yere  mother,"  said  he,  '*  and  ye  may  thank 
Heaven  for  it,  though  she  was  bonny  enough  when  she  cam' 
here  first.  Ye're  like  your  father;  and  though  there's  one  thing 
I  never  can  forgive — no,  not  even  if  he  were  dead  and  gone  in««> 
st«ad  of  the  puir  laddies  I  remember  so  merry  here-^yet  some« 
thing  I  will  do  for  Antonia's  sake,  ay!  and  for  auld  latfg  syne* 
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Here's  a  todher  for  ye,  and  whan  ye  marry  far  away,  ye*!!  think 
of  yere  grand-unde,  though  ye  never  saw  him  but  once." 

Jeanie  took  the  proffered  paper  from  Sir  Douglas  Graeme's 
hand,  and  murmured  her  meek  thanks,  though  ^e  scarcely 
comprehended  more  of  his  words  than  that  they  were  spoken 
with  emotion,  and  that  he  never  would  forgive  her  Either. 

When  Gneme  of  Aberfoy  saw  bis  uncle's  gift  to  Jeanie,  (which 
was  a  dower  of  a  thousand  pounds,)  he  was  tempted  to  tear  the 
paper  to  atoms ;  but  he  calmed  himself;  he  had  little  right  Jo 
depiive  his  child  of  any  portion  of  Fortune's  favours,  who,  l9y 
his  own  imprudence,  had  made  her  all  but  a  beggar ;  only,  as 
he  returned  the  deed  to  her  posses^n,  he  could  not  resist  a 
bitter  ejaculation  against  Sir  Douglas,  and  something  he  mtir- 
mnred  of  " prefligatei"  and  "wily,'*  coupled  with  Antonia's 
name,  though  even  that  he  subsequently  softened  with — "  Weel, 
weel;  she  meant  it  kindly  to  me,  and  kindly  to  the  lassie ;  false 
and  bad  though  she  be,  the  temptress,  with  her  dazzling  eyes 
and  .her  singing  voice,  I  mind  her  laugh  and  the  touch  of  her 
hand  as  if  it  were  yesterday !"  And  a  softened  expression  stole 
over  his  brow,  as,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  he  looked  out  towards  the 
castle,  whose  outline  was  darkening  and  fading  on  the  even- 
hig  sky. 

The  night  of  that  memorable  interview  was  one  of  distress 
and  confusion.  Mrs.  Graeme  was  sdzed  with  violent  spasms, 
and  the  doctor,  who  had  been  sent  for  thirty  miles,  and  arrived 
about  the  middle  of  the  next  day,  pronounced  her  in  great  and 
immediate  danger.  Sorrow  and  alarm  had  done  their  work. 
She  who  had  seemed  to  feel  so  little  was  dying  of  grief  and  vex- 
ation, and  the  last  tie  that  remained  to  Aberfoy,  with  the^xcep- 
tion  of  his  neglected  daughter,  was  to  be  severed  from  him.  For 
some  days  she  appeared  to  rally,  and  it  was  during  this  season, 
of  temporary  hope  that  Mr.  Graeme  received  the  following  note 
from  his  sickly  sister  Nanny. 

<^  Dear  Brother,-*!  have  received  news  of  tSU  your  misfortunes, 
and  tiave  prayed  heartily  that  y4>ur  burden  may  be  made  easy  to 
bear,  t^  the  Ahnltghty  and  All-merciful.  I  say  nothing  of  what 
is  pMt|  (for  what  ooidd  I  say  that  would  carry  consolation  with 
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it  ?)  but  let  me  speak  for  the  future,  dear  Malcolm.  When  I  was 
a  sickly,  crippled  object,  and  you  were  full  of  youth  and  hope, 
you  curtailed  your  comforts,  and  gave  up  your  amusements,  to 
contribute  to  mine ;  /unv,  your  day  b  overcast  and  darkened, 
and  /  am  better  and  happier,  and  (thanks  to  the  care  you  took  to 
secure  my  annuity)  living  at  my  ease.  There  is  but  one  thing 
wanting,  ray  dear  brother:  I  am  alone.  If  you,  and  your  beau- 
tiful wife,  and  dear  Utile  girl,  would  come  and  share  with  me 
ihQ.4q[uiet  little  home  which,  for  fifteen  years,  I  have  occupied  at 
Bath,  I  should  feel  happier  than  \  have  ever  done  since  I  last 
saw  your  face.  We  might  all  make  one  family;  and  I  would  do 
what  I  could  to  show  how  cheerfully  one  may  live,  though  ex- 
iled from  Aberfoy. 

"  Your  sister,  Nanny." 

When  this  letter  was  read  to  Mrs.  Grasme,  a  sickly  smile  passed 
over  her  countenance  as  she  heard  the  compliment  to  her  own 
beauty,  which  was  paid  by  the  poor  creature  who,  for  fifteen 
yearS;  had  never  seen  the  Creole  widow,  nor  dreamed,  little  al- 
tered as  she  herself  was,  of  the  ravages  time  and  circumstances 
had  made  in  the  loveliness  of  Malcolm  Grseme's  biide. 

'^  Let  us  set  out  immediately,  Aberfoy,"  murmured  she ;  and 
she  raised  herself  from  the  pillow  with  something  like  hope 
brightening  her  eye.  Alas!  the  settled  departure  was  delayed  to 
give  time  for  her  funeral;  and  her  naturally  kind-hearted  hus- 
band forgot  alike  her  faults  and  her  follies,  as  he  ga^ed  on  the 
grave  which  shrouded  her  for  ever  from  his  sight. . 

^<  Jeanie,''  said  he,  as  they  sat  alone  in  the  twilight  that  first 
lonely  evening ;  ^'  Jeanie^  my  lassie,  I  have  nothing  left  in  this 
woild  hxxiyou**  And  Jeanle  felt,  in  this  first  notice  of  Aer,  that 
her  father's  spirit  and  heaii  were  alike  broken. 

Years  passed  away:  and  Graeme  of  Aberfoy,  his  crooked  and 
sickly  sister,  and  little  Jeanie,  continued  to  live  together,  and 
make,  as  Nanny  expressed  it,  *^  a  common  purse."  To  the  two 
latter,  their  existence  seemed  a  very  happy  one;  and  if  poor 
Nanny  idolized  the  gentle  and  beavtiful  ehild  of  her  brolheE*s 
house,  Jeanie  did  not  love  her  aunt  the  less.  Her  mother's  face 
had  never  seemed  so  fair  to  her  as  the  commonplace  features  of 
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her  father'5  sister;  for  never  had  they  beamed  with  so  much 
strong  and  true  affection  when  gazing  on  her  own.  But  with 
Aberfoy  the  sunshine  of  life  was  over.  Pining  for  the  blue  hills 
and  torrent-streams  of  his  own  beloved  landy— cramped  for 
tirant  of  the  wholesome  exerdse  which  his  accustomed  sports  had 
obliged  him  to  take, — ^sick  at  heart  and  relaxed  in  limb, — the 
once  sturdy  Graeme  dawdled  from  place  to  place,  believing  (and 
perhaps  with  some  truth)  that  the  air  he  breathed,  so  different 
from  the  bracing  winds  that  whistled  down  Ben  Cruach,  was 
gradually  enfeebling  his  frame  and  infecting  his  lungs.  His 
great,  almost  his  only  pleasure,  was  to  hear  his  daughter  and 
sister  sing  together,  or  alternately,  the  oldest  of  the  Scotch  bal- 
lads. To  these  he  could  have  listened  for  hours,  closing  his  eyes, 
and  dreaming  himself  back  again  where  he  had  spent  his  youth. 
Nor  was  it  only  to  her  father's  ear  that  the  voice  of  Jeanie 
Graeme  .sounded  sweet.  From  the  few  tea-tables  to  which  her 
aunt  had  introduced  her,  by  way  of  society,  Jeanie's  beauty  and 
Jeanie's  singing  had  been  echoed  to  wider  circles :  she  began  to 
be  a  little  star  at  Bath — valued,  perhaps,  the  more  that  it  was 
.so  seldom  she  was  permitted  to  shine.  Aberfoy  could  never  be 
persuaded  to  mingle  in  the  set  which  habit  had  rendered  agree- 
able, and  almost  necessary,  to  his  sister  Nanny ;  and  he  was  con- 
tinually taking  umbrage  at  something  which  had  been  said  Vo 
his  daughter,  in  which  his  watchful  pride  discovered  contempt 
or  cold  curiosity ;  or,  in  a  fit  of  hypochondriac  selfishness,  insist- 
ing on  her  remaining  to  cheer  him  through  the  long  melancholy 
evenings  at  home.  At  such  times  the  nnchanging  sweetness  of 
bis  child  would  strike  him,  and  he  would  bestow  a  few  words  of 
gloomy  tenderness  which  more  than  repaid  her  for  the  sacrifice 
of  her  own  wishes.  Many  of  the  young  men  admired  and  flat- 
tered Aberfoy's  daughter,  and,  at  length,  tbe  usual  fate  of  woman 
became  hers, — she  loved  I 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  one  of  her  ^vourite  songs  that  she  sud- 
denly encountered  Ihe  gaze  of  those  shadowy  eyes  whose  glances 
henceforward  were  to  make  the  darkness  or  sunshine  of  her  life. 
Without  being  conscious  of  it,  a  vague  hope  of  seeing  him  again 
gave  a  new  interest  to  the  evenings  she  spent  from  home ;  and 
every  evening  that  she  did  so  spend,  she  was  sure  to  meet  that 
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earnest  gaze  the  moment  her  light  hand  ran  over  the  prelude  to 
her  song.  Jeanie  felt  as  if  a  spell  had  been  cast  oyer  her.  Those 
piercing  blue  eyes,  with  their  long  black  lashes,  haunted  her 
sleep,  and  she  started  and  wondered  to  find  herself  alone; — they 
rose  before  her  when  her  lips  parted  to  breathe  her  evening 
prayer,  and  the  sin  of  such  wandering'  thoughts  msrde  her  clasp 
her  hands  more  strongly,  and  speak  the  words  more  hurriedly, 
that  she  might  by  those  means  recover  her  self-possession.  Every 
chord  she  struck,  when  her  father  bid  her  sing  to  Aim,  brought 
the  young  stranger's  form  before  her;  and  even  when  gaung  on 
■  thai  father's  face,  and  thinking  of  the  days  of  her  childhood,  a 
shadow  would  seem  to  rise  and  bring,  not  the  bright  stream  by 
Ben  Gruach's  side,  nor  the  familiar  scenes  of  those  stormy  days, 
but  the  Uttle  drawing-room  in  Bath,  and  the  handsome  brow  and 
earnest  look  of  the  unknown  object  of  her  thoughts.    Jeanie  was 
timid  and  reserved,  as  might  naturally  be  expected  from  one 
whose  life  had  begun  in  so  much  loneliness:  it  never  entered 
her  mind  that,  by  asking  any  one  of  her  aunt  Nanny's  acquaint- 
ance, she  might  learn,  at  les^t,  the  name  of  tins  young  gentle- 
man who  was  so  fond  eitlier  of  music  or  of  herself;  but  she  con- 
tinued secretly  and  silently  to  wonder  and  muse,  till  6ne  evening, 
as  she  drew  od  her  gloves  and  prepared  to  leave  her  seat  at  the 
piano,  the  young  stranger  approadied,  and,  in  a  courteous,  but 
familiar^  tone,  requested  her  to  sing  ^<  Allan  Water"  to  gratify 
Aim.    Startled  at  finding  herself  thus  suddenly  addressed,  and 
sad  at  the  memory  of  her  once  favourite  <^  Allan  Water,"  which 
now  did  but  remind  her  of  her  brotliers'  fate,  Jeanie  looked 
up  in  his  face  without  replying.    The  young  man*  smUed  and 
sighed. 

"  You  recollect  many  things,  Jeanie;  but  I  am  not  one  of 
them.  You  look  now  as  you  looked  the  day  my  mother  brought 
you  from  Aberfoy  to  the  Castle,— so  sad,— so  startled.  Cousins 
should  not  need  an  introduction  to  due  another ;— look  up  and 
smile!" 

"  Douglas— Douglas  Graeme!"  faintly  articulated  Aberft>y's 
bewildered  daughter. 

''  The  same.  I  h^ve  come  to  Bath  on  purpose  to  see  you.  I 
learned  from  old  Allan  the  keeper  where  your  father  went  after 
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^-— but  we  Will  not  talk  of  that  now.  I  have  been  in  Italy,^ 
among  my  mother's  relations,  for  the  last  two  years,  hearing 
much  music,  but  none  so  sweet  to  me  as  one  of  those  dear  old 
ballads;  and  seeing  much  beauty,  but  none  like  that  my  boy- 
hood remembered,  and  my  heart  recognised.  And  now,  may  I 
come  and  see  you?  or  do^s  your  father  still  bear  in  mind  those 
unhappy  dififerences— -^" 

'^  It  was  not  my  father,"  interrupted  Jeanie,  suddenly  roused 
from  the  stupor  into  which  this  meeting  had  thrown  her,  by  her 
GouMn's  allusion  to  the  family  quarrel  bet>veen  Sir  Douglas  and 
his  nephew—"  I  am  sure,--that  is,  I  think,"— added  she,  blush- 
ing at  her  own  vehemence,  '<  that  he  will  be  glad  to  receive 
you." 

**  Well,"  said  young  Douglas,  "  I  will  depend  on  your  hope ; 
and  who  knows  but,  before  I  leave  Bath,  I  may  make  all  friends 
here  and  in  Scotland  ?  I  am  a  very  spoiled  child,"  added  he, 
again  smiUng,  *^  and  I  will  make  my  father  bribe  roe  to  come 
back  to  him." 

Jeanie*s  wfish  might  have  been  <^  father  to  the  thought"  that 
Douglas  Graeme  would  be  a  welcome  visitor  in  her  home ;  but 
her  prophecy  certainly  was  not  verified.  With  gloomy  sullen- 
ness  Aberfoy  gazed  on  the  cheerful,  handsome  lad,  who  slood  in 
his  own  sons'  place,  and  rebutted'  att  attempts  to  please  him . 
SomeUmes,  too,  a  word  or  a  tone  that  reminded  him  of  his  boys, 
or  the  mention  of  peopk  and  places  in  that  spot  he  had  once 
caUed  his  owu,  wrung  fromtdm  bitter  ejaculations,  iH  calculated 
to  conciliate  ^(her  Sir  Douglas  or  young  Graeme.  At  length, 
when  the  latter  fbund  that  hb  presence  made  Aberfoy  always 
gloomy,  generally  bitter,  and  sometimes  actually  savage,  he 
ceased  to  come,  save  on  rare  intervals,  to  bis  house;  and  trusted 
to  meeting  Jeanie  at  little  parties,  or  in  her  rambles  with  aunt 
Nanny,  who  was  delighted  to  encourage  the  friendship  and  af- 
fection between  the  two  cousins. 

One  evening,  one  summer's  erening,  the  cousins  sat  together 
on  a  rurtic  bench  in  a  garden.  (Where  aunt  Nanny  was,  I  know 
not|  but  it  is  certain  she  was  not  with  them.)  They  talked  of  old 
diys,  for  U  was  seldom,  rery  seldom,  they  trusted  themselves  to 
•peak  of  the  future;  and  Jeanie  had  been  eloquently  describing 
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the  lonelioeMT  of  her  unloved  childhood,  and  the  misery  of  these 
early  years,  when  suddenly  Douglas  Graeme  snatdied  herta  bis 
heart,  and  while  he  covered  brow,  cheek,  and  lips  with  Idases, 
he  exclaimed,  ^^  But  you  shall  nertr  be  lonely  any  more,  Jea- 
nie;  never,  /i^erT'  They  were  inteitupted,.  or  perhaps  he 
might  have  said  more,  (though  he  certainly  did  notseem  to  in- 
tend it) ;  but  little  as  he  had  said,  and  vague  as  that  little  was, 
timid  and  meek  as  Jednie  was  judtly  accounted,  and  unaccus- 
tomed as  she  was  to  lovers'  laogulige,  it  b  certain  th^  sit^  thus 
construed  the  sentence  which  had  been  spoken  by  bet  cousin,  as 
for  the  filUelh  time  she  hid  her  face  in  her  hdndfr  and  blushed 
over  the  memory  of  bis  kisses.  "  He  loves  me— he  will  marry 
me — I  am  never  to  be  lonely  again  !"  It  was,  then,  a  prdposal, 
— a  very  conceited  one  ce^rtainly^  since  it  breathed  no  doubt  of 
the  lady's  acceptaace,-rbiit  stiU  a  proposal;  and  Jeaide  scanBdy 
closed  her  eyes  thai  night,  watching  till  the  blue  dawn  should 
usher  in  the  day  which,  she  doubted  not,  would  bring  Douglas 
to  ask  her  father's  cotisent. 

The  blue  dawn  came-^the  sun  rose-^the  broad  burst  of  full 
and  glorious  day«-lhe  glowing  noon — the  sweet  and  quiet  even- 
ing— the  dim  twilight  and  the  starry  sky^ — ^and  hope  and  fear 
were  over  for  that  day ;  but  what  were  Jeanie's  feelings  when 
the  next,  and  the  next,  and  the  next  passed  away  without  a  visit 
from  Douglas  Graeme— when  her  father  informed  her  that  her 
spirits  were  so  much  lower  than  before  she  had  token  to  going 
out  so  often,  that  he  requested  she  would  spend  her  evenings  at 
home,  and  aunt  Nanny  took  to  her  bed  with  a  bad  attack  of 
rheumatism  ?  No  loneliness  that  Jeanie  had  ever  sufitered  was  io 
compare  wilh  this,  for  none'  had  ever  been  so  anxious*  The  £ill 
of  a  leaf  against  tbre  window  made  her  heart  beat  and  her  cheek 
flush ;  the  sudden  clapping  of  a  door  caused  her  U>  start  aud 
tremble ;  and  all  this  time  she  had  to  read  to  poor  au9t  Nanny, 
who  was  not  in  love,  a  numl)er  of  dry,  dull;  books;  and  sing 
to  her  father  all  Douglas  Graeme's  favourite  soui^.  Jeanie 
thought  herself  thoroughly  wi:etched  in  this  staie  of  suspense; 
b)at  as  there  is  no  state  o£  human  sufiEering  which  does  not  admit 
of  increase,  she  found  there  infos  a  wretohedoe^s  yet '  more  ua- 
endurable,    ^.uat  Nanny  had  been  4  ifeek  in  bed»  «j|d  was  r(s 
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covering  fast  from  her  lliDess,  when  Gra&me's  well-known  knock 
caused  his  eouMn  to  let  fall  the  cup  In  which  she  wa»  aheut  to 
adminiflter  the  usual  meGUciue,  aad  turn  so  marble  l>ale,  that 
"whoa  the  servant-maid  announeed  that  Mr*  Gr«me  w^s  in  the 
parlour,  she  ^aeulated  besides,  ''  But  oh !  dear  me,  Miss,  you 
look  like  death!" 

Jeanie,  who  never  doubted  but  that  Douglas  came  to  propose, 
inquired  anxiously  whether  her  father  had  sait.forfaer  ?  No;  the 
servant  had  merely  given  the  usual  intimation,  when  any  visitors 
arrived.  Jeanie  hesitated :  she  would  not  go  down ;  she  would 
wall  tin  her  father  called  her :  she  had  not  long  to  wait;  ami  she 
descended  the  stairs  breathing  like  a  newly-caught  hird,  and 
scarcely  daring  to.Uft  her  eyes  as  she  entered  the  room.  But  what 
was  her  surprise  when  she  perc^ved  th^t  hor  fatlrtr  and  coa^ 
were  talking  together  as  usual ;  that  Douglas  greeted  her  in  all  ro* 
spects  as  he  had  ever  done;  and.  that  the  only  perceptible  differ- 
ence in  the  manner  of  the  latter  was  a  sadnesa,  fbr  which  he  ad- 
counted  by  saying  that  his  father  was  ill,  and. his  mother  anxkyus 
about  him !  That  he  should  so  entirely  have  forgotten  a  scene, 
o£  vi^hleh  the  memory  alone  brought  the  cOlbur  to  Jeanie's  pale 
clear  cheek,  seemed  to  her  inexplicable ;  and  when,  at  last,  a 
solutton  did  o£fer  itself,  it  was  one  so  miserable,  that  it  had  been 
better  unexplained.  Remembering,  as  she  did,  the  excesses  into 
wi»ieh  her  fiither  had  plunged  when  first  ruin  stared  him  in  the 
face,  and  ftimiliarised  with  the  efifecis  of  ^tntoxlcation,  by  so  fre- 
'  qaently  witnessing  them,  she  decided  that  her  beloved  Douglas 
must  have  been  drunk  when  hcLmade  thaf<  treasnt«d  spcedi  of 
conscdation^  Tlie  conviction  struck  a  cold  chilt  to  her  heort,  and 
gare  a  sense  of  injury  to  her  maim^,  which  It  was  evident 
Douglas  felt.  His  sadness  deepened,  and,  ^s  he  rose  to  go,  he 
wrung  his  cousin's  hand,  and  murmui^,  ^'  Think  the  best  you 
can  df  me,  Jeanie/'  Even  this  was  somedniig::  he  vms  consdous 
that  he  had  displeased  her;  that  he  owed  her  an  apology;  he 
did  dread  the  loss  of  her  good  opinion ;  but  oh  I  it  iwas  a  bitter 
thing  to  be  made  suddenly  aware  how  ardently  she  had  hoped 
he  loved  her,  by  the  eUthicfioB  of  thati  hopeltseUf.  Ske  grew  thin 
and  sorrewfiot;  and  the  light  step  that  had  beimded  10-  meet 
Dotiglas  Gramie  in  former-  doys^  cr^t  steaithiily  and  ^ovly  td 
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the  little  parlour,  alike  desolate  in  her  eyes  whether  she  was  to 
see  him  or  not.  She  had  ^ttle  comfort  in  the  eager  kindness 
with  which  poor  aunt  Nanny  sought  amusement  for  her,  and 
less  in  the  sullen  displeasure  of  her  father,  who,  more  disap- 
pointed than,  perhaps,  he  chose  to  avow  at  the"  decline  of  a  pre- 
ference so  apparent  as  young  Graeme's  for  his  cousin,  took  con- 
tinual opportunities  for  sarcastic  and  bitter  speeches  against  him  ; 
and  Jeanie  wept.  When  was  there  ever  a  woman  so  angry  with 
her  lover  as  to  bear  that  another  should  blame  him  ? 

Still  hope,  which  never  forsakes  the  young,  whispered  to 
Aberfoy's  daughter,  Ihat  if  Douglas  remained  at  Bath  (to  which 
place  he  had  avowedly  come  only  to  see  Aer),  if  he  still  lingered, 
when  he  himself  told  her  his  father  was  ill,  and  his  mother 
anxious  for  his  return,  he  must  have  a  motive ;  and  what  could 
that  motive  be  but  love  for  her?  He  still  continued  to  visit  her, 
to  watch  her,  to  listen  to  her  songs,  to  speak  affectionately  of  all 
that  belonged  to  her.  Poor  Jeanie  was  puzzled;  and  she  started, 
as  if  shot,  when  one  day,  as  she  withdrew  at  length  her  wistfi^l . 
gaze  from  the  door  through  which  Douglas  had  disappeared,  her 
father  observed,  Utterly,  ^  Ay,  he*»  fond  enough,  but  he'll  no 
marry  the  daughter  of  a  ruined  Laird.*^' 

A  new  light  was,  however,  soon  thrown  on  the  subject.  It 
was  rumoured  that  Douglas  was  not  alone  in  Bath;  that  he  had 
been  see&  at  various  times  with  a  strange  lady,  who  was  unin* 
vited  to  the  Bath  coteries — unknown  to  its  inhabitants;  and,  in^ 
deed,^  one  old  spinster  affirmed  that  they  inhabited  the  same 
house,  and  that,  happening  one  evening  to  look  out  of  her  win^- 
dow  (an  accident  which  occurred  every  sunset),  she  pevc^ved  the 
maid  of  Mr.  Graeme's  lodgings  drawing  the  cuitaia»  of  theirs 
and  that  the  casual  glimpse  thus  afforded  her  gave  to  view  a 
lady  playing  on  a  guitar,  which  was  suspended  round  her  neck 
by  a  cherry-HM)loured  Hband,  and  Mr.  Douglas  Graeme  stretched 
fttU-lenglh  on  the  sofa,  apparently  listening  to  her  performance ! 
Poor  Jcaaie!  not  only  he  did  not  love  her,  and  had  deceived  her 
by  his  protestations,  but  he  was  bad,  weak,  vidous^a  theme  for 
the  scoff  of  idle  tongues.  In  vain  did  aunt  Nanny  drag  her  here 
and  there  in  search  of  her  lost  cheerfiilness ;  in  vain  did  Doug- 
las, when  be  did  come,  exert  himself  to  entertain  her  \  the  rained 
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Laird's  daughter  felt  convinced  that  np  one  but  aunt  Nanny  ever 
had  loved  her,  and  no  one  ever  would.  How  she  longed,  yet 
dreaded,  to  see  the  happy,  the  blessed  creature,  who  had  ob^ 
tained  the  affections  and  shared  the  home  of  her  cousin !  How 
many  scenes  ^d  she  hnngine  of  pleasant  converse  and  tender  at- 
tachment;  how  many  rambles  In  the  calm  twilight;  how  many 
welcomes  on  his  return  to  her  after  a  short  abseoce^perhaps — 
perhaps  after  an  hour  spent  with  the  ruined  Laird's  daughter ! 
Every  form  that  was  unfamiliar  to  her  eyes  seemed  as  if  it  should 
present  the  features  of  the  unknown ;  every  evening  that  closed 
in  on  their  little  family  circle  reminded  her  of  the  spinster's  story 
of  what  she  saw  when  she  had  happened  to  look  out  of  her  win- 
dow. At  length  au  opportunity  was  afforded  of  inspecting  these 
superior  charms.  Jeanie  was  taken  to  the  Bath  theatre  by  the 
despairing  aunt  Nanny,  to  laugh  at  one  of  the  best  of  comic  ac- 
tors; and  no  sooner  had  sha  taken  her  seat,  than  a  chuchoterie 
among  her  party  caused  her  to  look  round,  guided  by  the  direc- 
tion of  their  disapproving  eyes,  and  there,  within  two  of  her, 
sat  the  faithless  Douglas,  and  a  lady,  whose  white  and  beautiful 
arm  leaned  on  the  f^ont  of  the  box,  but  whose  features  were 
concealed  by  a  hat  and  long  pUureusCj  the  back  of  which  hat 
was  all  that  the  most  anxious  could  see  of  her  head.  The  figure 
was  much  drapeiled ;  she  seemed  to  have  inherited  a  passion  for 
shawls  as  great  as  that  entertained  ty  Mrs.  Graeme  of  Aberfoy, 
and  to  have  more  need  of  them,  for  every  now  and  then  a  short 
and  hollow  cough  made  Douglas  turn  with  a  countenance  full  of 
anxiety  and  affiection,  and  fold  her  shawls  more  carefully  round 
her.  Jeanie  remained  with  her  eyes  fixed,  fascinated,  and  her 
heart  beating  till  it  pained  her  to  feel  it.  At  last  Douglas's  glance 
met  hers,  and  she  smiled  bitterly.  Mr.  Graeme  averted  his  glances 
instantly  from  her,  and  bent  forwards,  as  if  to  speak  to  his  com- 
panion. Jeanie  saw  no  more ;  the  lights  danced ;  the  theatre  rock- 
ed ;  the  actors  seemed  to  reel  on  the  unsteady  stage ;  and  aunt  Nan- 
ny's shoulderl^eceived  the  dropped  head  of  her  insensible  niece. 
By  aunt  Nanny's  account  afterwards,  the  stranger  had  shown 
sorrow  and  sympathy  at  her  illness ;  had  given  her  own  bottle 
of  salts,  and  appeared  content  that  Mr.  Graeme  himself  should 
carry  her  out. 
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«  Douglas!"  exclaimed  the  poor  girl,  eagerly—^'  did  he  care  ? 
Did  he  come  to  me  then  ?  Ah !  I  knew  he  was  acting  when  he 
pretended  not  to  see  me !  And  was  she  very  beautiful  ?"  added 
she,  more  sadly,  as  her  head  sanli  again  on  the  sofa-pillow. 

*'  'Deed)  then,"  said  aunt  Nanny,  indignantly,  ^'  I  thought 
little  about  hevj  and  you  lying  pale  and  dead  in  my  arms !  but 
I'm  thinking  she  was  just  a  painted,  brazen  creature,  and  if  I 
could  have  got  another  scent-bottle,  ye  should  not  haye  had 
hers  to  smell  to." . 

Other  j^eports,  however,  differed  from  aunt  Nanny's  ;  the 
stranger  was  pronounced  handsome,  exceedingly  handsome; 
and  the  boldness  in  her  condncl,  in  thus  making  her  appearance 
publicly  among  them,  was  by  no  means  visible  in  her  face ; 
which,  moreover,  was  not  painted,  but,  on  the  contrary,  as  pale 
as  Jeanie's  own. 

Douglas  called,  as  was  natural,  the  next  day,  to  ask  how  his 
cousin  felt.  There  was  a  discussion  whether  he  should  be  ad- 
mitted, for  Aberfoy's  savage  anger,  when  he  heard  vaguely  the 
cause  of  his  child's  illness,  threatened  a  violence  to  young  Graeme, 
which  would  probably  end  in  a  lasting  quarrel  perhaps,  and 
Jeanie  shuddered  as  she  .thought  of  it.  Perhaps  her  father 
might  even  strike  Douglas !  He  had  struck  her  when  he  was 
angry — not  lately — not  for  years — but  then  not  for  years  had  she 
seen  him  so  angry  as  now.  At  last  she  bethought  her  of  asking 
Aberfoy  herself  whether  she  should  see  her  cousin. 

"  Why  d'ye  ask  mt  ?"  said  her  father,  fiercely;  "  does  he  not 
come  in  and  out,  hke  a  tame  dog,  when  he  pleases,  and  stay  as 
long  as  he  pleases,  as  if  we  were  all  in  Aberfoy,  and  he  the  mas- 
ter ?    Why  d'ye  ask  me  to-day  more  than  any  other  ?" 

^'Oh!  father,"  murmured  Jeanie,  as  she  wound  her  arms 
round  his  neck,  '^  do  not  be  angry;  I  am  ill,  and  faint,  and  un- 
happy, and  cannot  bear  it ;  I  will  see  him  or  not,  as  you  think 
best ;  it  is  different  to-diiy,  now  that  I  know  the  worst ;  only  do 
not  be  harsh  with  /i<m,  father,  if  he  comes." 

Ill-judged  was  this  conscious  appeal.  A4)erfoy's  eyes  flashed 
fire,  and  he  ground  his  teeth  as  he  turned  to  answer. 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  he,  at  length,  "you  feel  it;  you  feel  that 
your  father  ought  to  strike  the  coward  profligate  to  the  earth, 
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for  creeping  inlo  his  home,  to  steal  away  yere  he$trt,  and  give  ye 
only  tears  in  return !  But  Fll  bear  it  now — I'll  bear  it,  lassie," 
repeated  he,  as  the  terrified  girl  sank  at  his  feet ; — '^  see  him,  and 
ha'  done  with  him — ^see  him^  and  let  it  be  for  the  last  time.'* 

And  so  saying,  and  flinging  off  bis  daughter  rather  than  as- 
sisting her  to  rise,  he  left  the  apartment. 

<<  Douglas,"  said  Jeanie,  after  diie  inquiries  had  been  made 
about  her  health  and  spirits,  '*my  father  says  this  must  be  the 
last  time  I  shall  see  you,  and ^" 

*^  I  hope  your  father  will  find  himself  mistaken,"  said  her 
cousin,  gaily,  as  he  attempted  to  take  her  hand.  ^^  I  mean  to  sec 
you  very — very  often,  if  you  will  let  me." 

*'  No,  Douglas*-no,"  murmured  Aberfoy's  daughter,  while 
she  struggled  with  her  tears ;  *'  I  think  it  is  best  as  it  is.  I  may 
hare  been  vain  and  fooUsh;  but  now— now  that  I  kn&w  you  do 
not  love  me—** 

"  Not  love  you,  Jeanie  V* 

Jeanie's  reproachful  glance  was  her  only  answer,  a^d  Douglas 
coloured  as  he  met  it,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice— 

<^  We  may  love  more  than  one,  and  love  them  differently." 

No  need  was  there  now  to  struggle  with  tears.  Jeanie's  wo- 
man's heart  burnt  within  her  at  the  libertine  speech  and  liber- 
tine smile.  She  rose,  and  drew  ber  slight  but  graceful  figure  to 
its  full  height. 

*'  I  tl^nk  not,  Douglas  Graeme ;  and  I  am  sorry  the  words 
should  ever  have  been  spoken  by  you  to  me.  Farewell !  and 
when  you  meet  another  as  young  and  as  londy  as  I  am,  remem- 
ber our  parting  now." 

She  held  out  her  hand^  and  her  cousin  took  it ;  be  did  not  at* 
tempt  a  reply*,  and  the  door  closed  on  him  before  Jeaoie  could 
believe  that  so  they  had  parted,  for  tk6  last  time. 

It  added  no  new  pang  to  what  she  already  felt,  when  busy 
tongues  told  her  of  his  departure  from  Bath  in  company  with  the 
beautiful  stranger*  He  was  already  gone,  from  her^  for  ever! 
But  a  chill  and  a  shudder  did  pass  through  her  heart,  when, 
sonie  weeks  afterwards,  she  saw  a  letter  put  into  her  father's 
hands,  the  direction  of  whkh  wa&  in  hif  well  known  writing. 
The  letter  was  sealed  with  black ;  it  had  k  broad  black  edge ;  it 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


36  TAL£S. 

contained  the  intelligence  of  the  death  of  Sir  Douglas  Graeme, 
and  the  succession  of  his  son ; — of  the  bequest  of  Aberfoy  to 
Jeanle's  father,  in  token  of  forgiveness ;  and  something  else  it 
contained-— a  folded  sheet,  addressed,  not  to  the  master  of  the 
regained  Aber£oy,  hut  to  the  bewildered,  trembling  girl,  who, 
pressed  to  his  bosom,  wept  the  first  tears  of  joy  she  had  ever  shed. 
Oil!  how  beautiful .Jeanie  Gr«me  looked,  her  meek  eyes 
sparkling,  her  pale  cheek  flushing,  over  the  contents  of  that  let- 
ter !    It  ran  as  follows : — 

'^D£A&  AND  LOY£LT  JeASTIE, 

^<  It  grieved  me  to  leave  all  unexpia»n«d  and  wretched  the  day 
I  parted fh>m you.  I ctme  with  the inlentimii^  announdng  my 
departure  for  Scotknd,  but  the  seiitenoe  .passed  upon  me,  under 
the  mystery  and  n^srepresentction  of  which  I  w«s  the  object, 
rendered  any  other  reason  for  leaving  you  unnecessary.  Dearest, 
if  your  failing  eyes  could  have  distinguished  objects  that  even- 
ing at  the  theatre,  you  would  have  jreoog&ised,  in  the  face  that 
bent  anxiously  ov«r  you,  the  altered  featiures  of  her  who  brought 
you  to  us  the  day  I  firs^  beheld  your  gentle  countenance-— the 
dark  eyes  of  my  mother!  Since  that  day  I  have  had  no  dream  of 
krre  that  wai^  not  clothed  in  your  image,  nor  ever  shsill,  Jeanie,  . 
though  I  were  to  live  a  long  Ufe,  and  never,  never  see  you  more. 
My  poor  father  had  been  amused  by  my  childish  predilection ; 
had  wondered  it  the  tenadty  of  the  impression  made  on  a  boy*s 
mind  by  ycnir  beauty,  tior  dreamed  that  it  grew  with  my  growth 
and  strengtiiened  with  my  years.  After  n^y  return  from  the 
Continent  I  came  to  Bath,  to  realise  the  visions  I  had  formed.  I 
saw  you,  Jeanie;  fou  w<re  even  -mone  perfect  in  your  quiet  and 
contented  womtohood  than  when,  pale  and  mournful,  you 
looked  on  me,  and  breathed  your  lost  broAbei's'  names  at  Castle 
Grsem^*  After  Uiat  happy  hour  in  the  garden  (forgive  me  for 
having  turned  to  forget  it),  I  wvote  to  my  father  for  his  eoosent 
to  marry  ydu.  My  mother  herself  brought  his  x^y ;  and  I  con- 
ftss,  though  I  expected  disindination  to  \hb  marriage,  I  never 
dreamed  of  the  passionate  violence  with  which  he  forbade  it,  and 
commanded  me  to  return  instantly  to  Scotland.  Jeanie,  my  fa- 
ther had  idolised  me;  he  wasau  dd,  a  very  .old.  man.  My  mother 
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impressed  op<m  me  ^at  I  migbt  heine  his  life  to  Answer  for,  If, 
by  any  act  of  open  dfeobedUeiioe,  I  braved  his  grief  and  anger.  I 
was  colder  to  yon;  you  felt  it ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  serpents  were 
gnawing  at  tny  heart  x  Still  I  could  not  leave  the  spot  where  you 
were;  my  mother's  reproacheis  and  entreaties  were  alike  vain ;  I 
could  not  quit  Bath.  She  resoIVed  not  to  quit  it  without  me,  and, 
at  length,  she  tempted  me  by  a  promise  of  interceding  with  my 
father  t  (you  are  aware  of  her  power  over  him.)  She  only  stipu- 
lated that  I  should  return  without  any  further  declaration  to 
you.  I  wished  her  to  see  you ;  and  knowing  that  poor  aunt 
!Nanny  was  to  take  you  to  the  theatre  (for  your  very  steps  were 
watched  by  him  you  believed  unfaithful),  I  persuaded  her  to  go : 
for^ve  me  that  evening's  pain !  The  next  morning  a  letter  ar- 
rived, infoiming  her  that  my  father  was  ill :  we  travelled  night 
and  day ;  and  his  first  exclamation,  on  seeing  me,  was,  *  Good 
lad— good  lad— I  knew  ye  wouldn't  break  yere  father's  heart  by 
marrying  wi'  Aberfoy's  daughfer.  Promise  me — ^promise  me — 
for  I  believe  Fm  going.'  Jeanie,  he  was  my  father,  my  dying 
father — ^I  promised  him  that  ualesa  Ue<consented  I  would  never 
ask  you  to  become  mine;  but  I  added,  that  no  temptation  should 
ever  induce  me  to  marry  another,  and  the  slock  of  the  Graemes 
would  be  a  leafless  and  a  blighted  tree.  Whether  it  was  the  ap- 
proach of  death,  or  the  pleading  of  my  mother,  I  know  not;  but 
he  softened  latterly;  his  first  step  was  to  wUl  Aberfoy  to  your 
father,  and  then  he  spoke  your  name.  '  I'd  like  to  see  her, 
Douglas,'  (these  wgre  almost  his  last  words;)  '  but,  no  matter, 
ye'Ubring  her  here  after  I*m  gone.'  Jeanie,  I  would  have  given 
half  my  life  to  have  seen  him  bless  you ;  but  it  cannot  be;  God's 
will  be  done !  Write  to  me,  and  tell  me  whether  your  father 
will  come  to  Aberfoy  immediately,  and  if  I  can  make  any  ar- 
rangements for  him  there;  or  whether  I  shall  come  to  Bath,  and 
bring  you  both  up  to  the  Castle.  Bid  him  think  kindly  of  me,  and 
kindly,  too,  of  jny  mother,  for,  indeed,  she  has  a  strong  regard 
for  him,  and  for  yourself,  and  her  cough  alarms  me.  Sometimes 
a  dread  comes  over  me  that  I  am  too  happy,  and  that  we  shall 
not  make  one  family  long;  but  I  will  not  sadden  you,  sweet 
Jeanie.  Love  me- love  Acr— and  say  to  your  father,  that  the 
saddest  looks  she  ever  gave  were  those  she  cast  from  the  hill  to 
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the  deserted  house  at  Aberfoy ;  and  the  saddest  tones  her  sweet 
voice  ever  breathed,  were  those  in  which  she  spoke  his  name. 
"  Yours  for  ever,  truly  and  lovingly, 

"  Douglas  Gb^me." 

Jeanie  read  the  letter  aloud  to  her  father,  and  many  were  the 
ejaculations  of  thankfulness  which  burst  from  his  lips;  and 
many  a  kiss  did  he  bestow  on  the  fair  forehead  of  his  patient 
child :  but,  as  she  read  to  the  close,  he  ceased  to  speak ;  and 
when  Jeanie  pronounced  the  last  words,  and  looked  up  in  his 
face,  she  saw  that  a  deep  red  flush  had  come  over  it,  and  he 
turned  from  her  to  the  window  with  a  long  and  heavy  sigh. 
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V  Cut  your  coat  according  to  your  cloth,  is  an  old  maxim  and  a 
^ise  one  ;  and  if  people  will  onl^^  square  their  ideas  according 
to  their  circumstances,  how  much  happier  might  we  all  be  !  If 
we  only  would  come  down  a'  peg  or  two  ih  our  notions,  in  ac^ 
Cordance  with  our  waning  fortunes,  happiness  would  be  always 
within  our  reach.  It  is  not  what  we  have,  or  what  we  have  not, 
which  adds  or  subtracts  from  our  felicity.  It  is  the  longing  for 
more  than  wehaVe,  the  enfying  of  those  who  possess  that  more, 
and  the  itish  to  appear  in  the  woi^Id  of  rtiore  consequence  than 
we  really  are,  which  destroy  our  peace  of  mind)  and  eventually 
lead  to  ruin. 

I  never  witnessed  a  man  submitling  to  cijrcumstances  with 
good  humour  and  good  sense,  so  remarkably  as  in  my  friend 
Alexander  Wiliemott.  When  I  first  met  him,  since  our  schoo 
days,  it  was  at  the  close  of  the  war  :  he  had  been  a  large  con- 
tractor with  government  for  army  clothing  and  accoutrements, 
dnd  was  said  to  have  realised  an  iVnmense  fortune,  although  his 
accounts  Were  not  yet  settled>  Indeed,  it  was  said  that  they 
were  so  vast,  that  it  would  employ  the  time  of  six  clerks,  for  two 
years,  to  examine  them,  previous  to  the  balance-sheet  being 
struck.  As  I  observed,  he  had  been  at  school  with  me,  and,  on 
my  return  from  the  East  Indies,  I  called  upon  him  to  renew  our 
old  acquaintance,  and  congratulate  him  upon  his  success. 

^^My  dear  Reynolds,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  You  must 
comffe  down  to  Belcm  Castle ;  Mrs.  Willemott  will  receive  you 
with  pleasure,  Fm  sure.  You  shall  see  my.  two  girls." 

I  consented.    The  chaise  stopped  at  a  splendid  mansion,  and 
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I  was  ushered  in  by  a  crowd  of  liveried  serrants.  Every  thing 
was  on  the  most  sumptuous  and  magnificent  scale.  Having  paid 
my  respects  to  the  lady  of  the  house,  I  retired  to  dress,  as  din- 
ner was  nearly  ready,  it  being  then  half-past  seven  o'clock.  It 
was  eight  before  we  sat  down.  To  an  observation  that  I  made, 
expressing  a  h«pt  tkat  I  hod  not  occasiGved  tkc  dinner  iieing 
put  off,  Willemott  replied,  "On  the  contrary,  my  dear  Reynolds, 
we  never  sit  down  until  about  this  hour.  How  people  can  dine 
at  four  or  hye  o'clock,  I  cannot  conceive.  I  could  not  toucli  a 
mouthful." 

The  dinner  was  excellent,  and  I  paid  it  the  encomiums  which 
were  its  due. 

"Do  not  beaCraldy  my  dear  fellow — my  cook  is  onartiste  ex- 
traordinaire— a  regular  Cordon  JSku,  You  may  eat  any  thing 
without  fear  of  indigestion.  How  people  can  live  upon  the 
English  cookery  of  the  present  day,  I  ciannot  conceive.  I  sel- 
dom dioe  outy  for  fear  of*  being  poisoned.  Depend  upon  it,  a 
good  co(^  lengthens  your  days,  and  no  prioe  is  too  great  to  in- 
sure one." 

When  the  ladies  retired,  being  alone,  we  entered  into  friendly 
conversation.  I  expressed  my  admiration,  of  his  daughters^  who 
certainly  were  very  handsome  and  elegant  girls. 

u  Very  true ;  they  are  more  than  passable,"  replied  he.  "  We 
have  had  many  offers^  but  not  such  as  come  up  to  my  expect- 
ations. Baronets  are  cheap  now  a-days,  and  Irish  loids  are 
nothings;  I  hope  to  settle  them  comfortably.  We  shall  see. 
Try  this  ckret ;  you  will  find  it  excellent^  not  a  head-afhe  in  a 
hogshead  of  it.    How  people  can  drink  port,  I  cannot  imagine." 

The  next  morning  he  proposed  that  I  should  rattle  round  the 
park  with  him.  I  acceded,  and  we  set  off  in  a  handsome  open 
carriage,  with  fourgreys,  ridden  by  postillions  at  a  rapid  pace. 
As  we  were  whirling  along,  he  observed,  "  In  town  we  must 
of  course  drive  but  a  pair,  but  in  the  country  I  never  go  out 
without  four  horses.  There  is  a  spring  in  four  horsed  which  is 
delightful;  it  makes  your  spirits  clastic,  and  you  feel  4hat  the 
poor  animals  are  not  at  hard  labour.  Rather  than  not  drive 
four,  I  would  prefer  to  stay  at  home." 

Our  ride  was  very  pleasant,  and,  in  such  aocmsements  passed 
away  one  of  the  most  pleasant  weeks  that  I  ever  remembered. 
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Willemott  was  nol  the  least  altered — ^he  was  as  friendly,  as  sin- 
cere, as  open-hearted,  as  when  a  boy  at  school.  I  left  him, 
pleased  with  his  prosperity,  and  acknowledging  that  he  was  well 
deserving  of  it,  although  his  ideas  had  assumed  such,  a  scale  of 
magnificence. 

I  went  to  India  when  my  leave  expired,  and  was  absent  about 
four  years.  On  my  return,  I  inquired  after  my  friend  Wille- 
mott, and  was  told,  that  his  circumstances  and  expectations  had 
been  greatly  altered.  From  many  causes,  such  as  a  change  in 
the  government,  a  demand  for  economy,  and  the  wording  of  his 
contracts  having  been  differently  rendered  from  what  Willemott 
had  supposed  their  meaning  to  be,  large  items  had  been  struck 
out  of  his  balance-sheet,  and,  instead  of  being  a  millionaire,  he 
was  now  a  gentleman  with  a  handsome  property.  Belem  Castle 
had  been  sold,  and  he  now  lived  at  Richmond,  as  hospitable  as 
ever,  and  was  considered  a  great  addition  to  the  neighbourhood, 
rtook  the  earliest'opportunity  ofgoing  down  (o  see  him.  ^^  O 
my  dear  Reynolds,  this  is  really  kind  of  you  to  come  without  in- 
vitation. Your-  room  is  ready,  and  bed  well  aired ^  for  it  was 
slept  in  three  nights  ago.  Gome — Mrs.  Willemott  will  be  delight- 
ed to  see  you. "' 

I  found  the  girls  still  unmarried,  but  they  were  yet  young. 
The  whole  family  appeared  as  contented,  and  happy,  and  as 
Mendly,  as  before.  We  sat  down  to  dinner  at  six  o'clock ;  the 
footman  and  the  coachman  attended.  The  dinner  was  *good,  but 
not  by  the  artiste  extraordinaire,    I  praised  every  thing. 

*'  Yes,"  replied  he,  "  she  is  a  very  good  cook;  she  unites  the 
solidity  of  the  English  with  the  delicacy  of  the  Freneh  fare ;  and, 
altogether  I  think  it  a  decided  improvement,  Jane  is  quite  a 
treasure."  After  dinner,  he  observed,  "Of  course  you  know 
I  have  sold  Belem  Castle,  and  reduced  my  establishment  ?  Go- 
Ternroeat  have^  not  treated  me  fairly,  but  I  am  at  the  mercy  of 
conimissioners  ;  -and  a  body  of  men  will  do  that,  which,  as  in- 
dlTidoals^  they  would  be  ashamed  of.  The  fact  is,  the  odium  is 
borne  by  no  one  in  particular,  and  it  is  only  the  sense  of 
shnme  which  keeps  us  honest,  Tm  afraid.  However,  here  you 
see  mey  with  a  comfortable  fortune,  and  always  happy  to  see 
my  frlendS)  especially  thy  old  school-fellow.  WiU  you  take 
jtorl  or  claret?  the  port  is.  very«  fine,  and  so  is  the  claret.    By- 
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the-bye,  do  you  know— ril  let  you  iala  a  fiimlly  secret ;  Louisa 
is  to  be  married  to  a  Colonel  Willer-*an  exceilcnt  match.  It 
has  made  us  all  happy.'' 

The  next  day  we  drove  omi,  not  in  an  ogen  carriage  as  before, 
but  in  a  chariot  and  with  a  pair  of  horses, 
'^  These  are  handsome  horses,"  observed  I. 
'<  Yes,"  replied  he,  ''I  am  fond  of  good  horses;  and,  as  I 
only  ke^  a  pair,  I  have  the  best.  There  is  a  certain  degree  of 
pretension  in  four  horses^  I  do  not  much  kke :  it  appears  as  if 
you  wished  to  overtop  your  neighbours." 

I  spent  a  few  very  pleasant  days,  and  then  quitted  his  hospi- 
table roof.  A  severe  cold,  caught  that  winter,  induced  me  to 
take  the  advice  of  the  physicians,  and  t>roceed  to  the  south  of 
France,  where  I  remained  two  years.  On  my  return,  I  was  in- 
formed that  Willemott  had  speculated,  and  h^d  been  unlucky  on 
the  Stock  Exchange;  that  he  had  left  Richmond,  and  was  now 
living  atClapham.  The  next  day,  I  met  him  near  the  Exchange. 
'<  Reynolds,  I  am  happy  to  see  you.  Thompson  told  me  that 
you  had  come  back.  If  not  better  engaged,  come  down  to  see 
me  ;  I  will  drive  you  dotvn  at  four  o*dock,  if  that  will  suit" 

It  suited  me  very  well;  and,  at  four  o'clock,  I  met  him  accord* 
ing  to  appointment  at  a  livery  stables  over  the  Iron  Bridge.  His 
vehicle  was  ordered  out:  it  was  a  phaeton  drawn  by  two  long- 
tailed  ponies— altogether  a  very  neat  concern.  We  set  off  at  a 
rapid  pace. 

'^  They  step  out  well,  don't  they  ?  We  shall  be  down  in  plenty 

of  time  to  put  on  a  pair  of  shoes  by  five  o'clock,  which  \b  eur 

dinner-time.    Late  dinners  don't  agree  with  me^they  produce 

indigestion.     Of  course,  you  know  that  Louisa  has  a  little  boy  ?" 

I  did  not ;  but  congratulated  him. 

<^  Yes;  and  has  now  gone  out  tolAfHa  with  her  husbaBd. 
Mary  is  also  engaged  to  be  married — a  very  good  match— «  Mr. 
Rivers,  in  the  law.  He  has  been  called  to  the  bar  this  yiear,  and 
promises  well.  They  wifl  be  a  little  pinched  at  first,  hut  we 
roust  see  what  we  can  do  for  them." 

We  stopped  at  a  neat  row  of  houses,  I  forget  the  name;  and, 
as  we  drove  up,  the  servant,  the  only  man-^ervaot,  came  out, 
and  took  the  ponies  rouod  to  the  stable,  while  the  maJ^  receiv- 
ed my  luggage,  and  one  or  two  paper  bagSi^conlidiilng  a  frw 
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eninsfor  the  occasion.  I  was  met  widai  the  same  warmth  as 
Qsoal  by  Mrs.  Willemott.  The  house  was  small,  but  very  neat ; 
the  renMiants  of  former  grandeur  appeared  here  and  there,  in 
ODC  or  two  lHil«  articles,  lEavourlles  of  the  lady.  We  sat  down 
at  fire  o'clock  to  ^  plain  dinner,  and  were  attended  by  the  foot- 
man, who  had  rubbed  down  the  ponies  and  pulled  on  his  livery. 

'^  A  good  plain  cook  is  the  best  thing,  after  all,"  observed 
WilleflEiott.  ^'  Your  fine  cooks  won't  condescend  to  roast  and 
boil.  Will  you  take  some  of  this  sirloin  ?  the  under-cut  is  ex- 
cellent.   My  dear,  give  Mr.  Reynolds  some  Yorkshire  padding. " 

When  we  were  left  alone  after  dinner,  Willemott  told  me, 
very  unconcernedly,  of  his  losses. 

"It  was  my  owniault,"saidhe ;  "I  wished  to  make  up  a  little 
sum  for  the  girls,  and,  risking  what  they  would  have  had,  I  left 
themnlinost  pennyless.  However,  we  can  always  cooaraanda 
beetle  of  port  and  a  beefsteak,  and  what  more  in  this  world  can 
you  have?  Will  you  take  port  or  white  ?  I  have  no  claret  to 
offer  you/' 

We  finished  our  port,  but  I  could  perceive  no  difference  in 
Willemott.  He  was  just  as  happy  and  as  eheerfid  as^ever.  He 
drove  me  to  town  the  next  day.  During  our  drive,  he  observed, 
^^  I  like  ponies,  they  are>  so  Bttle  trouble;  and  I  prefer  Ihem  to 
driving  one  horse  in  this  vehicle,  as  I  can  put  my  wife  and 
daughters  into  it.  It's  selfish  to  keep  a  carnage  for  yourself 
alone,  and  one  horse  in  a  four-wheeled  double  chaise  appears 
like  and  impoMtion  upon  the  poor  animal." 

I  went  to  Scotland,  and  remained  about  a  year.  Oo  my  re^ 
tUTD^  I  found  that  my  friend  Willemott  had  again  shifted  his 
qpiarters.  He  was  at  Brighton;  and  having  nothing  better  to 
do,  I  put  myself  in  the  "  Thimes,'*  and  arrived  at  the  Bedford 
Hotel.  It  was  not  until  after  some  ioquiry^  that  I  could  find 
4>ut  his  address.  At  hist  I  obtained  it,  in  a  respectaUe  but  not 
fasbkHiable  part  of  this  overgrown  town.  Willemott  received 
me  Jusl  as  before. 

''  I  have  no  spare  bed  to  offer  you,  but  you  m»fit  breakfast, 
and  dine  with  us  every  day.  Our  house  is  small,  but  .it's  very 
comfortable,  and  Brighton  is  a  very  convenient  place.  You 
know  Mary  Is  married.  A  good  place  In  the  courts  was  for  sale, 
and  my  wife  and  I  agreed  to  purchase  it  for  Bivers.    I  have  re- 
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daccd  us  a  little,  but  they  are  very  comfortable.  I  have  retired 
from  business  altogether;  In  fact,  as  my  daughters  are  both 
married,  and  we  have  enough  to  live  upon,  what  can  we  wish 
for  more?  Brighton  b  very  gay,  and  always  healthy ;  and,  as 
for  carriage  and  horses,  they  are  of  no  use  here ;  there  are  flies  at 
every  corner  of  the  streets." 

I  accepted  hb  invitation  to  dinner.  A  parlour-maid  waited, 
but  every  thing,  although  very  plain,  was  clean  and  comfort- 
able. 

"  I  have  still  a  bottle  of  wine  for  a  friend,  Reynolds,"  said 
Wlllmott,  after  dinner,  "  but,  for  my  part,  I  prefer  whiskey^ 
toddy.  It  agrees  with  me  better.  Here's  to  the  health  of  my 
two  glrb,  God  bless  them,  and  success  to  them  In  life !" 

"  My  dear  Wllleinott,"  said  I,  "  I  take  the  liberty  of  an  old 
friend,  but  I  am  so  astonished  at  your  philosophy,  that  I  Cftnnot 
help  It.  When  I  call  to  mind  Belem  Castle,  your  large  esta- 
blbhroent,  your  luxuries,  your  French  cook^  and  your  stud  of 
cattle,  I  wonder  at  your  contented  state  of  mind  under  such  a 
change  of  circumstances." 

'*  I  almost  wonder  myself,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  he.  *'  I 
never  could  have  believed,  at  that  time,  that  I  could  live  hap- 
pily under  such  a  change  of  circumstances  ;.  but  the  fact  b,  that 
although  I  have  been  a  contractor,  I  have  a  good  conscience ; 
then,  my  wife  b  an  excellent  woman,  and  provided  she  sees  me 
and  her  daughters  happy,  thinks  nothing  about  herself;  and, . 
further,  I  have  made  It  a  rule^  as  I  have  been  going  down  hill, 
to  find  reasons  why  I  should  be  thankful,  and  not  discontented. 
Depend  upon  It,  Reynolds,  it  b  not  a  loss  of  fortune  which  will 
affect  your  happiness,  as*  long  as  you  have  peace  and  love  at 
home.*'' 

I  took  my  leave  of  WlUemott  and  hb  wife,  with  respect  as 
well  as  regard ;  convinced  that  there  was  no  pretended  Indiffer- 
ence to  worldly  advantages,  that  it  was  not,  that  the  grapes 
were  sour,  but  that  he  had  learned  the  whole  art  of  happlnesS) 
by  being  contented  wllh  what  he  had,  and  by  ^'cutting  hb  coat, 
according  to  hb  cloth."' 
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It  was  November.  Desolate,  soul-chilUng,  rainy,  foggy, — 
miserable  November.  What  spirit  can  support  thy  weight, 
weary^drearyj  dirty  month? 

li  was  night,  rainy  and  foggy :  the  gas  in  the  streets  of  Lon- 
don burnt  as  dimly  as  the  lamps  at  IJdolpho,  seeming  but  the 
ghosts  of  themselves.  The  few  passengers  whom  necessity  forced 
into  the  outward  atmosphere  became  sensible  of  each  other's  pre- 
sence only  through  the  conviction  of  concussion,  and  an  ocean 
of  mud  covered  the  granite  of  our  streets,  earning  to  them  the 
well-deserved  appelUtive  of  the  Black  Sea. 

The  equipage  of  Dr.  Suthcran  had  been  long  striving  to  make 
its  way  through  an  obscure  route  of  narrow,  plebeian  streets,  to- 
wards some  unknown  point  of  the  compass,  seemingly  as  difficult 
of  attainment  as  the  North  Pole.  Patiently  had  Dr.  Sutheran  saf, 
speculating  possibly  on  some  of  the  pharmacopoelan  mysteries 
unknawn  to  our  pen ;  but  at  length,  his  chariot-wheels  ceasing 
to  revolve,  the  sudden  check  gave  likewise  a  sudden  check  to  his 
meditations,  and  he  roused  himself  id  share  more  fairly  the  di- 
lemma of  his  servants. 

"  What  now,  Adams?" 

"  There  is  no  gelling  further,  sir.  I  have  almost  swallowed 
the  wisp  of  straw,  and  here  is  the  street  dug  up  for  the  sewers." 

"  I  will  walk.    Inquire  for " 

Adams  entered  a  shop,  where  the  dim  light  shoved  that  the 
dignified  inhabitant  vas  licensed  to  sell  wholesale  and  retail,  and 
came  back  to  his  master  with  the  perspicuous  information,  that 
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two  turniugs  to  the  right,  and  three  tuFRtngs  to  the  left,  and  otf 
a  piece,  and  then  down  a  court  and  up  a  lane,  and  three  turn- 
ii^gs  this  way  and  so  many  turnings  that,  and  then  straightfor- 
ward, and  then  two  to  the  right,  and  one  to  the  left,  and^he 
would  be  in 

Thanl&ful  for  so  luminous  a'  directioh,  parti^larly  on  so  ob- 
scure a  night.  Dr.  Sutheran  for  a  moment  paused  whether  he 
should  proceed  or  return.  We  will  not  say  whether  compas^on 
or  a  fee  impelled  him  forward;,  but  certain  it  is,  that  a  blaclL  silk 
stoclLing,  and  a  brilliantly  black  pomp,  in  another  moment 
emerged  from  the  carriage,  which,  after  receiving  a  dismissal, 
left  the  physician  standing  in' the  Stygian  lake,  and  having 
evolved  a  halo  of  mud,  whirled  off,  leaving  its  late  master  to  all 
the  horrors  of  his  ^rk  fate. 

Long  did  Dr.  Sutheran  walk.  Many  were  the  dark  alleys 
which  he  explored — many  the  labyrinths  which  he  threaded  ;• 
but  at  length,  after  a  weary  wandering,  he  found  that  he  had 
gained  his  desired  haven. 

It  was  in  consequence  of  a  Tittle  note  which  had  been  put  intof 
his  hands  that  evening  at  dinner,  that  Dr.  Sutheran  h£ld  under- 
taken his  present  expedition ;  and  as  it  seems  that  womeki  hold 
by  charter  a  tenure  for  the  credit  of  all  mischief  done  in  the 
world  from  Adam's  days  to  our  own,  it  may  be  concluded  that 
this  liltle  note  was  in  the  handwriting  of  a  woman.  In  fact,  the 
characters  were  traced  in  a  little  feminine  hand,  and  it  told 
simply,  but  touchingly,  that  the  mother  of  the  writer  had  been 
long  alSlicted  with  a  malady  which  country  practitioners  had 
pronounced  incurable ;  but  hearing  that  Dr.  Sutheran  had  turned 
his  particular  attention  to  this  peculiar  disorder,  and  had  been 
eminently  successful  in  the  restoration  of  some  distinguished  in- 
dividuals,'Helen  Lee  had  brought  her  suffering  mother  from  a 
distant  county  to  the  metropolis,  in  the  hope  of  benefiting  from 
his  skill. 

Dr.  Sutheran  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  humble  dwelling,  to 
which  his  inquiries  had  conducted  him.  He  was  admitted,  and 
conducted  to  a  chamber  on  the  second  floor. 

On  a  low  and  humble  bed  —  how  different  from  the  downy 
pillows  and  luxuriant  couches  of  the  affluent !— Isry  a  pale  and 
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haggard  woman,^hom  suffering  more  than  time  seemed  to  have 
hurried  into  the  vslle  of  years.  The  hollow  eye — ^the  wan  and 
sunken  cheek— the  pale  waxen  shrivelled  lips-*-0  sin,  what  sor- 
row Is  thy  fruit  I 

The  lewly  hed  was  hung  with  a  dark,  sickly-looking  drapery, 
and  covered  with  the  same,  while,  on  its  harsh  texture,  one  of 
the  thin  attenuated  hands  of  the  poor  sufferer  was  lying.  On  a 
finger  of  that  shrunken  bony  hand,  affecting  thought  I  was  the 
circling  hoop,  the  bond  and  pledge  of  wedded  love.  Could 
this  be  the  same  bright,  happy  creature,  who  had  once  been  the 
object  of  love,  of  hope,  of  desire  ?    Alas,  mortality ! 

And  of  love  stiU  the  object.  Blessed  light!  that  burns  in 
the  faithful  heart  more  brightly  as  misfortune  darkens  round. 
Blessed  love  I  that  follows  us  with  eyes  of  fondness  when  sick- 
ness makes  us  objects  of  loathing  to  all  the  world  beside.  How 
different  in  thy  nature  from  the  vain,  selfish  passion,  which  men 
feign! 

We  have  said  that  this  lone  and  suffering  woman  was  the  ob- 
ject of  love  still.  By  her  bedside  a  young  girl  was  kneeling, 
whose  aspect  and  countenance  plainly  showed  that  the  sufferings 
of  the  mind  might  fully  equal  those  of  the  body.  She  was  thin 
almost  to  attenuation.  Thin  with  care,  and  anxiety,  and  suf- 
fering, and  watchfulness.  Thin  with  protracted  hopes  and  de- 
layed fears.  Hope  or  fear  deferred,  which  makes  the  heart  most 
sick? 

She  was  kneeling  by  the  bedside.  Her  cheek  Was  very  pale, 
though  a  vermilion  line  skirted  her  eyelid ;  and  the  tears,  the  un- 
bidden, irrepressible  tears,  were  streaming  with  all  the  violence 
of  youthful  feeling— feeling  that  experience  had  not  had  time  to 
blunt  or  make  more  difficult  of  excitation— down  on  an  open 
page  upon  which  one  hand  was  resting.  The  other  supported  a 
head  that  was  aching  and  throbbing  with  its  sense  of  suffering. 
Her  hair,  simply  parted  over  her  brow,  was  confined  behind 
without  the  slightest  attention  to  grace  or  ornament,  yet  suiting 
the  solemn  and  sorrowful'  character  of  her  countenance,  was  not 
ungraceful;  wlule  the  black  dress,  coarse  in  texture,  and  not  un- 
worn in  condition,  suiting  the  ensemble^  gave  her  somewhat  the 
aspect  of  a  weeping  Madonna.    The  dim  Ji^^ht  of  a  faint  lamp 
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alone  rendered  tbe  scene  parUally  visibk,  leftYing  it  snfioieoUy 
obscnre  in  its  wretchedttess  for  sadne^  and  iumgiiiation ;  aod 
there  Helen  Lee  knelt,  ivlih  the  fM-^nlMng  tears  «f  a  daughter's 
love  dropping,  like  gems,  upon  the  pledges  of  a  Father's  meeey ; 
for  the  Volume  -which  her  hand  was  preselog,  and  which  she 
had  l)een  striying  lo  read  until  the  tears  bhaded  her  sighi  and 
choked  her  utterance,  was  none  other  Uum  the  sacred  word  of 
promise. 

Dr.  Siitheran  entered :  he  was  aecuAoned  to  soenes  6f  sor- 
row, but  there  wns  a  someOiiog  so  desolate,  ao  fpcaaken  in  the 
scene  before  him^  so  different  from  the  grief  of  the  hlghrhorn 
and  wealthy,  where,  ff  sickness  or  death  come,  there  haHies 
round  a  hundred  sustaining  friends,  all  anxious  to  preas  conso- 
lation on  the  survivors,  and  where  even  bereavement  brings  cir- 
cumstances of  occupation,  letters,  conddenients,  and  that  dearest 
of  all  dear  things,  sweet  HKHiey^spendiiig,  that  grief  is  often  only 
another  name  for  occupation :  a  different  thing  enUrely  f^osa  4he 
deep  and  awful  apprehension  which  had  settled  over  that  nannow 
chamber. 

We  have  said  that  Dr.  Sutheran  entered.    At  tbesoaad  «f  his 
footstep  Helen  rose  with  predpilation.    It  aeeaued  as  though  the 
climax  of  her  destiny  were  approadiing.    There  are  moiaeBts 
when  the  timid  are  bold.      Helen,  bashfnl  asid  fearful  as  a 
child,  turned  to  mcH  Dr.  Sutheran  wilhont  a  remembrance  of 
herself. 
^^  You  are,  I  presume— I  hope— Dr«  Sutheran?  " 
Dr.  Sutheran  bowed.    His  eagle  eye  had  rested  for  a  moment 
on  Helen's  kneeling  figure,  and  he  was  now  btisy  in  taking  in 
its  accom^aftiments. 
Helen  motioned  to  her  mother,  and  again  burst  into  tears. 
Is  that  peculiar  ra|4dity  and  perspicnity  of  vision,  whkh  dis- 
tinguishes the  medical  profieatiien,  the  effect  of  a  qpi^ckened  in* 
t^llect,  or  a  part  of  education  ?  We  know  not,  hut  we  have  4>b- 
served  in  nearly  aU  who  are  of  the  staffs  that  oae  of  Uiek  ra^d, 
eagle,  furtive  glances,  has  comprehended  more  than  half  an 
hour's  scrutiny  fk'om  other  eyes. 

Dr.  Sutheran  approached  his  patient.    She  was  under  the  in- 
fluence of  opium,  taken  to  lull  the  coosciousacss  Af  pain.   Helen 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC     • 


THE    physician's    VISIT.  49 

might  lay  aside  the  compulsion  with  whkh  she  suppressed  her 
fears,  for  her  mother  lay  in  too  heavy  a  stupor  to  be  aflfected  by 
any  thing  she  could  say. 

With  what  unutterable,  what  thrilling  anxiety,  Helen  watched 
Dr.  Sutheran's  countenance  as  he  took  the  withered  hand  in  his 
own,  and  proceeded  to  make  hlmsdf  acquainted  with  her  state. 
She  would  not  speak — she  could  have  shrieked,  but  she  so  sub- 
dued herself,  that  not  a  sigh  escaped  her;  and  she  leant  tOT^^ards 
him,  almost  devouring  him  with  her  large  gray  eyes,  from  which 
the  heavy  drops  were  falling,  and  with  a  parted  lip  as  pallid  as 
her  cheek* 

A  few  clear,  luminous  questions  the  doctor  asked  of  Helen. 
She  answered  him  concisely,  without  a  superfluous  word,  for  she 
had  heard  that  he  detested  volubility.  A  few  minutes'  investi- 
gation to  his  quick  «ye  and  clearly  organised  mind  made  him 
master  of  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case  needful  for  him  to 
know.  He  then  turned  his  eye  on  Helen.  "  You  are  alone?" 
he  asked,  inquiringly. 

"Yes." 
•   "And  your  father?'* 

«  Is ."     Helen's  convulsed  Up  could  not  utter—"  deadf^ 

but  her  eye  glanced  down  over  her  mournful  attire. 

'^ou  must  send  for  some  friend  to  lighten  your  nursing  cares, 
poor  girl,  or  you  will  be  ill  yourself." 

Helen's  whole  s<5til  was  In  her  face.  With  a  burning  com- 
plexion, and  upraised  hands  and  eyes,  the  figure  of  breathless 
earnestness,  she  cried,  "  Is  there  hope  ?  May  I  hope  ?  Can  you 
give  me  hope  ?" 

The  thrilling  power  of  the  most  passionate  feeling  was  in  He- 
len's v<nce  and  eyes,  and  her  agonised  expectation  made  the  mo- 
ment's pause  of  his  reply  seem  to  her  interminable.  It  was  but 
n  moment,  however,  before  his  deep  quick  voice  clearly  and  dis- 
tinctly said — "  Yes,  Aope." 

The  physician  himselif,  who  had  seen  not  a  little  of  the  world, 
was  startled  by  the  passionate  vehemence  with  which  Helen 
threw  herself  upon  him,  and  embraced  his  hand.  The  warm 
tear  glittered  on  it,  and  the  fond  caress  passed  over  it  before  he 
could  clearly  know  that  he  had  been  so  honoured.   It  was  but  a 
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moment jlry  impulse,  bul  it  was  like  a  fresh  leaf  in'  life  to  Dr.  Su- 
theran.  He  was  a  reserved  and  a  laconic  man,  and  those  who 
knew  him  best,  seldom  approached  him  with  familiaiity. 
.  He  wrote,  however.  Helen  watched  the  motion  of  his  pen, 
but  she  did  not  dare  to  speak,  even  to  ask  him  to  forgive  her. 
He  rose  to  retire,  and  Helen  timidly  and  softly  dropped  a  fee  into 
his  hand.  She  could  not  speak;  it  looked  so  like  insult  to  pay 
for  such  obligations.  The  physician  looked  on  his  fee,  which 
glittered  through  his  fingers,  then  on  Helen,  and  then  around 
tlie  room )  and,  it  might  be,  Uie  thought  of  returning  it  came 
across  his  brain,  but  the  remembrance  of  Helen's  note,  written 
with  the  orthography  and  diction  of  a  gentlewoman,  gave  him 
the  fear  that  he  might  wound  more  than  benefit.  The  hurried 
movement  with  which  it  seemed  that  he  was  about  to  transfer 
the  doubtful  gold  into  his  pocketj  however,  defeated  his  inten- 
tion—it dropped  through  his  fingers,  and  rolled  on  the  floor. 

"  Do  not  trouble  yourself,"  cried  the  doctor ;  "  I  have  not 
time.  I  have  another  patient  to  visit  to-night."  And  so  saying, 
he  hastily  left  the  room. 

''  I  was  right,"  said  the  doctoi^  to  himself,  as  be  descended 
the  stairs,  <4t  was  the  last,  or  she  would  have  offered  mc  an- 
other." 


^'  Anastasia,  my  dear,  put  on  your  shawl.      That  knock— it 
was  the  doctor.     There,  lie  down  on  the  couch,    ^o,  do  not 
quite  lie,  it  is  ungraceful ;  only  recline.     Here,  dear,  take  your 
vinaigrette.     Emilia,  have  that  lamp  removed;  it  is  too  near." 
'^  There  is  not  time,  mamma,  to  summon  a  servant." 
"  Then  do  it  yourself.     You  are  unsisterly,  Emilia." 
Emilia  obeyed,  bul  rather  dilatorily.     '^  I  have  a  great  mind 
to  throw  it  down,"  she  murmured  to  herself.  *'  What  a  delight- 
ful hurry  we  should  all  be  in !    Bat  no,  it  would  seem  so  awk- 
ward: and  I  hale  to  seem  awkward." 

So  the  French  lamp,  which  was  shedding  too  vivid  a  light, 
was  removed ;  and  the  fair  Anastasia  reclined  ppon  the  couch.  It 
is  true,  that  Anastasia  was  very  pretty,  and  all  her  adjuncts  were 
fko  arranged  as  to  enhance  that  prettiness  as  much  as  possible.  She 
was  naturally  yery  fair,  and  as  it  was  now  her  patlicular  desire 
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to  be  pale  also,  she  had  not  on  a  particle  of  rouge,  though  its 
presence  at  other  times  had  left  Ihe  sallowness  which  always  fol-' 
lows  on  its  use.  A  low  cap= — not  one  of  y.our  three-story,  high 
caps — but  a  pretty,  modest,  cottage  cap,  laced  with  pink  satinr 
ribbon,  and  pink  satin  strings — tiedy  not  streaming — a  striped 
white  muslin  dressing-gown,  fastened  down  with  bows — (we 
like  to  be  particular  in  the  minutiae  of  ladies'  dresses,  it  is  so  im-* 
portant  and  so  m/ere^/i/t^,)  and  black  satin  slippers  sandalled  with 
white,  completed  the  equipment  of  the  fair  Anastasia  St.  Yincent. 

**  That  will  do,"  said  the  fond,  the  tender,  the  anxious  mo- 
ther ;  ^*  that  will  do  charmingly — ^stay,  a  book.  It  looks  too  much 
like  arrangement  not  to  be  occupied.  A  book,  Emilia,  a  book ! 
The  Loves x)f the  Angels!  ^sha,  girl,  not  that !  How  I  wish 
we  had  Hervey's  Meditations;  but  here  is  Mrs.  Chapone^  we 
will  make  that  do ;  so  now— — ^' 

And  all  this  for  a  grave,  serioos  doctor—^  fusty,  musty,  crusty 
A>ctor.  Ah!  but  this  doctor  was  not  above  five-and-thirty, 
and  he  had  a  practice  of  twelve  thousand  a  year. 

Dr.  Sutheran  entered.  Mamma  met  him  at  the  door  with  a 
head  surmounted  with  a  cap,  and  a  cap  surmounted  with  bows 
at  least  a  yard  high.  Her  welcome  inundated  him  with  words, 
but  it  was  doubtful  whether  or  not  he  heard  them,  as  he  Walk- 
ed straight  up  to  Anastasia  and  her  sofa.  Anastasia  looked  soft 
as — as — Circassian  cream ;  and  her  few  murmured  words  were 
sweet  as  her  lyre,  and  as  silvery-sound^.  It  must  have  been 
Dr.  Sutheran's  want  of  taste,  if  he  thought  they  breathed  of 
nffectatidn.    , 

Anastasia  relinquished  the  book  which  she  had  been  studying ^ 
laying  her  golden  vinaigrette  upon  the  open  page,  and  then 
daintily  presented  her  soft,  white  hand  to  the  doctor.  He  felt 
ber  pulse,  but  saw  no  more  of  the  beauty  of  that  hand  than  a 
blind  man ;  or,  at  least,  if  he  saw  he  heeded  it  as  little.  He  lis- 
tened with  a  sort  of  desperate  patience  to  the  tender  fears  of  the 
mother,  and  the  murmured  symptoms  of  the  patient.  The  mo- 
ther implored  him,  with  a  white  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  to  tell 
her  if  there  were  danger;  while  the  daughter  fixed  her  soft,  in- 
quiring, paUent  eyes  upon  him,  and  looked  beautiful  with  all 
her  might. 
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'^  Danger!  no,  certainly:  nothing  but  nerves,"  said  the  doc- 
tor; <^  but,  however,  let  me  have  pen  and  paper." 

''  Nothing  but  nerves  !"  thought  Anastasia^to  herself.  '^  What 
an  unfeeUng,  insensible  wretch !" 

Mrs.  St.  Vincent  toolL  care  that  the  required  pen  and  paper 
should  not  appear  too  promptly^  and  employed  the  interim  in 
persecuting  the  doctor  with  civiiiiies.  Slie  had  doubted  at  first 
whether  it  would  be  poUtic  to  notice  his  muddy  shoes,  but  de- 
cided at  length  on  mailing  them  the  pretence  of  additional  cour- 
tesies ;  so  she  took  occasion  suddenly  to  perceive  tliem,  and  to 
feel  great  alarm  lest  Dr.  Sutheran's  valuable  health  should  be  en- 
dangered. She  oflfered  to  his  choice  aud  use  every  possible  va- 
riety of  stocking,  which  had  ever  been  manufactured,  from  the 
coarse  knitting  days  of  our  antediluvian  ancestors  to  our  own, 
without  even  implying  that  they  might  be  too  small;  but  Dr. 
Sutheran  was  inflexible,  and  in  spite  of  her  soft  solicitude,  after 
waiting  for  the  means  of  writing  nearly  as  long  as  though  he  had 
desired  a  pen  from  (he  Roc's  wing,  be  at  length  said,  and  said 
it  like  a  bear,  as  Auastasia  aflerwards  affirmed,  ^'  Your  paper, 
madam;  you  do  not  know  the  value  of  my  time." 

We  need  not  say  that  the  implements  of  writing  were  not  long 
in  forthcoming,  after  this  uncouth  speech.  •  The  nauseous  nux- 
ture  ^as  soon  inscribed,  though  destined  to  advance  no  further 
in  approximation ;  for  Anastasia  had  no  design  further  to  punish 
herself  by  approaching  her  fair  lips  to  any  such  vile  decoction ; 
the  doctor  had  received  his  fee,  and  transferred  it  to  his  pocket, 
without  the  slightest  mischance,  and,  with  an  inflexion  of  the 
body  that  none  but  tlie  most  observing  eyes  could  have  disco- 
vered, had  left  the  room. 

But  mamma  had  not  done  with  him  yet,  bear  though  he  was. 
She  followed  him  down  stairs,  conducted  him  into  ilie  parlour, 
and  there  opened  to  him  the  fulness  of  her  maternal  heart,  im- 
plored him  to  be  quite  candid,  and  dwelt  upon  the  manifold  per- 
fections of  Iier  dear  Anastasia  as  the  cause  and  excuse  of  her  ex- 
treme anxiety — so  good  a  daughter,  so  sweet  a  disposition,  so 
angelic  a  temper,  etc.  etc.  etc. 

Dr.  Sutheran  chafed  internally ;  all  the  relief  that  he  afforded 
to  her  agonizing  solicitude,   was  comprehended  in   the  brief 
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words,  ^'  Madam,  your  daughter  will  be  as  well  as  yourself  in  a 
few  days,  if  she  be  not  so  now." 

Mrs.  St.  Vincent  returned  up  stairs.  ''  Remember,  Anastasia, 
that  I  cannot  a£ford  more  than  twenty  guineas.  Ten  visits,  two 
guineas  a  visit.     You  must  make  the  most  of  them." 


Very  different,  meanwhile,  had  been  the  effect  of  his  visit  in 
that  abode  of  misery  which  he  had  last  left.  Lilie  May,  he  had 
caused  flowers  to  spring  up  where  he  had  trod — a  simile  for 
which  Dr.  Sutheran  ought  to  be  very  much  obliged  to  our  pen, 
considering  that  he  was  not  particularly  remarkable  for  an  elas- 
tic foot. 

Helen  Lee  lived  again.  All  her  powers  rallied— all  her  strength 
revived.  Dr.  Sutheran's  word  "  hope^^  seemed  the  aegis  which 
was  to  shield  her  from  all  harm,  to  support  her  under  every  exi- 
gence. 

O  happy  stage  of  life !  would  that  we  could  feel  again  but  one 
of  thy  up-springing  thoughts,  one  of  thy  bounding  hopes,  oiie 
of  thy  fearless  emotions,  one  of  thy  fall-trusting  feelings,  one  of 
thy  generous  confidences!  One  of  thy  glowing  thoughts  wer^ 
worth  a  year  of  the  life  of  him  who  hath  tasted  of  the  tree  of 
knowledge  1 

And  much  need  was  there  for  Helen  Lee*s  exertions,  aiid  no- 
bly did  she  make*  them.  Nobly,  we  say,  though  it  was  in  the 
mean  detail  of  daily  cares,  poor  and  trifling  in  themselves,  yet 
making  up  the'  sum  of  daily  comfort,  if  not  of  daily  happiness. 
It  was  Helen,  that  with  sylph-like  step  hovered  round  that  mi- 
serable l)ed,  fruitful  in  contrivances  and  resources  to  make  it  less 
miserable.  Helen,  who  supported  the  aching  head,  and  made 
the  nauseous  cup  less  bitter  with  the  sweetenings  of  her  love. 
Helen/ who  could  now  smile  away  poverty  and  want,  sickness 
and  sorrow. 

•Dr.  Sutheran's  medicine  had  produced,  an  instantaneous 
change  in  the  state  of  his  patient.  When  he  entered  that  ob- 
scure apartment  on  the  ensuing  day,  he  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  a 
change  had  passed  over  its  aspect.  The  neatness  of  arrangement 
had  mateiially  lessened  the  dismalness  of  its  poverty;  while 
Helen's  glad  eyes  welcomed  him,  and  consciousness  was  in  thco 
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countenance  qf  the  sufferer.  In  spite  of  the  rigidness  and  re- 
serve of  his  character,  Dr.  Sulheran  never  felt  a  sweeter  emotion 
than  when  silting  by  Ihot  lowly  bed  with  the  thankfulness  of  re- 
lieved suffering  before  him,  and  followed  by  the  adoring  grati- 
tude of  Helen's  looks. 

A  fuint  streak  of  the  fairest  sunshine  gleamed  through  the  nar- 
row casement,  and  fell  on  Helen's  figure  as  she  stooped  over  her 
mother's  pillow,  opposite  to  where  Dr.  Sutheran  sat.  The  phy- 
sician's eye  took  in  both  patient  and  attendant ;  and,  while  look- 
ing in  the  glassy  eyes,  and  feeling  the  parched  hands  of  the  one, 
a  something  like  comparison  glanced  across  his  mind,  as  the 
fair  image  of  his  fair  patient  Anastasia  presented  itself.  He 
thought  of  the  soft  affectation  of  the  one,  and  he  saw  the  noble 
disregard  of  self  displayed  in  the  other.  He  had  seen  Miss  St. 
Vincent's  white  hand  and  pretty  foot,  her  flowing  robe,  and  her 
cottage  cap,  for  few  things  escaped  the  doctor's  observation ; 
and  he  now  saw  as  clearly  Helen's  simply  braided  hair,  and  her 
serge-like  black  dress — a  garment  but  one  degree  removed  from 
poverty. 

"And  what  sort  of  night?"  asked  the  physician.  "iVo,  do 
not  you  attempt  to  speak;"  for  the  pale  lips  of  the  invalid  open- 
ed to  reply.  "  You  can  tell  me,  perhaps,"  said  he,  as  he  nod- 
ded over  the  bed  to  Helen. 

Helen  told  him,  in  her  fervent  words,  that  the  stupor  had  not 
passed  ajtray  till  morning. 

"  Who  watched  her  ?" 

*'Idid,'*  said  Helen.  '*!  could  not  leave  my  mother  in  ^ 
strange  place." 

"  She  never  leaves  me,"  murmured  the  poor  sufferer. 

**  You  will  disable  yourself,"  said  the  doctor;  "  I  told  you 
last  night  to  send  for  some  friend." 

"We  are  without  friends,"  said  Helen;  "the  unfortunate 
have  no  friends." 

"The  unfortunate !"  repeated  the  physician. 

"Forgive  me,"  said  Helen;  "I  am  ungrateful  to  Heaven  and 
to  you.  You  bid  me  '  hope;!  and  can  I  call  myself  unforto- 
nate  ?   I  should  have  said,  we  are  strangers  in  London." 

i>r.  Sutheran  lingered  a  mootent  in  silence.     Helen  thiought 
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v^^  ':^vaitetl  for  his  fee,  and  she  hastened  to  present  his  first 
aKd  second  in  company  together.  The  doctor,  however,  laid 
the  two  on  the  table,  hastily  saying,  "  We  do  not  take  fees  from 
widows,  so  never  mention  it  again  ;*'  aiid  before  Helen  could 
clearly  understand  his  meauing,  he  had  gone. 

It  was  a  fortunate  circumstance  that  our  physician  did  not 
lake  fees  from  widows,  for  Helen's  exertions  could  scarcely  keep 
pace  with  her  necessities. 

Still  she  sank  not,  but  upborne  by  the  spirit  of  hope,  she  was 
cheerful  under  a  load  of  bodily  fatigue  and  destitution,  the  ex- 
tent of  which  she  never  paused  to  contemplate. 

Day  after  day  did  Dr.  Sutheran  visit  the  poor  widow  and  her 
daughter.  To  Helen  his  visits  were  the  golden  moments  of  life. 
All  that  he  said  became  to  her  the  hoarded  treasure  of  memory 
— and  let  men  S9y  what  they  will,  the  memory  of  some  hearts 
is  sweet,  aye,  even  sweeter  than  their  hopes. 

Dr.  Sutheran,  too,  learned  to  unbend.  Reader,  take  it,  on 
our  philosophy,  that»the  rigid  without  are  seldom  the  austere 
within.  The  aspect  is  only  one  of  tliose  natural  deceptions 
which  nature  innocently  assumes  to  hide  its  own  sensibilities. 
The  heart  veils  itself  Arom  the  gaze  of  the  unfeeling,  because  its 
feelings  are  too  proud  for  exposure,  too  delicate  for  sympathy. 

Dr.  Sutheran  knew  that  he  was  repulsive,  knew  it  while  he 
continued  the  habit,  for  we  have  said  it  was  the  disguise  under 
which  his  softer  nature  hid  itself.  It  was  his  torment,  for  the 
softness  of  that  nature  required  sympathy,  which  its  own  repul- 
sive veil  for  ever  distanced. 

But  Helenas  nature,  on  the  contrary,  was  all  fresh,  all  open, 
undisguised.  Her  mother  had  b«ea  long  a  sufferer,  and  Helen,, 
through  her  girlhood,  had  been  chained  to  her  sick  pillow. 
Their  little  family  had  resided  in  Northumberland  in  compara- 
tive competence,  until  some  twelvemonths  back,  when,  on  her 
father's  sudden  death,  their  income  had  died  with  him,  and 
Helen  was  left  to  struggle  wtth  poverty,  and  to  mainlain  her 
parent. 

That  parent  was  to  Helen's  a£fectionate  heart  its  all.  She  had 
never  through  her  life  left  her  for  a  day,  scarcely  for  an  hour — 
and  that  she  should  die !    O  death,  tbou  art  the  crowning  curse  r 
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'She  had  exhausted  the  medical  skill  of  their  country  vidmly, 
"When  the  hope  of  Dr.  Sutheran's  skill  was  suggested  to  her. 
Helen  had  decision.  She  immediately  converted  their  house- 
hold treasure  into  money ;  had  her  mother  conveyed  on  hoard 
ship ;  endured  a  suffering  voyage ;  entered  Londbn  as  a  stranger, 
and  sent  to  Dr.  Sutheran. 

Through  all  this,  Helen's  trusting  hope  had  borne  her,  but 
when,  through  an  aching  day  and  night,  she  had  watched  her 
mother  lying  in  stupefaction,  imable  to  exchange  a  word  of 
sympathy,  without  a  human  being  to  feel  interested  in  her  suf- 
ferings, and  alone  in  a  vast  and  inhospitable  metropolis — then 
Helen's  heart  gave  way,  and  despair  was  fast  possessing  her  soul, 
when  Dr.  Sutheran's  "Ao/^c"  anew  inspired  her. 

He  had  given  her  back  her  parent  from  the  grave,  as  far  as 
human  means  can  act  under  the  divine  will;  that  parent  who 
could  now  smile  upon  her,  talk  with  her,  and  enter  into  her 
plans  and  hopes;,  and  Helen  loved  him^  innocently  and  grate- 
fully loved  him,  as  the  kindest  and  greatest  of  human  beings. 

It  is  sweet  to  be  loved.  Lov-e,  the  highest  and  dearest  gift  of 
the  Deity.  It  is  sweet  in  every  change,  at  every  lime,  in  every 
place.  Sweet  from  all  and  to  all.  O  disgusting  feigningS)  what 
are  ye  to  the  light  of  true  affection,  though  it  beam  in  the  eye  of 
an  infant,  without  interchange  of  intellect,  and  resting  only  on 
the  divinity  of  its  emanation  !  Of  an  infant  said  we  ?  aye,  even 
in  the  caress  of  a  dog  it  is  sweet. 

To  Dr.  Sutheran  the  consciousness  was  predous.  He  carried 
about  With  him  an  acme  of  happiness  which  he  had  never 
known  before.  Helen's  eyes,  her  large,  full,  trusting,  loving, 
innocent  eyes,  followed  him  wherever  lie  went,  and  our  physi- 
cian was  happy:.  All  the  world  had  respected  Dr.  Sutheran. 
Thousands  had  done  justice  to  his  talents,  but  it  was  the  first 
time  he  had  known  how  very  sweet  it  was  to  be  disinterestedly 
loved.  He  could  even  smile  at  Anastasia  and  her  folly,  and  sym- 
pathise with  Mrs.  St.  Vincent's  maternal  fears. 


It  was  at  this  period  that  that  dreadful  scourge,  which  ravaged 
not  only  Europe,  but  most  of  the  portions  of  the  earth  where 
man  has  fixed  his  dwelling,  burst  out  among  ourselves  in  its 
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most  fearful  violence.  Dr.  Sutheran  was  one  of  those  philan- 
thropic men  who  had  offered  to  incur  the  haaard  of  its  inves- 
tigation, in  that  ^oe  where  its  virulence  was  the  most  fearful, 
its  form  the  most  teirific. 

It  was  needful  that  these  patriotic  men— patriots  not  to  their 
country,  but  to  their  species — should  be  culled  from  those  most 
distinguished  in  talent;  it  seemed  to  be  a  costlier  sacrifice,  but 
"  verily  they  had  their  reward."  At  the  time  when  Dr.  Sutheran 
had  made  his  oSkr  of  serTice,  he  had  not  paid  his  first  visit 
to  the  solitary  dwelliag  of  Helen  Lee;  in  the  interim,  arrange- 
ments had  been  making;  they  were  now  completed,  and  the 
physidan  proceeded  to  pay  that  visit  which  might  haply  be  his 
labt. 

Their  little  apartment  was  arranged  with  even  more  than  its 
ordinary  care.  Helen's  mother  looked  more  grateful,  Helen 
more  happy.  We  have  said  that  our  physician  had  unbent  in 
his  intercourse  with  Helen,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  Helen 
had  forgotten  all  her  awe,  her  fear,  her  reserve  towards  him. 
There  was  something  in  her  open-hearted  innocent  confidence, 
so  cheering,  so  amusing,  from  the  aching  study  of  his  life,  that 
he  had  insensibly  learnt  to  think  that  his  chatting  with  Helen 
was  the  relievidg  sensation  of  his  existence.  Independent  of  her 
grateful  affection,  there  was  a  raciness  in  the  natural  suggestions 
of  her  unsophisticated  thoughts  which  carried  a  peculiar  charm 
to  his  philosophical  and  somewhat  metaphysical  mind. 

On  this  day  it  would  not  have  displeased  him  to  have  found 
Helen  sad.  On  the  contrary,  she  was  gay.  She  smiled  in  his 
face,  and  told  him  he  was  grave. 

He  denied  the  charge. 

**  Then  worse,  Dr.  Sutheran — you  are  sorrowful." 

''  No,  Helen,  no." 

"No,  doctor,  no.  You  may  be  grave  and  even  sorrowful  in 
every  place  in  the  wide  world,  btfl  never  here,  never  in  this  little 
room.  At  'balls,  at  banquets,  and  in  palaces,  but  never  in  our 
little  chamlier.  O,  how  I  should  like  to  be  rich,  and  then  I 
would  build  such  a  beautiful  temple  over  this  place,  and  dedi- 
cate it  to  you,  as  the  ancients  used  to  do  to  their  heroes."  ' 
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"  You  little  heathen." 

'*0, 1  don't  mind  your  calling  me  names :  but  no,  I  would  not 
change  this  dear  room.  I  would  not  move  an  article  of  furni- 
ture. I  would  iLeep  it  all  precbely  as  it  is,  to  remind  me  where 
you  had  been,  and  what  you  had  done.  But  I  think  I  should 
like  to  be  rich  too,  but  then  you  must  be  poor,  or  else  it  would 
be  of  no  use." 

"  Would  it  not  be  as  well,  Helen,  for  me  to  be  rich  ?** 

"  No,  not  quite,  because  then  I  could  give  you  nothing." 

''  Might  I  not  give  to  you?    Would  not  that  be  the  same  ?" 

''No,"  said  Helen,  ''  no.  It  would  be  such  a  delightful  thing 
to  make  presents  to  you.  And  yet,"  surely  the  thought  was 
womanly,  "perhaps  you  are  so  proud  that  you  would  rather 
^iVe.  You  would  not  have  the  kindness  to  take.  It  is  only 
women  who  have  affection  enough  to  be  the  inferior.  So  it  is 
better  perhaps  as  it  is;" — ^and  Helen  breathed  a  discontented 
sigh. 

"Perhaps  it  is  better,  Helen,  as  it  is,"  replied  Eh*.  Sutheran, 
"but  remember  that  affection  knows  no  inferiority;  and  now, 
'  tell  me,  could  you  be  content  to  take  ?  Be  candid,  my  little 
Helen?" 

Helen  felt  instantly  that  Dr.  Sutheran  was  forsaking  imaginary 
ground  for  their  real  position.  Her  cheek  flushed  as  she  said, 
"  Would  you  place  nie  on  ground  upon  which  you  would  not 
stand  yourself  ?  Unkind  Dr.  Sutheran !"  And  she  tried  to  speak 
playfully. 

"Unkind  Helen,"  responded  Dr.  Sutheran,  in  a  reproachful 
tone ;  "  and  more  than  unkind,  thus  to  embitter  my  fareweH 
visit." 

Helen's  fuce  turned  from  the  deepest  crimson  to  the  deadliest 
white.     She  rose  and  left  the  room. 

Dr.  Sutheran  kindly  and  calmly  repeated  to  Mrs.  Lee  all  those 
directions  which  he  thought  might  conduce  to  her  final  re-es- 
tablishment. He  told  her  that  he  should  be  absent  for  a  time, 
as  he  was  going  a  journey,  but  that  she  should  hear  from  him 
again  on  his  return  ;  and  he  took  his  leave. 

Dr.  Sutheran  had  carefully  concealed  from  Helen  the  nature 
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of  his  absence.    He  wished  not  to  pr6ve  her  feelings  by  her  mi- 
sery.   He  wished  to  save  her  from  all  anxiety. 

Our  physician  went  home  and  wrote  a  codicil  to  his  will.  He 
would  gladly  have  saved  her  from  present  toil.  Helen's  inter- 
dict did  not  reach  the  future. 

Dr.  Sutheran's  hope  was  futile.  Helen  saw  in  a  public  paper 
the  nature  of  his  expedition  ;  saw  his  name,  his  talents,  his  phi- 
lanthropy, his  self-immolation,  lauded^to  the  skies.  From  that 
hour  Helen's  energy  had  gone.  Her  soul  withered,  her  spirit 
died  within  her.  She  thought  of  that  one  word  "  hope^*  but  it 
was  only  to  loathe  a  feeling  that  she  could  not  feeL  Pale,  sickly 
days  succeeded  to  each  other.  Her  duties  round  her  mother 
were  performed  mechanically ;  but  where  was  the  buoyancy  that 
had  once  lightened  them  ? 

Helen  was  sitting  by  the  lonely  window.  She  was  working. 
It  was  for  their  subsistence. 

"Cease,  my  dear  Helen,"  said  her  mother;  "the  light  is  loo 
dim.     You  will- blind  yoiu'self." 

Helen  knew  it,  and  it  was  therefore  that  she  dared  not  weep. 
Not  weep  even  for  him,  lest  she  should  see  her  mother  starve. 
How  are  we  governed  ! 

Her  head  drooped  upon  her  hand.  She  was  living  in  the 
past,  and  probably  the  din  of  battle  would  not  have  aroused 
her,  when  an  indistinct  sound,  a  measured  footfall,  that  to  in- 
different ears  would  have  been  scarcely  audible,  struck  not  on 
her  ear  alone,  but  on  her  heart.  The  blood  rushed  to  its  strong- 
hold in  eddying  whirls^  the  bfain  reeled — ^Helen  felt  and  knew 
that  Dr.  Sutheran  had  returned. 

Women  are  strange  compounds.  A.  month  ago,  Helen  would 
almost  have  thrown  herself  into  his  arms.  Now,  she  knew  that 
she  loved  him  ;  and  with  that  sudden  hypocrisy  that,  it  may  be, 
delicacy  teaches,  she  controlled  her  deep  delight,  her  passion  oY 
Joy,  and  was  in  a  miraculously  little  time  prepared  to  receive 
him  with  an  indifference  that  would  have  disgraced  the  com- 
monest acquaintance. 

Had  Dr.  Sutheran  had  time  to  see  that  frigid  indifference,  he 
might  have  doubted  Helen's  affection,  and  suppressed  his  own. 
Happily  they  had  for  a  lime  exchanged  characters.    Tlw  cold, 
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the  auMere  phytician,  abandoning  himself  to  bis  happiness,  took 
Helen's  hands  within  has  own,  and  in  a  yoioe  of  imutter- 
aUe  afifecUon,  said,  '^  Welcome  me,  my  Helen.  You,  who 
have  been  so  good  a  daughter,  will  not  as  a  wife  be  less  predoas. 
Be  miner 
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BY  MISS   LANDOR. 


There  is  a  £Eivooiite  ia  every  family ;  and,  generally  speak- 
ing, tiiat  fiavourite  is  the  most  trotddesome  member  in  it.  People 
evince  a  strange  predilection  for  whatever  plagues  them.  This, 
however,  was  not  the  case  with  Hester  Malpas.  The  eldest  of 
six  children,  she  was  her  father's  favourite,  because,  from  Jticr 
only,  was  he  sure  of  a  cheerful  word  and  a  bright  smile.  She 
was  her  motber*s  favourite,  because  every  one  said  that  sh£  was 
the  very  image  of  ttiat  mother  hersdf  at  sixteen.  She  was  the 
favourite  of  all  her  brothers  and  sisters,  because  she  Itstened  pa- 
tiently to  allthdr  complaint^  and  coii^ibuted  to  all  the|f  ^imuse- 
ments;  an  infallible  method,  by  the  by,  of  securing  popularity 
on  a  far  more  extended  scale. 

Mr.  Malpas  was  the  second  son  of  a  prosperous  trajdesman  in 
Wiipping--^a  sickly  child.  Of  course,  be  shrank  fram  acUve 
amusement.  Hence  originiiited  a  love  of  reading,  which,  in  his 
ease,  as  in  many  others,  was  mistaken  for  a  proof  of  abaiUies. 
Visions  of  his  being  a  future  lord  chancellor,  archbishop  of  Can- 
textery,  or,  at  least,  an  alderman,  soon  bc^an  to  simulate  the 
ambition  of  the  little  back  parlour,  where  his  parents  nightly 
discussed  the  profits  of  the  day,  and  the  prospects  of  their  fa- 
mily. The  end  of  these  hopes  was  a  very  common  one ; — ^at  forty, 
Richard  Malpas  was  a  poor  curate  in  WHtsbire,  with  a  wife  and 
six  children,  and  no  chance  of  bettering  his  eonditjoa.  He  had 
married  for  love,  under  Uie  frecpieiit  ddlusion  •f  supposing  that 
love  will  last  under  every  circivnstanee  most  cakalatcd  to  destroy 
it ;  and,  secandiy,  that  it  can  supply  the  place  of  every  thing 
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else.    Many  a  traveller  paused  to  admire  the  beauty  of  the  cu- 
rate's cottage,  with  the  pear-tree,  whose  trained  branches  covered 
the  front ;  and  the  garde p  where,  if  there  were  few  flowers, 
there  was  much  fruit ;  and  which  was  bounded  on  one  side  by  a 
green  field,  and  on  the  other  by  the  yet  greener  churchyard.  Be- 
hind stpod  the  church,  whose  square  tower  was  covered  with 
ivy  of  a  hundred  years'  growth.     Two  old  yews  overshadowed 
the  little  gate ;  and  rarely  did  the  sunset  glitter  on  the  small  panes 
of  the  Gothic  windows,  without  assembling  half  the  children  in 
the  hamlet,  whose  gay  voices  and  ringing  laughter  were  in  per- 
fect unison  with  a  scene  whose  chief  characteristic  was  cheerful-* 
ncss.    But  as  whoso  could  have  lifted  up  the  ivy,  would  have 
seen  that  the  wall  was  mouldering  beneath ;  and  whoso  could 
have  loolLed  from  the  long,  flower-filled  grass,  and  the  glad  and 
childish  occupants  of  the  risiog  mounds,  to  the  dust  and  ashes 
that  lay  perishing  below ;  so,  who  could  have  looked  into  the 
interior  of  that  pretty  cottage,  would  have  seen  regret,  want, 
and  despondency.     Other  sorrows  soften  the  heart, — poverty 
hardens  it.    Nothing  like  poverty  for  chilling  the  aflecliuns  and 
repressing  the  spirits.    Its  annoyances  are  all  of  the  small  and 
mean  order ;  its  regrets  all  of  a  selfish  kind ;  its  presence  is  per- 
petual; and  the  scant  meal,  and  the  grudged  fire,  are  repeated 
day  by  day,  yet  who  can  become  accustomed  to  them  ?    Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Malpas  had  long  since  forgotten  their  youth ;  and  if  ever 
they  referred  to  their  marriage,  on  his  part  it  was  to  feel,  too 
late,  what  a  drawback  it  had  been  to  his  prospects,  and  to  turn 
in  his  mind  all  the  college  comforts  and  quiet  of  which  his  ill- 
fated  union  had  deprived  him.     Nor  was  his  wife  without  her 
regrets.    A  woman  always  exaggerates  her  beauty  and  its  influ- 
ence when  they  are  past;  and  it  was  a  perpetual  grief  to  think 
what  her  pretty  face  might  have  done  for  her.     As  the  children 
grew  up,  discomfort  increased ;  breakfast,  dinner — ^supper  was 
never  attempted,-^instead  of  assembling  an  affectionate  group, 
each  ready  with  some  sUght  tale  of  daily  occurrence,  to  which 
daily  intercourse  gives  such  interest,  these  meals  were  looked  for- 
ward to  with  positive  fear.    There  was  never  quite  enough  for 
all;  and. the  very  regret  of  the  parents  took,  as  is  a  common 
case,  the  form  of  scolding.    When  Hayley  tried  Serena's  temper, 
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be  forgot  the  worst,  the  real  trial— want;  and  want,  too,  felt 
more  for  others  than  for  yourself.  The  mother's  vanity,  too,— 
and  what  mother  is  without  vanity  for  her  children  ? — was  a 
constant  grievance.  It  was  hard  that  hers  should  be  the  pret- 
tiest and  worst-dressed  in  the  village.  In  her,  the  distress  of 
their  circumstances  look  the  form  of  perpetual  Irritability, — that 
constant  peevishness  which  frets  over  every  thing  j  while,  in  Mr. 
Malpas,  it  wore  the  provolLing  shape  of  sullen  indifference. 

Iq  the  midst  of  aU  this,  Hester  grew  up ;— but  there  are  some 
natures  nothing  can  spoil.  The  temper  was  as  sweet  as  if  it  had 
not  breathed  the  air  of  eternal  quarrellings ;  the  spirits  as  gay  as 
if  they,  had  not  been  tried  by  the  wearing  disappointment  of 
being  almost  always  exerted  in  vain.  She  had  ever  something 
to  do— something  to  suggest ;  and  when  the  present  was  heyond 
any  actual  remedy,  she  could  at  least  look  forward ;  and  this  she 
did  with  a  gaiety  and  an  energy  atogether  contagious.  Every 
body  has  some  particular  point  on  which  they  pique  themselves ; 
generally  something  which  ill  deserves  the  pride  bestowed  upon 
it.  Richard  Malpas  particularly  pri4cd  himself  on  never  having 
stooped  to  conciliate  the  relations  who  had  both  felt,  and  very 
openly  expressed,  the  anger  of  disappointed  hope  on  his  mar- 
riage. His  brother  had  lived  and  died  in  his  father's  shop :  per- 
haps, as  his  discarded  relative  formed  no  part  of  his  accounts,  he 
had  forgotten  his  very  exigence.  On  his  death,  shop  and  pro- 
perty were  left  to  his  sister  Hester,  or,  as  she  was  now  called, 
Mrs.  Hester  Malpas.  After  a  few  years,  during  which  she  de- 
clared that  she  was  cheated  by  every  body, — though,  it  must  be 
confessed,  that  the  year's  balance  told  a  different  story  every 
Chrbtmas,^ — she  sold  her  interest  in  the  shop,  and,  retiring  to  a 
small  house  in  the  same  street,  resolved  on  making  her  old  age 
comfortable.  It  is  very  hard  to  give  up  a  favourite  weak  point, 
but,  to  this  sister,  Mr.  Malpas  at  length  resolved  on  applying  for 
assistance ; — he  had,  at  least,  the  satisfaction  of  keeping  the  step 
a  secret  from  his  wife.  Hester  was  his  confidant, — Hester,  the 
sole  admirer  of  '^  his  beautiful  letter."  Hester  put  it  in  the  post- 
office;  and  Hester  kept  up  his  hopes  by  her  own;  and  Hester 
went  every  day,  even  before  it  was  possible  an  answer  could  ar- 
rive, to  ask,  "  Any  letter  for  my  father?"  for  Mr.  Malpas,  fear- 
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ing,  ID  spite  of  fate  sanguine  confidant,  ike  proliaMity  of  a  re-^ 
fissal,  bad  resolved  tfaat  the  loiter  slioold  not  Ito  ^eeted  to  his 
otth  house.  Any  domtsttc  tiiumpliy  that  the  adviee  of  wtiting, 
so  often  UTged,  had  been  taken  too  kite,  was,  hy  tt^  means, 
averted. 

The  day  of  the  aetnal  retarn  of  post  passed,  and  bitnigfat  no 
answer ;  but  the  next  day  saw  Hester  flying,  with  breathless 
speedy  towards  the  little  fir-tree  copse,  where  her  fefher  awaited 
her  eomlog.  She  held  a  letter  in  her  hand.  Mr.  Malpad  stetched 
it  from  her.  He  at  onee  peroslved  that  it  was  douhle,  a^nd  post- 
paid. This  gave  him  courage  to  open  it,  and  the  firait  thing  he 
saw  was  the  half  of  a  bank-note  fer  twenly  pounds.  To  Hester 
this  seemed  inexhaustible  riches ;  and  even  to  her  fisither  it  was 
a  prodigious  sum.  For  the  first  time  die  saw  the  tears  stand  in 
his  eyes. 

^*  Read  it,  child,"  said  he,  in  a  broken  retce.  Hester  kissed 
hioi,  and  was  sMent  for  a  moment,  and  then  proceeded  with  her 
task.  The  hand-writing  was  stitf,  ugly,  and  legible,  ^ough  the 
letters  rather  resembled  the  nraltip^ation-table  than  the  alpha- 
bet.   The  epistle  ran  as  fellows  :— 

''Dear Brother, —Received  yours  on  the  16th  iDslant,and  re^ 
ply  on  the  18th ;  the  delay  of  one  post  being  caused  by  getting  a 
Bank  of  England  note.  I  send  one  half  for  safety,  and  the  other 
will  be  sent  to-morrow.  They  can*  then  be  pasted  neatly  to- 
gether. I  sha*nt  go  back  to  old  grievances,  as  your  folly  has 
been  its  own  punishment.  If  people  will  be  silly  enough  to 
marry,  they  must  take  the  consequences.  You  say  that  your 
eldest  daughter  is  named  after  me.  Send  her  up  to  town,  and  I 
will  provide  for  her.  It  will  be  one  mouth  less  to  feed.  You 
may  count  on  the  same*sum  (twenty  pounds)  yearly.  I  shall 
send  directions  about  Hester's  coming  up,  in  my  next  letter. 

"  Your  affectionate  sister, 

"Hester  Malpas." 

Poor  Hester  gasped  for  breath  v^hen  she  came  to  tier  own 
name.  Even  her  glad  temper  sank  at  the  bare  idea  of  a  separa- 
tion from  her  parents. 

"  Me,  father !"  exclaimed  she  j ."  oh  1  what  will  my  mother  say  ?" 
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**  No;  as  she  always  does  to  any  thing  I  propose,"  said  her 
father. 

To  this  Hester  made  no  reply.  She  had  long  felt  silence  was 
the  only  answer  to  such  exclamalions.  For  once,  like  her  fa- 
ther, Hester  dreaded  to  return  home.  ''  Is  it  possible,  "*  thought 
she,  *'  w'e  can  be  taking  so  mueh  money  home  so  slowly  ?**  and 
she  loitered  even  more  than  her  father.  Hester  had  yet  to  learn 
that  no  earthly  advantage  comes  without  its  drawback.  At 
length  the  silence  was  broken,  and  Hester  listened  with  convic- 
tion, and  a  good  (it  of  crying,  to  the  many  advantages  her  whole 
family  were  to  derive  from  her  adoption  by  her  aunt.  Still, 
**  What  will  my  mother  say  ?"  was  the  only  answer  she  could 
give. 

When  we  expect  the  worst,  it  never  happens.  Mrs.  Malpas 
caught  at  tlie  idea  of  Hester's  going  to  town  with  an  eagerness 
which  inflicted  on  poor  Hester  the  severest  pang  she  had  ever 
known.  '^  And  is  my  mother  so  ready  to  part  with  me?"  was  a 
very  bitter  thought.  Still,  if  she  could  have  read  that  mother's 
heart,  she  would  have  been  comforted.  It  was  the  excess  of  af- 
fection that  made  the  sacrifice  easy.  All  the  belief  in  the  sovereign 
power  of  a  pretty  face, — all  the  imagination  which  Mrs.  Malpas 
had  long  ceased  to  exercise  for  herself, — were  exerted  for  her 
daughter.  Like  all  people,  who  have  lived  their  whole  life  in 
the  country,  she  had  the  most  iinrealj  the  most  magnificent  ideas 
of  London.  Oiice  there,  and  Hester's  future  fortune  was  cer- 
tain. Besides,  she  had  another  reason,  which,  however,  from 
the  want  of  confidence  which  ran  through  the  whole  family>  she 
kept  to  herself.  There  was  a  certain  handsome  youth,  the  son 
of  a  neighbouring  farmer,  between  whom  and  Hester  she 
thought  the  more  distance  the  belter.  She  had  suffered  too 
much  from  a  love-match  herself,  to  entertain  the  least  kindness 
.towards  such  a  step.  The  faults  we  ourselves  commit  are  always 
those  to  which,  we  are  most  unforgiving.  Hester  herself  had 
never  thought  about  what  the  feeling  was  which  made  her  blush 
whenever  she  met  Frank  Horton.  No  girl  ever  docs.  It  was 
shyness,  not  deception,  that  made  her  avoid  even  the  mention  of 
his  name.  The  word  love  had  never  passed  between  them.  Still 
the  linage  of  her  early  playmate  was  very  frequent  amid  the  r&< 
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grets  with  wfatch  she  regarded  leavhig  her  natlre  |>lace.  The 
next  day  brought  the  second  letter  from  Mrs.  Hester  Malpas.  It 
contaAoed  the  other  half  ctf  the  batik-«note ;  and,  as  H  never 
seemed  to  have  crossed  the  good  l^y's  mind  that  there  eoald 
be  an  objection  to  her  proposed  adeptton,  she  had  madd  erery 
arrangement  tor  her  joorney  the  folloM^Ing  Week.  She  had 
taken  het*  place  in  the  coach,  stated  her  intetatlon  of  meeting  her 
at  the  Inn,  and  hoped  that  she  Woriied  wdll  at  her  neetfie.  There 
was  httle  preparation  to  be  made.  Her  antit  had  sald^  '^  thait 
she  cDBld  come  with  only  the  clothes  on  her  back,"  and  she  was 
taken  very  nearly  at  her  word. 

The  evening  before  her  departure,  she  went  fbr  a  soltfary 
walk,  lingering  amid  all  .her  old  favourite  haunts.  Her  splHls 
were  worn  out  and  dejected.  It  jari^d  cruelly  tfpo)i  her  atfeo- 
tionate  temper  to  find  that  her  absence  was  matler  of  re}€4islng 
to  her  ^hole  family.  The  children,  ntfturally  eito«rgh,  comictete<l 
Hester's  dq^rtvre  with  the  new  indulgduce*,  the  result  of  their 
aunt's  gift ;  and  childhood  is  as  se^Qsh  from  thotfghMessfieSs  as 
age  is  from  calculation.  Her  pat^ntA  merged  in  the  fdtufe  that 
present  which  weighed  so  heatlly  upon  poor  MeSt^*  She  was 
stooping,  with  tearful  eytes,  to  gather  some  wUd  flowers  la  the 
hedge,  when  Frank  Horton,  who  had  joined  her  unperceived, 
gathered  them  for  her. 

<' And  so,  Hester,  you  are  going  to  London,  and  will  soon 
forget  all  your  old  friends  V  Hester  had  no  voice  to  assure  him 
that  she  shouM  not.  Her  ^knce  gave  her  companion  the  hmet 
opportunity  of  expressing  his  regrets^  ddtfbly  touching  16  ^le 
affectionate  girl^  who  had  )ust  been  thinking  that  her  depar^re 
was  lamented  by  no  one.  Hester's  heart  W2i»  so  full  of  love  and 
sorrow,  that  it  was  impossible  for  some  not  to  IftM  to  his  shne; 
and  they  parted,  if  not  With  A  poMtive  promise,  yet  with  a  hope 
that  their  future  life  Would,  in  some  way  or  other,  be  connected 
together. 

It  was  a  sleepless  night  with  the  yoang  traveller ;  and  she 
awoke  firom  a  confused  dreaui,  Which  blended  together  fffmitiar 
objects  in  a  thousand  fantastic  combinatioits.  S^e  wakened  up 
suddenly,  and  the  first  object  on  which  her  efts  opened  Wtnis  her 
mother,— the  mother  9he  had  thought  almost  «nlihid^'-'-&eated 
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weeping  by  the  bedside.  Not  all  Mrs.  Malpas  brilltent  visions 
of  the  future  could  console,  wlien  it  came  to  the  actual  parting. 
She  bent  oret  the  fair  and  innocent  foce  which  looked  so  dhlld* 
like  asleep,  hi  an  agony  of  fear  and  loye.  To-morrow,  and  the 
mitsic  of  Ifaat  ready  footstep  would  be  silent  in  their  house,-^o» 
morrow,  and  those  sweet  eyes  would  no  more  meet  her  own 
with  their  peculiar  bright,  yet  watchful  look.  A  lUtle  corded 
box  was  on  the  floor ;  she  turned  away  from  it,  and  burst  into 
tears.  It  was  the  last  suppressed  sob  that  had  roused  her 
daughter.  In  a  moment  Hester  was  up,  and  weeping  on  her  mo- 
ther's neck  ;  and  yet,  sad  as  were  the  tears,  they  were  pleasant 
when  compared  with  those  with  which  she  had  ciied  herself  to 
sleep. 

It  was  later  than  they  had  suppoted;  And  the  sound  of  the 
chvrch  clock  striking  five  made  them  start;  and  Hester,  with  a 
trembling  band,  began  to  dreso.  In  half  »n  hour  the  London 
coach  would  pas»,  and  there  were  some  fields  between  them  and 
the  bigh-*road.  This  last  half  hour  showed  Hester  how  truly 
she  was  l>eloved.  The  youngest  child  neglected  ttic  breakfast ; 
anfd  whtte  her  father  i^essed  her  to  eat,  he  could  not  eat  him- 
self. All  felt -movement  a  relief, — all  accompanied  her  to  the 
gate  where  (hey  were  to  wait  for  the  coming  stage.  They  had 
scarcely  reached  the  road,  when  the  guard's  tiom  was  heard  in 
the  distance.  The  coadi  appeared,>-^tt  stopped,— Hester  took 
her  place  behind, — ^and  again  the  horses  were  at  fidl speed.  The 
young  traveller  looked  back;  but  her  head  was  dizzy  with  the 
rapid  and  unaccustomed  motion.  The  little  group,  that  stood 
watdiittg,  swam  before  her  sight.  Still  she  saw  them,  and  she 
did  not  feel  quite  alone.  Tears  shut  them  out, — she  took  her 
handkerchief;  it  was  raised  scarce  an  Instaint,  but  a  rapid  turn 
in  the  road  shut  them  9Ut  from  her  lingering  and  longing  gaze. 

The  guard,  under  whose  especial  charge  she  had  been  placed, 
did  his  best  to  console  her;  but  found  the  attempt  vain,  and  as 
he  had  children  of  his  own,  thought  it  all  very  proper  that  a 
daughter  should  cry  at  parting  with  her  parents.  He  left  her 
to  the  foil  indulgence  of  her  tears.  Nothing  could  weir  be  more 
dreary  than  the  journey  was.  to  poor  Hester.  The  bright  morn- 
ing soon  clouded  over,  and  a  small,  driakling  rain  covered  every 
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object  that  might  have  diverted  her  attention,  with  a  thick,  dail 
mist.  Such  a  sad  and  monotonous  day  leaves  nothing  to  tell; 
and  Hester  found  herself  bewildered,  cold,  tired,  hungry,  and 
wretched,  in  the  Inn-yard  where  the  coach  stopped.  Such  a 
scene  of  confusion  had  never  before  met  her  sight ;  and  she 
stood  hopeless  and  frightened  precisely  In  ^  the  place  where  the 
guard  had  helped  her  to  alight,  without  an  idea,  or  even  a  care, 
of  what  would  happen  to  her  next.  She  was  roused  by  some 
one  at  her  elbow  inquiring  ^'  for  the  young  woman  that  Mrs. 
Hester  Malpas  expected ;"  and  in  a  moment  the  guard  had  con- 
signed her  to  the  care  of  a  stranger.  It  was  a  neighbour,  whom 
her  aunt  had  sent  to  meet  her.  Mr.  Lowndes  asked  her  how 
she  did,  rec^ved  no  answer,  made  up  his  mind  that  she  was 
stupid  and  shy,  considered  that  to  talk  was  no  part  of  his  agree- 
ment with  Mrs.  Malpas,'  and  hurried  along  the  streets  as  fast  as 
possible.  The  noise,  the  multitude  of  houses,  the  haste,  thesi- 
lencc,  made  poor  Hester's  heart  die  withki  her.  She  felt  indeed 
that  she  was  come  to  a  strange  land,  and  grew  more  and  more 
wretched  at  every  narrow  street  through  which  they  passed. 
At  length  her  conductor  stopped  at  a  door.  Hester  started  at 
the  sound  of  the  knocker.  She  was  astonished  at  her  guide's 
audacity  in  making  such  a  noise,  though,  Heaven  knows,  it  was 
but  a  tame,  meagre  sort  of  rap  after  all. 

'^I  have  brought  your  niece  safe,"  said  Mr.  Lowndes;  '^  and 
good  night,  in  a  hurry." 

<'  Won't  you  walk  in  and  have  some  supper  ?"  said  a  voice  so 
harsh  that  it  gave  an  Invitation  the  sound  of  a  dismissal. 

*^  No,  no ;  some  other  night.  I  and  my  mistress  will  look  in 
together." 

Hester  was  sorry  to  part  with  him ;  she  felt  so  desolate,  that 
even  the  companionship  of  half  an  htfur  was  something  like  a 
claim  to  an  acquaidtance. 

^^  Gome  in,  child,"  said  the  same  forbidding  voice ;  and  a 
hand  laid  upon  her  arm  conducted  her  into  a  small  biit  comfort- 
able-looking parlour.  The  light  cheered,  the  warmth  revived 
her,  but  still  Hester  could  not  muster  res6lUtion  enough  to 
look  up. 

"Can't  the  girl  speak  .?>" 
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Hester  tried  to  murn^ur  some  iBaarticalate  sounds,  but  gave  up 
the  atteo^t  in  desfMur  and  teavs. 

''  Poor  thing  I  come,  take  a  seat;  you  will  be  better  aftev 
supper."  And  the  old  lady  began  to  bustle  about,  and  scold  fhe 
servant  for  not  bringing  in  the  supper  before  it  was  possible. 

«  Take  oflf  your  bonnet." 

Hester  obeyed ;  and  the  readiness  w^ih  which  this  sUgbt  act 
was  performed,  together,  perhaps,  with  the  trace  of  cryivg  very 
visible  on  the  face,  had  a  favourable  effect  00  her  hostess,  who 
parted  her  hair  on  her  forehead,  and  said,  with  much  kindness 
of  manner,  '^  Your  hair  is  the  colour  mine  used  to  be^scarcely, 
I  think,  so  long ; — I  used  to  l;^  cekbrafed  for  my  head  of  hair." 
And  the  complacency  with  which  the  elderly  dame  reverted  to 
the  only  personal  grace  she  had  ever  possessed,  diffused  itself 
over  h^r  whole  manner.  Hesler  now  looked  at  her  aunt,  who 
was  the  very  reverse  of  what  she  had  imagined;  she  bad  always 
thought  she  would  be  like  her  father,  and  fancied  a  tall,  dark, 
and  handsome  face.  No  such  thing.  Mrs.  Hester  Malpas  was 
near  sixty  (her  niece  had  left  age  quite  out  of  her  calculation), 
and  was  Uitle,  thin,  harsh-featured,  and  of  that  whole  sharp 
and  shrewish  appearance  so  often  held  to  be  the  characteristic  of 
sioglehood.  She  was,  however,  very  kind  to  her  young  guest 
*— only  once  spoke  to  her  rather  sharply  for  not  eating  the  nke 
supper  which  she  had  provided,  observing,  ^'  that  liow-a-'days 
young  people  were  so  whimsical ;"  adding,  however,  immediately 
afterwards,  ^'  Poor  thing !  I  dare  say  yon  are  thinking  of  home." 
She  lighted  Hester  herself  to  the  little  room  which  she  washence** 
forth  to  consider  her  own,  and  bade  her  good  night;  saying,  '^  I- 
am  a  very  early  person,  but  never  mind  about  to-morrow  morn- 
ing— ^1  have  no  doubt  you  will  be  very  sleepy."  And  certainly 
Hester's  head  was  scarcely  on  her  pillow  before  she  was  asleep. 

Never  was  change  so  complete  as  that  which  now  took  place 
in  Hester's  life.  Nothing  could  be  more  dull,  more  monotonous, 
than  her  existence; — ^the  history  of  one  day  might  serVe  for  all. 
They  rose  very  early ;— people  who  have  nothing  to  do  always 
make  the  day  as  long  as  possible: — they  breakfasted— tlve  same 
eternal  two  rolls,  and  a  ptete  oi  thin  bread  and  butter.  After 
some  time,  Hester  was  intrusted  with  the  charge  of  washing  the 
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breakfasmhings — a  charge  of  no  small  importance,  considering 
that  her  aunt  regarded  those  small  china  teacups  as  the  apple  of 
her  eye:  then  she  read  aloud  the  chapters  and  psalms  of  the  day 
— then  sat  down  to  some  task  of  interminable  needlework — then 
dinner-^then  (after  a  few  weeks'  residence  had  convinced  Mrs. 
Mnlpas  that  her  niece  required  exercise  and  might  be  trusted)  she 
was  allowed  to  walk  for  two  hours — then  came  tea — the  cups 
were  washed  again — then  the  work-basket  was  resumed-— and 
Mrs.  Hester  told  long  stories  of  her  more  juvenile  days — stories 
which,  however,  differed  strangely  from  those  treasured  up  by 
most  elderly  gentlewomen,  whose  memory  is  most  tenacious  of 
former  conquests;  but  the  reminiscences  In  which  Mrs.  Hester 
delighted  to  indulge  were  of  the  keen  bargains  she  had  driven, 
and  the  fortunate  sales  which  she  had  effected.  Had  she  talked 
of  her  feelings,  Hester,  like  most  girls,  would  have  listened  with 
all  the  patience  of  interest.  An  unhappy  attachment  is  irresisti- 
ble to  the  imagination  of  eighteen ;  but  with  those  tender  and 
arithmetical  recollections  it  was  impossible  for  any  young  woman 
to  sympathise ; — however,  she  listened  very  patiently— supper 
came  at  nine — and  they  went  to  bed  at  ten.  Sometimes  a  neigh- 
bour of  Mrs.  Malpas's  own  standing  dropped  in,  and  everything 
on  the  table  was,  if  possible,  found  more  fault  with  than  usual. 
The  truth  was,  that  Mrs.  Hester  Malpas  had  the  best  heart  and 
the  worst  temper  in  the  world,  and  she  made  the  one  an  excuse 
for  the  other.  Hester  was  grateful,  and  thought  she  was  content 
— while  her  constant  attention  to  her  aunt's  slightest  wish,  the 
unvarying  sweetness  of  her  temper,  won  upon  the  old  woman 
more  than  she  would  have  acknowledged,  even  to  herself.  She 
scolded  her,  it  is  true,  because  she  scolded  every  body ;  but  she 
fell  a  really  strong  affection  for  her,  which  showed  itself  in  in- 
creasing kindness  to  her  family ;  and  scarcely  a  month  passed 
without  some  useful  present,  and  which  Hester  had  the  pleasure 
of  packing,  directing,  and  sending  off  by  the  very  coach  which 
had  brought  herself  to  London.  That  dreary  and  terrible  inn- 
yard  was  now  connected  with  her  pleasanter  moments.  Still  this 
was  but  a  weary  life  for  a  girl  of  nineteen,  and  Hester's  sweet 
laugh  grew  an  unfrequent  sound,  and  her  bright  cheek  lost  its 
rich  colour.    The  neighbours  said  that  Mrs.  Malpas  was  worry- 
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ing  her  niece  to  death.  This  was  Dot  true.  Mrs.  Malpas  was 
both  fond  of  and  kind  to  her  niece  in  her  way,  and,  had  she 
noted  the  alteration,  would  have  been  the  first  to  be  anxious 
about  her;  but  Hester's  increasing  silence  and  gravity  were  ra- 
ther recommendations,  and  as  to  her  looking  pale,  jvhy  she 
never  had  had  any  colour  herself,  and  she  did  not  see  why  her 
niece  should  have  any— colour  was  all  very  well  in  the  country. 

A  year  passed  away  unmarked  by  any  occurrence,  when,  one 
summer  afternoon,  as  Hester  was  taking  her  accustomed  walk, 
she  heard  her  name  suddenly  pronounced>  She  turned,  and  saw 
Frank  Horton. 

"  I  have  been  watching  for  you,"  said  he,  hastily  drawing  her 
arm  within  his,  and  hurrying  her  along,  "  these  two  hours.  I 
was  afraid  you  would  not  come  out ;  but  here  you  are,  prettier 
than  ever!" 

Hester  walked  on,  flurried,  confused,  surprised,  but  delighted. 
It  was  not  only  Frank  Horton  that  she  was  glad  to  see,  but  he 
brought  with  him  a  whole  host  of  all  her  dearest  remembrances 
— <ill  her  happiest  hours  came  too — she  faltered  half  a  dozen  hur- 
ried questions,  and  all  about  home.  Frank  Horton  seemed,  how- 
ever, more  desirous  to  talk  about  herself;  he  was  eager  in  his  ex- 
pressions, and  Hester  was  too  little  accustomed  to  flattery  not  to 
find  it  sweet.  She  prolonged  her  walk  to  the  utmost,  and  when 
they  separated,  she  had  promised,  first,  that  she  would  not  men- 
tion their  meeting  to  her  aunt ;  and,  secondly,  that  she  would 
meet  him  the  following  day.  It  was  with  a  heavy  heart  Hester 
bent  over,  her  work  that  ev«ning.  One,  two,  three  days  went 
by,  and  each  day  she  met  Frank  Horton ;  the  fourth,  as  she  en- 
tered the  parlour  with  her  bonnet  on,  to  ask,  as  was  her  custom, 
if  her  aunt  wanted  anything  out,  'VNo,"  said  Mrs.  Malpas,  her 
harsh  voice  raised  to  its  highest  and  harshest  key,  "  you  un- 
grateful, deceitful  girl!  I  know  what  you  want  to  go  out  for:  take 
off  your  bonnet  this  moment,  for  out  of  the  house  you.  don't  stir. 
Your  young  spark  won't  see  you  for  one  while,  I  can  tell  him  !" 

Mechanically  Hester  obeyed:  she  took  off  her  bonnet,  and  sat 
down.  She  knew  she  had  done  wrong,  and  she  was  far  too  un- 
practised in  it  to  attempt  a  defence.  Pale  and  trembling,  she  only 
attempted  to  conceal  her  tears.    A  few  kind  words^  a  tone  of 
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gentle  remonstrance,  and  Mrs.  Mal{>a6  might  have  moulded  her 
io  her  will ;  hut  she  was  too  angry,  uwd  req^oach  after  r^roach 
was  showered  upon  the  unhappy  girl,  till  she  could  bear  it  no 
longer,  and  she  left  the  room.  Her  auntealled  her  back^  hut 
she  did  not  return.  This  was  Hester's  first  aet  of  open  diaobedienoe, 
and  the  indignation  it  excited  was  proportioned  to  the  ofifenee. 
Three  more  miserable  days  made  up  the  week; — ^taunts,  re- 
proaches ef  every  lund  were  lavished  upon  her— ^and  what  she 
felt  most  keenly  was,  that  every  person  who  came  near  the 
house  was  treated  with  an  aocount  of  her  falsehood  and  ingrati- 
tude, till  at  last  Mr.  Lowndes,  the  very  person  who  gave  the  in- 
formation, could  not  help  exdaoming,  ''  Lord^  Mrs.  Hester !  she 
is  not  the  first  girl  who  did  not  tell  every  lime  she  went  out  to 
meet  her  sweetheart." 

If  Hester  was  not  the  first  girl,  it  would  not  be  her  aunt's  fault 
if  she  was  not  tbe  last-~f or  not  one  moment  in  the  twelve  hours 
was  there  a  cessation  from  tlie  perpetual  descant  on  the  faeinoiis- 
ness  of  her  offence.  On  the  Saturday  nigfat,  after  she  had  gone 
into  her  own  ix>om,  the  seiTant-girl  came  up  softly,  and  giving 
her  a  letter^  said,  '^  Gome,  miss,  don't  jtake^on  so-^I  am  sure  no 
good  will  eome  of  mistress*^  parting  two  true  lovers;  bst  dear, 
she  never  had  one  of  her  own— and  such  a  handsome  young  man 
— but.  Lord !  is  that  her  jcaHing  ?"  and  the  girl  darted  off,  leaving 
Hester  Ihe  letter. 

A  thrill  of  delight  lighted  up  her  pale  face  as  she  opened  the 
pnecious  epistle.  Under  any  circumstances,  what  happiness, 
what  an  epoch  in  existence  is^he  first  love-letter  !«^*4nd  to 
Hester,  wlio  would  have  been  thankful  to  a  stranger  €or  one 
word  of  kindness,  what  must  not  tihe  page  have  seemed  whose 
every  word  was  tenderness  ?  Frank  wvote  ta  say  that  he  knew 
how  «he  had  been  confined  to  the  Uo€is&-«-ttot  he  had  kept  pnr- 
|M)8ely  out  of  the  way-^and  that  he  entreated  her  to  tneet  him 
as  she  w«nt  to  church  J3ie  following  Scinday-^that  he  had  aome- 
thiog  very  important  to  tell  her— 4ind  that  he  would  never 
ask  her  to  meet  him  again.  Hester  wondered  in  her  own  mind 
whether  she  should  be  allowed  to  go  to  church— -trembled  at  the 
idea  4>f  thus  profaning  tbe  sabbath— half  Ksolvedto  aonf^s  all 
4o  her  aunt^i^then  lo^nd  her  couvage  sink  ai  4he  Idea  of  that 
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auDt's  severity— read  the  letter  over  again — and  determined  to 
meet  him.  She  was  late  the  ensuing  morning,  when  Mrs.  Heste 
came  into  her  room,  and  exclaimed  angrily,  <<  So  I  suppose,  as 
yoar  spark  has  taken  himself  off,  you  do  not  want  to  go  out  ? 
Please  to  make  haste  and  get  ready  for  church — I  am  sure  you 
have  need  to  pray  for  your  sins." 

Hester  had  not  courage  to  reply.  She  dressed ;  and,  after  tell* 
ing  her  she  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  making  herself  such  a 
figure  with  crying,  Mrs.  Malpas. dismissed  both  her  and  the  ser- 
vant to  church.  Very  infirm,  she  herself  rarely  left  the  house 9 
but  used  to  read  the  service  in  the  parlour,  which  was  her  sit- 
lingMXKxn. 

Trembling  and  miserable,  Hester  proceeded  in  the  direction 
indicated  by  her  lover ;  he  was  there  before  her,— and,  with 
scarcely  a  word,  she  followed  him  huriiedlv  till  they  reached  a 
more  remote  street,  where,  at  least,  neither  were  known.  As 
they  walked  along,  half  Hester's  attention  had  been  given  to  the 
bell  tolling  for  church ;  suddenly  it  ceased,  and  the  silence  smote 
upon  her  heart.  Never  before  had  she  heard  that  bell  cease  but 
within  the  walls  of  the  sacred  edifice. 

'^  Oh  pray  make  haste — what  can  you  have  to  say? — I  shall 
be  so  late  in  church  J"  exclaimed  she,  breathless  with  l^aste  and 
agitation. 

'^  J  shall  not  detain  you  again,"  replied  he,  in  a  low  and 
broken  voice.  '^  Hester,  I  could  not  leave  England  without 
bidding  you  £u%well,  perhaps  for  ever!"  She  clung  to  his  arm. 
To  one  who  had  never  made  but  a  single  journey  in  all  her  life 
— ^whose  idea  of  the  world  was  composed  of  a  small  secluded 
-village,  and  a  few  streets  in  a  dull  and  unfrequented  part  of 
London — ^leaving  England  seemed  like  leaving  life  itself.  ^'  Yes, 
Hester,"  said  her  companion,  gaung  earnestly  and  sadly  on  her 
pale  and  anxious  face,  f'  I  go  on  board  to-day — J  cannot  stay 
Jbere— I  am  off  to  America— I  have  done  very  wrong  in  renewing 
my  acquaintance  with  you— but,  with  all  my  faults,  I  do  love 
you,  Hester,  very  truly  and  dearly.  It  was  hard  to  leave  my  na- 
.  live  country,  and  not  leave  one  behind  who  would  say  ^  God 
bless  you  !*  when  I  left— or  give  me  one  kind  thought  when  far 
ar  away.    I  ask  for  no  promise,  Hester ;  but  when  I  return, 
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altered  I  ho^ie  for  the  better  tn  every  ^iray,  you  will  find  Hester 
Malpas  has  been  my  hope  and  my  object" 

She  oottld  say  nothing -4fae  surprise  of  tfab  departure  orer* 
whelmed  evecy  other  feeling.  She  walked  with  him  In  silence; 
she  hsiened  to  his  words^  and  fidit  a  vague  sort  of  satlsfactloa  in 
his  expressions  of  attachment  and  £delity,  but  she  answered 
only  by  teafs^  Frank  was  the  first  to  see  the  necessity  of  th^r 
parOng.  He  acoompanied  her  back  to  her  aunt's^  and  Hester 
let  hersdf  in,  as  she  had  the  key  of  the  badi-door.  He  followed 
her  into  the  passage— he  clasx'^  her  to  his  heart,  and  turned 
hastily  away.  Hester  was  not  aware  that  he  was  gone  till  she 
heard  the  door  close  after  him;  she  wanted  consolation«^-4t  would 
have  been  a  reltfef  to  have  spoken  to  any  one— she  fidt  half  in- 
clined to  seek  her  aunt  and  confess  the  meeting,  but  her  courage 
failed,  and  she  hurried  into  her  own  little  room,  where  she  was 
soon  lost  in  a  confused  revexle  which,  blended  her  aunt's  anger 
and  Frank's  departure  together. 

Leaving  her  to  the  enjoyment  (as  people  are  said  to  enjoy  a 
bad  state  of  health)  of  her  sohtary  and  melancholy  reverie,  we 
will  follow  the  worthy  Mr.  Lowndes  out  of  church,  who,  leav- 
ing his  wife  to  hurry  home  about  dinner,  declared  his  intention 
of  paying  Mrs.  Hester  Malpas  a  visit.  The  fact  was,  he  had 
missed  Hester  from  her  accustomed  place  in  church— thought  that 
she  was  still  kept  prisoner  to  the  house— and  conridering  her  to 
have  been  punished  quite  long  enough,  resolved  to  spea\  a  word 
ia  her  ^vonr  to  her  aunt.  He  knocked  at  the  door,  but  instead 
of  being  let  in  with  that  promptitude  which  characterised  all  the 
movements  of  Mrs.  Hester's  household,  he  was  kept  waiting;  he 
knocked  again-i»8till  no  answer.  At  this  moment^  just  aa  Air. 
Lowndes'  temper  was  giving  more  way  than  the  door^  the  ser^ 
vant  girl  came  up^  who  had  loitered  longer  on  her  way  f|rom 
church,  arrived,  and  let  them  in  together.  She  threw  open  the 
parloui>door,  but  instantly  sprung  back  with  a  scream.  Mr» 
Lowndes  advanced,  but  he,  too,  started  back  wUh  an  exclama- 
tton  of  horror.  The  girl  caught  hold  of  his  arm ,  and  both  stood 
trembling  for  a  moment,  ere  they  mustered  courage  to  enter  that 
fated  and  fearful  room.  The  presence  of  death  is  always  awfhl, 
but  death,  the  sudden  and  the  violent,  has  a  terror  fur  beyond 
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comffion  ajtid  Aatoral  fear.  The  poor  old  lady  was  lyiag  with 
berface  oo  the  floor,  and  the  manner  of  her  death  was  iostaotly 
obTious — a  vioient  blow  on  the  hack  of  the  head  had  fractured 
ihe  fikuU,  and  a  dark  red  staui  marked  the  clean  white  cap, 
whence  the  blood  was  slowly  trickliog*  They  raised  thjp  boily, 
and  placed  it  in  the  large  arm-chair,  the  costomary  seat  of  the 
deceased.  ''  Good  God!  where  i5  Miss  Hester?"  excktoed  Mr. 
LowBdes.  The  servant  girl  ran  into  the  passage,  aad  ealled  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs — she  had  not  coura^toaiacendthem.  There 
wafi  at  first  no  aoffwer— ^she  called  agala— the  door  of  Hester's 
apartment  was  opened  slowly,  and  a  tight  but  hesitating  step 
was  heard.  *<  Miss  Heater,  lio !  Miss  Hester,  oome  down  co  your 
aunt."  Hester's  faiat  and  broiftea  voice  answered^  ^^  Not  yet, 
not  yet— I  cannot  bear  it'^  ^ 

.  Fatally  weve  theae  words  remembeved  agsdnst  her.  That  even- 
ing saw  the  unfortuoate  giil  eonfioed  in  a  solitary  oeli  in  New- 
gate. We  sh^dl^niy  give  the  brief  outline  of  the  evideoce  that 
first  threw,  and  then  fixed  the  Jsaputatioii  of  guilt  upon  her.  I 
was  evident  thai  the  murderer,  whoever  be  was,  had  entered  by 
the  door  ?  true,  the  window  was  opeuj  but  bad  a&y  ose  entered 
thro««h  it  there  must  haye  bee«  the  trace  of  footsteps  on  the 
little  tWwer-bed  of  the  Biaall  garden  in  front  The  house,  too, 
had  beea  rifled  by  one  w1m>  appeared  to  know  it  weU,  while  no- 
thing but  the  most  porta)^  artieles  were  taken— the  few  spoons, 
the  old  lady'j  watch,  and  whatever  money  ttiere  might  have 
been,  for  not  a  shilUsig  even  was  to  be  found  anywhere.  A  let- 
ter, however,  was  found  from  Mr.  Malpas  to  his  sister,  mention- 
ing that  Frank  Horton,  who  had  long  been  very  wild,  had  been 
isaced  to  quit  the  aeiglibourhood  in  consequence  of  having  been 
engaged  io  an  a&ay  with  some  gamekeej^ers,  and  it  was  sup- 
posed that  poaching  was  the  least  crime  of  the  gang  with  whom 
be  had  been  connected.  The  epistie  conduded  by  a  hope  very 
aaroestly  expressed,  that  if,  as  common  report  went,  Frank  had 
gone  ap  to  London,  he  might  aot  meet  with  Hester,  and  beg- 
ging, if  he  attempted  to  renew  the  acquaintance,  a  stop  should 
be  put  to  it  at  once.  It  was  proved  that  Hester  had  met  this 
young  man  several  times  in  secret,  the  last  in  defiance  of  her 
aunt's  express  prohibitiosi  i  that  instead  of  going  to  church  she 
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had  met  him,  and  he  had  hcea  seen  leaving^  the  house  n^lh  all 
IK)Ssihle  haste  about  the  very  lime  the  murder  had  been  com* 
mitted,  and  he  was  traced  to  the  river  side.  Two  vessels  had 
that  morning  sailed  for  America,  but  it  was  impossible  to  learn 
whether  he  was  a  passenger  in  either.  Hester's  own  exclama- 
tion, too,  seemed  to  confirm  every  suspicion,  so  did  her  ferror, 
her  confusion,,  and  her  l)ewildered  manner.  Every  body  said 
that  she  looked  so  guilty,  and  the  coroner's  inquest  brought  in  a 
verdict  for  her  committal. 

It  was  a  fine«ummer  evening  when  Mr.  Malpas  and  his  family 
were  seated,  some  in  the  poreh  of  the  cottage,  while  the  younger 
children  were  scattered  about  the  garden.  There  was  an  expres- 
sion of  cheerfulness  in  the  face  of  the  parents  very  dififerent  to 
y;ie  harsh,  hard  despondency  of  a  twelvemonth  since;  and  Hes^ 
ter,  as  her  mother  always  prognosticated  she  would,  had,  in- 
deed, brought  a  blessing  on  her  family.  Many  an  anxious  glance 
was  cast  down  the  road,  for^  to-day,  the  post  came  in,  and  one 
of  the  boys  had  been  dispatched  to  the  village,  to  see  if  there  was 
a  letter  from  Hester.  The  child  ^as  soon  discovered  running  at 
full  speed,  and  a  letter  was  in  his  hand.  ^  It  is-  not  my  sister's 
handwriting,"  said  he,'  with  the  blank  look  of  disappointnient. 
Mr.  Malpas  opened  the  epistle,  which  was  from  Mr.  Lowndes, 
and  broke  kindly,  though  abruptly,  his  daughter's  dreadftil  si- 
tuation. The  unhappy  father  sunk  biack  senseless  in  hiis  seat, 
and,  in  care  for  his  recovery,  Mrs.  Malpas  had  a  brief  respite — 
but  she^  too,  had  to  learn  the  wretched  truth.  How  that  miser- 
able day  passed  no  words  may  tell.  Early  next  morning,  Mr. 
Malpas  woke  from  the  brief  but  heavy  sleep  of  complete  ex- 
haustion ;  the  cold  grey  light  glared  in  from  the  window — ^he 
started  from  his  seat,  for  he  had  never  gone  to  bed  —  it  was 
but  a  moment's  oblivion,  for  the  whole  truth  rose  terrible  and 
distinct.  In  such  a  state  solitude  was  no  reUef,  and  he  sought 
his  wife  to  consult  with  her  on  the  necessity  of  his  going  t<rLon- 
don.  He  found  only  his  other  daughter,  who  had  scarcely  cou- 
rage to  tell  him  that  her  mother  liad  already  departed  for  town, 
and  to  give  him  the  few  scarcely  legible  lines  which  his  wife 
had  left.    * 

The  next  evening,  and  Mrs.  Malpas  liad  found  her  way  to  the 
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ceU  of  her  untoppy  t^httd.  AU  wm  over-— she  had  been  tiled 
and  found  guilty,  not  of  the  actual  murder,  Init  «f  abetting  «Dd 
ccHKealbig  it,  aad  the  Mlowhig  mondng  -was'^he  one  a{»pointed 
when  the  sentence  of&eftawiras  tobe'canMI  into  effect.  <^  This 
4t  mcft  Hester!"  exRkimed  Mrs.  Malpas,  irhen  she  entered  the 
oeU:  and,  e<fen  from  a  mother's  lips^  the  ejaeufevUon  might  be 
excused,  so  little  reseiitbiaiiQe  was  thene  between  the  pi^le  ema- 
daAed  cneatttTe  before  her,  -and  liie  bright  and  blooming  girl 
with  Whom  she  had  p»rted.  Hester  was  seated  on  the  side  of 
Hie  froii  bedstead-— her  hands  clasping  her  Imees,  iiocklug  faereeif 
«o«fid  fro,  with  a  lew  monotonous  moan,  whidi. would  rathei* 
haw  seemed  to  Indikate  bodily  pain  than  menial  angutsb*  Her 
loBg  hair—- her  long  and.beauttfal  brown  hair,  of  which  her 
moHher  had  been  so  ppe«d«-lMMig  dtsherelled  over  her  shonldeis, 
bvltmore  than  half  'of  it  was  gene.  Her  eyes  were  dim  ftnd  sunk 
tai  her  h^ad,  Avd  loclied  straight  forwaid^— 'vrlfth  a  Ishink,  stupid 
exq^sslon.  Her  mother  whispered  her  name— Hester  made  i>e 
answer;  she  took  one  of  her  hatids-^the  prisoner  drew  it  pet*- 
tishly  away.  That  }iv«4oag  night  the  mother  watched  by  her 
cMd  — iMift  that  'Child  never  knew  ber  again.  After  some  tiBie 
she  seemed  sooVhed  by  those  kind  acid  gentle  caresses,  but  she 
never  gare  the  sHgbtest  token  >off  knowimg  ^om  whom  tbey 
came. 

MerniDg  arrived  at  tacft.  With  what  loathing  horror  did  Mrs. 
Malpas  watch  the  dim  grey  light  mark  the  dull  outline  of  the 
grated  vindow  I  ^  The  morntng  reddened,  and  as  the  first  ciim- 
son  touehed  Hester^s  face^  as  it  rested  sleeping  on  her  mother's 
shoulder,  somewhat  of  its  former  beauty  came  back  to  that  fair 
young  f^cCc  She  slept  long,  though  it  was  a  disturbed  and  con-  , 
YulsiTC  slumber.  She  was  roused  by  a  noise  in  the  passage — bolt 
and  bar  fell  heavily ;  there  was  the  sound  of  many  steps — strange 
dark  faces  appeared  at  The  door.  They  came  to  take  the  prisoner 
to  the  place  of  execution !  The  men  approached  Hester — they 
raised  her  from  her  seat-^they  bound  her  round  childish  arms 
behind  her.  The  mother  clung  to  her  child,  but  that  child 
elung  not  in  return.  Mrs.  Malpas  sunk,  though  still  retaining 
her  hold,  on  the  floor.  With  what  humanity  such  an  office  per- 
mitted, they  disengaged  her  grasp— they  bore  away  the  unresist- 
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ing  prisoner  — the  door  closed,  and  the  wretched  mother  had 
looked  upon  her  child  for  the  last  time. 

It  was  ahout  fl  twelvemonth  after  the  execution  of  Hester 
Malpas  that  the  family  were  seated  again,  on  a  fine  summer 
evening,  round  the  door  of  their  cottage ;  but  a  dreadful  altera* 
tion  had  taken  place  in  all.  The  father  and  mother  looked 
bowed  to  the  very  earth — the  very  children  shrunk  away  if  a 
stranger  passed  by.  Mr.  Malpas  had  inherited  his  sister's  pro- 
perty, much  more  considerable  than  had  ever  been  supposed ; 
but,  though  necessity  forced  its  use,  he  loathed  it  like  a  curse. 
.An  unusual  sight  now — ^Ihe  postman  was  seen  approaching — he 
brought  Mr.  Malpas  a  newspaper.  He  shuddered  as  he  took  it, 
for  he  knew  Mr.  Lowndes's  handwriting  again.  He  opened  it 
mechanically,  and  a  large  '^  read  this"  directed  his  attention  to 
a  particular  paragraph.  It  was  the  confession  of  a  Jew  watch- 
maker, who  had  just  been  executed  for  burglary;  and,  among 
other  crimes,  he  stated  that  he  was  the  real  murderer  of  Mrs. 
H6ster  Malpas,  for  which  a  young  woman,  her  niece,  had  been 
executed.  He  had  entered  the  window  by  means  of  a  plank 
thrown  from  the  garden  railing  to  the  casement,  when,  with  one 
blow,  he  stunned  the  old  lady,  who  was  reading.  Mr.  Malpas 
went  no  further — the  thick  and  blinding  tears  fell  heavily  on  the 
paper — he  could  not  read  it  aloud,  but  he  put  it  into  his  wife's 
hand,  with  a  broken  ejaculation,  "Thank  God,  she  was  in- 
nocent!" 

%*  The  facts  of  the  Jew  committing  the  murder,  and  the  old 
lady's  niece  being  hanged,  are  perfectly  true.  It  happened  in 
Wapping  some  forty  years  since. 
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REQUISITES  FOR  A  WIFE. 

Lovely  in  her  person  and  lively  in  her  mind,  her  beauty^ 
however  transcendant,  b  never  to  excite  particular^  only  general 
admiration^  and  her  livellDess  is.  never  for  an  instant  to  be  sup- 
posed to  approach  to  levity.  At  the  same  time  she  must  be  no 
prude,  never  object  to  sitting  hours  tete^a-iete  with  a  man  who 
evidently  thinks  her  very  handsome,  and  must  take  his  arm  at  a 
ball,  assembly,  or  walk,  if  he  offers  it;  and  if  her  husband,,  or 
any  one  else,  is  inclined  to  cut  jokes^ which  may  have  a  doubtfulN 
meaning,  she  must  neither  be  amused  nor  offended. 
-  Sh&isto  be  very  elean  hi  hev  person,  and  very  well*  dressed, 
but:  never  too.  late  at  breakfast  or  dinner,  or  long  at  her  toilette. 

She  must  not  spend  much  money,  but  be  always  in  the  fa- 
shion ;  if  she  does  unfoptunatcly  get  into  debt^  and  is  blamed  by 
her  husband,  she  must  take  care  not  to  exceed  her  means  again^ 
but  not  be  in  the  least  Ic^s  w^ll*at tired — or  she  may  justly  draw 
down  her  husband's  ire  for  being  a  dowdy. 

She  Is  to  be  very  simple  in  her  diet,,  and  hardly  aware  of  the 
difference  between  soup  and  fish — yet  her  table  is  ever  to  be. 
such  as  to  excite  the  admiration  of  the  most  distinguished  epi- 
cures of  the  day. 

She  is  to  be  au  fait  of  every  pas^ng  event,  but  not  fond  of 
gossip. 

She  is  to  know  every  ])ody,  but  not  mix  much  in  society. 

She  is  to  know  every  thing,  but  not  be  learned. 
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She  is  to  haye  great  resources  in  herself  within  doors,  but  their 
interest  is  neyer  to  interfere  with  her  exercise  without,  even  in 
the  worst  weather. 

She  is  to  lilie  a  garden,  without  presuming  to  interfere  with 
the  gardener ;  and  to  have  the  greatest  possible  interest  in  her 
hviband't  oonntry-seat,  withomt  any  p^wer  bttt  that  of  picfktng 
a  few  violets  in  spring  and  a  few  pinl&s  in  summer. 

She  is  to  be  extreoaely  bold  on  horseback^  though  perfectly  fe 
minine;  and  ride  remarliably  well,  either  in  the  parks  or  the 
chase,  though  she  does  not  get  upon  a  horse  ten  times  a-year. 

She  is  «ever  to  be  dull,  though  site  must  like  retirement. 

She  is  to  be  extremely  agreeable  in  society,  without  caring 
for  it. 

If  she  b  a  mother,  her  cMdren  are  to  be  highly  accomplished, 
and  dressed  witSi  infinite  taste;  birt  their  goremesses'  wages  are 
to  be  low,  and  their  clothes  to  cost  next  to  nothing. 

If  HI  and  dejected,  she  is  to  be  highly  pleased  ber  liusband 
lakes  that  opportuirity  of  going  from  home. 

ILEQUISITES  FOE  A  HUSBAIUO. 

He  is  tolK  very  fondof  liumfing  and  aU  tmaly  Miiinimeate^ 
without  ever  maklog  mxih  topics  Uie  Bubj^eeto  of  iioB  jd&Mxnme,  or 
even  thoughts^ 

He  is  to  belong  to  all  (lAie  clubs,  b«t  WBWtt  d^qfuent  ttmni. 

He  is  to  bet  ^i^th  spirit  at  Newmai^bet,  or  in  prtvaie,  b«tt  verier 
lose  his  money. 

He  is  to  be  very  iond  &t  assemblies  and  balls,  but  ncft  like  talkr 
ing«r  dandng. 

He  is  to  aiftmiro  beauty,  but  never  loA  «t  amy  weraan  hat 
his  wife. 

He  must  hare  a  very  wcSl-«ppbinteA  eqfifipage,^  but  onAy  eon- 
sider  it  his  own  by  su^rance. 

He  shoiM  be  very  domestic  and  attacbed  to  home,  yet  fegtx^ 
Paris  as  a  heaven  upon  earth. 

He  ^oald  Uke  Tcwffing  aloud,  irfthont  caring  for  boolLs. 
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AN   OXFOBD-StREET   REMINISCENCE. 


Some  few  years  ago,  a  shabby-looking  gentleman,  carrying  in 
his  hand  a  fiddle,  enclosed  in  a  green  bag,  entered  the  shop  of 
an  eminent  hosier  in  Oxford-street. 

**  I  want,"  said  he,  addressing  himself  to  the  obsequious  man 
of  hose,  ''  a  pair  of  silk  stockings." 

"  Here  are  a  dozen  pair,"  replied  the  shopkeeper,  **  of  such  a 
quality  as  no  other  house  in  London  can  offer.  They  are  cheaper 
than  dirt;  and  more  durable  than  iron,  and  when  they  are  worn 
out,  they  will  cut  down  into  capital  socks  ^  but  that  will  not  be 
for  many  years". 

'^  Excellent  qualities  I"  replied  the  shabby  gentleman,  with 
the  fiddle ;  <<  but  what  is  the  price  ?" 

"  A  trifle,"  relumed  the  seller;  "  only  twelve  shillings  a 
pair." 

''  Then  put  up  one  pair  for  me,"  said  he  of  the  green  bag, 
<'  and  ril  pay  for  them."  At  the  same  moment  his  right  hand 
dived  into  the  extreme  recesses  of  his  breeches  pocket,  as  though 
he  were  endeavouring  to  select  something  underneath.  He  was 
not  successful. 

*'  Gracious  Heavens !"  cried  he,  "  I  have  either  lost  my  purse^ 
or  left  it  at  home,  and  I  know  not  how  I  can  possibly  do  with- 
out the  stockings ;  for  you  must  understand,  that  I  am  going  to 
play  at  a  celebrated  concert  to-night,  and  must  have  xtbem  to 
wear." 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  the  hosier,  "  that  shall  not  trouble  you  i 
we'll  send  them  to  your  house." 
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"  Unfortunately,"  whimpered  the  man  of  sweet  sounds,  screw- 
ing up  bis  features  to  the  dimension  of  a  dried  codling,  ''  I  am 
not  going  home ;  but  I  will,  by  your  kind  permission,  leave  my 
fiddle  as  a  security  for  the  twelve  shillings,  only  requesting. that 
you  be  careful  of  it,  and  hang  it  up  (for  it  is  a  valuable  instru- 
ment), on  that  nail,  which  I  see  disengsiged  over  the  chimney  of 
your  back  parlour.'*  ^^ 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  the  hosier;  and  immediately 
conducted  the  musidan  into  the  parlour,  wliere  he  bung  upthe 
fiddle,  and  having  received  the  st^cliings,  left  tbe  shop. 

About  two  days  after  this  event,  a  person  entered  the  shop,, 
and  bought  two  or  three  trifling  articles.  Being  suddenly  seiz- 
ed with  a  spasmodic  indisf>o^ition  of  stomach,  he  re<[ue6feed 
permission  to  reeover  himself  in  aa  arm-cbair  of  the  parlour. 
The  hosier's  humanity  and  civility  were  equal  to  his  industry. 
He  attended  his  customer  with  much  assiduity,  and  by  help  of  a 
little  brandy,  rubbing,  and  chafing,  restored  the  gentleman.  As 
soon  as  he  was  well,  he  began  to  look  about  the  room ;  to  ad- 
mire the  pictures ;  to  coBf^imeDt  4he  ho6*er  on  his  Usle-— when 
his  eyes  rested  on  Ihe  fiddk. 

<<  What !  my  friend,''  he  exclaimed,  '^  are  yoa  a  nasician  ?^ 

'<  No,  sir,"  said  the  hosier;  ''  that  fiddle  belongs  to  a  poor  fel- 
low who  bought  a  pair  of  stockings  of  me  two  days  back,  and 
probably  has  not  yet  been  able  to  niae  money  imough  to  pay 
for  them,  and  redeem  his  fiddle.'* 

,  "  Allow  me,''  said  the  gentleman,  "  to  look  al  it— I  am  a 
jodge  of  these  matteis."  The  fiddle  being  deHvered  to  him,  he 
drew  it  from  the  bag,  and  haTing  examined  it  said,  as  though 
to  himsdf,  ^'  1'his  is  really  a  prodigious  fine  fiddle !"  He  then 
placed  it  to  his  shoulder,  and  n^ligently  j^asiflig  the  bow  across 
the  strings,  produced  a  few  notes,  which  appeared  to  the  ho^^ 
of  such  exquisite  delicacy,  that  the  passion  of 'gain  was  lor  a  few 
seconds  suspended. 

^^  Tl^  fid^e,"  said  tbe  stranger,  <'  appears  to  be  a  CremDna, 
of  the  best  tune. — Mr.  Nottingham,*  he  conttntied,  looking  up 
at  the  hosier,  <*  I  have  known  you  some  years,  and  have  dealt 
always  with  you— I  know  you  arc  an  honest  inan««-I  wffl  not 
inform  you  what  is  my  opinion  of  the  worth  of  this  instnunent ; 
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tmt  here  is  a  thirty  pound  note,  for  which  you  aHII  giTe  me  a 
receipt;  and  if,  when  the  wretched  musician  again  makes  his 
appearance,  you  can  purchase  it  for  fifty  pounds,  this  notCj 
which  I  have  now  put  Into  your  hands,  shall  be  your  own." 
^hen  he  had  thus  spoken,  he  gave  him  the  note,  together  with 
his  card ;  and  having  received  an  acknowledgment  for  the  note, 
departed. 

He  had  scarcely  been  gone  from  the  shop  abo^e  an  hour, 
when  the  musician,  in  a  great  hurry,  and  much  worse  clothed 
than  before,  ran  hastily  into  the  shop,  and;  putting  down  the 
twelve  shillings  on  the  counter,  requested  to  have  fa&  fiddle. 

"  Ah,"  qiioth  the  man  of  yam,  "  Vm  delighted  to  see  you,  I 
wbh  to  have  a  few  moments'  conversation  with  you;"  and, 
taking  him  into  the  back  parlour,  informed  him  of  the  liberal 
offer  which  the  gentleman  had  made  who  had  been  there  in  the 
morning. 

"  With  respect  to  the  fiddle,**  said  the  musician,  "I  am  well 
aware  Chat  it  even  exceeds  In  value  what  you  have  offered;  nor 
would  I  think  of  selling  it,  but  that  my  distresses  are  great, 
and  customers  are  difficult  to  procure.  To  tell  you  the  truth;  I 
am  now  under  arrest,  an  officer  is  with  me  outside,  and  I  have 
only  been  allowed  a  few  moments  Jto  fetch  my  fiddle,  in  order  to 
carry  it  to  a  friend,  who  is  ready  to  advance  me  upon  it  a  sum 
of  money  sufficient  to  relieve  me  from  arrest."  The  hosier  saw 
that  such  was  the  fact. 

"  I  will  go  with  you,"  said  he,  "  to  the  gentleman's  house, 
and  receive  the  fifty." — "Impossible!"  repHed  the  musician. 
^  He  may  be  from  home,  or  otherwise ;  I  cannot  take  the  risk. 
The  person  I  allude  to  is  waiting  my  return." 

The  wily  hosier  now  began  to  suspect  that  the  fiddle  would 
escape,  and  that  the  thirty  pounds'  commission  would  be  lost. 
He  therefore  resolved  on  a  bold  venture,  and  added  twenty 
pounds  of  his  own. 

"  Wait  one  moment,"  said  he  to  the  musician,  "  and  you 
shall  receive  the  fifty  pounds."  The  musician  hesitated,  as  if 
reluctant  to  part  with  his  fiddle  for  the  price:  he  surveyed  it 
mrUh  tenderness,  and  said,  "  'Tis  my  necessities  alone  which 
induce  mc  to  part  with  tliee,  tliou  cheerful  companion  of  my  life 
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— the  better  porlion  of  my  existence !  But  we  must  separate ; 
and  having  been  a  long  time  the  delight  of  thy  master,  thou 
must  now  become  his  support." 

Tears  were  visible  in  the  eyes  of  the  wretched  musician,  and, 
with  a  trembling  hand,  he  delivered  the  instrument  to  the  hosier, 
and  having  received  the  fifty  pounds,  hurried  away  from  the 
shop  in  a  very  distressed  state  of  mind.  The  hosier  almost  re- 
pented making  such  a  gain  from  so  poor  a  man.  But  ^'  busi- 
ness is  business.^ 

As  soon  as  the  fiddle  became  the  property  of  the  hosier,  he 
ordered  a  coach^  and  repaired  to  the  house  of  the  gentleman 
whose  card  he  possessed.  The  servants  informed  him  that  their 
master  was  at  home,  and  he  was  soon  introduced  into  the  li- 
brary. He  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a  gentleman  very 
different  in  appearance  from  him  whom  he  had  seen  in  the 
morning.  However,  he  produced  the  fiddle,  a  receipt  for  the 
money  he  had  paid,  and  the  card,  and  begged  to  know  when  he 
could  see  the  owner.  The  gentleman  appeared  surprised,  and, 
indeed,  the  man  of  stockings  very  so  on  became  convinced  thet 
there  must  be  some  mistake.  The  gentleman  acknowledged  the 
card  to  be  his,  but  declared  himself  quite  ignorant  of  the  trans- 
action. The  hosier  was  struck  with  dismay,  and  returned  home 
in  a  most  disconsolate  stale,  yet  not  without  hopes  that  the  per- 
son who  had  advanced  the  money  would  soon  make  his  appeal^ 
ance  to  claim  the  fiddle  he  had  so  much  coveted.  At  all  events, 
the  instrument  was  valuable,  and  he  might,  after  all,  make  a 
handsome  profit.  He  was  relieved  from  all  suspense  by  the  ar  - 
rival  of  a  customer,  who  was  a  musical  instrument  maker ;  who, 
having  examined  the  instrument,  declared  it  to  be  a  Dutch  fiddle, 
value  about  eighteen  and  sixpence!  The  sound  of  a  fiddle,  ever 
after,  threw  the  hosier  into  fits  ! 
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BY  CAPTAIN    GRAM,  H.   P.  R.  H.  M. 


I  DETEST  popping  at  partridges,  and  should  consider  it  a  dis- 
grace to  gallop  after  even  the  most  stinking  fox  that  ever  was 
cubbed :  let  it  stink  ever  so  attractively  to  the  sense  of  a  British 
sportsman,  it  has  no  charms  for  me.  No;  I  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  a  more  extensive  field ;  I  have  hunted  elephants  and 
bagged  buffaloes;  my  taste,  therefore,  for  such  '< small  deer"  as 
Britain  boasts,  has  dwindled  into  contempt.  Time  was,  how- 
ever, when  I  was  a  great  naan  in  the  '*  small  way."  Few  could 
boast  of  more  extraordinary  leaps;  and  as  to  bagging  game — it 
is  no  use  to  mince  the  matter — ^I  was  a  devil  of  a  shot !  I  could 
relate  some  anecdotes  of  sporting  in  those  days  which  would 
amuse  as  well  as  astonish  you, — ^but  my  object  is  now  to  be 
serious. 

During  my  experience  in  foreign  countries,  I  have  been  taught 
the  fallacy  of  many  received  rules  in  sporting,  which  are  here 
followed  with  implicit  faith.  As  a  ^ncere  and  general  reformer, 
I  wish  much  to  alter  all  these,  altfiough  I  anticipate  the  diffi- 
culty ;  for  England  is  so  wedded  to  prejudices  and  old  customs, 
that  it  is  lucky  for  us  our  forefathers  did  not  practise  walking 
upon  their  heads  in  a  general  way,  or  we  should  certainly  have 
contended  for  the  propriety  of  it.  However,  I  think  the  advan- 
tage of  adopting  my  new  rulet  will  be  so  self-evident,  that  the 
roost  bigoted  Tory  sportsman  will  hardly  refuse  to  conform.  In 
the  first  place,  then,  contrary  to  the  received  maxim- 
Rule  1 . — Always  load  your  gun  when  on  the  cock,  by  which 
you  lose  no  time  in  bringing  your  piece  to  the  shoulder,  a  great 

8 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


86  TALKS. 

advantage;  and  if  you  possess  common  caution,  you  run  no  risk 
of  blowing  your  bead  off  wbile  ramming  down  your  charge. 

Rule  2. — fThen  a  covey  gets  up,  always  fire  bang  into  the 
middle' of  it, — ^It  is  all  nonsense  about  singling  out  a  particular 
bird ;  lake  my  word,  it  is  easier  to  miss  one  bird  than  to  miss  a 
dozen. 

Rule  3. — fFhen  you  are  very  desirous  of  game,  instead  of  shot, 
fire  your  ramrod, — By  this  plan  you  may  spit  three  brace  at  one 
shot.     I  have  known  it  done. 

Rule  4. — When  you  scramble  through  a  hedge,  by  all  means 
let  your  gun  be  at  the  full  cock. — Caution  should  be  the  eharac- 
teristic  of  a  good  sportsman;  if  you  shoot  your  friend,  yon  will 
be  cautious  for  Ufe. 

Rule  5.—//*  a  single  bird  gets  up  on  your  friend^ s  side,  shoot 
at  it  by  all  means, — ^The  old  system  is  only  to  fire  at  those  on 
your  own  side,  which  I  hold  to  be  a  losing  game ;  for  if  your 
friend  brings  down  his  bird,  he  bags  it;  whereas,  if  you  fire 
also,  you  hav£  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  which  is  settled  by  toss- 
ing up.  Never  mind  the  old  gag  of  it  being  unfair — the  ardour 
of  a  sportsman  is  a  good  excuse. 

'Rule  6. — fFhen  you  meet  with  a  hare  on  her  form,  kill  it  if 
you  can, — It  is  all  stuff  about  being  unsportsmanlike — don't  at- 
tend to  such  rubbish.    My  advice  is,  fill  your  bag. 

Rule  7, — jy^ever  brag  of  being  a  good  ^Ao/.— -Hold  this  as  a 
maxim ;  if,  for  example,  you  have  leave  to  shoot  over  a  gentle- 
man's grounds,  and  are  s«ccessM,  which  you  are  pretty  sure  to 
be,  if  you  follow  my  rules,  and  are  anything  of  a  shot,  send  your 
man  home  with  the  game,  then  call  at  the  house,  and  leave  a 
brace  of  birds,  bdng  the  whole  contents  of  your  bag — you  will 
be  condoled  with,  and  have  unlimited  leave  to  shoot. 

Rule  8. — fFhen  you  enter  afield,  holloa  and  bawl  as  loud  as 
you  can, — It  will  save  you  much  trouble,  for  you  will  see  at 
once  whether  there  are  any  birds  there. 

Rule  9, '^Always  train  your  dog  to  chop  his  bird  from  each 
covey, — ^With  a  good  brace  of  dogs,  so  trained,  and  a  double- 
barrelled  gun,  I  fvould  bag  more  game  than  any  man  in  Eng- 
land. 

Rule  tO,^-Choose  your  dogs  of  the  highest  possible  courage. 
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— ^By  this  precaiitioD  you  can  gratify  yourself  by  thrashing  your 
dog  Whenever  you  miss,  without  fear  of  spoiling  him. 

Rule  1  i  .'^The  instant  a  pheasant  rises j  blaze  away  at  him, — 
My  reason  for  this  innoration  is,  that  if  you  miss,  you  will  have 
time  to  pitch  your  hat  at  him. 

Rule  12. — Nes^r  omit  to  prime  your  piece,  — This  is  a  most 
important  point,  and  involves  consequences  not  at  first  appa- 
rent. I  once  remember,  in  ancient  days,  to  have  accompanied 
two  gentlemen  from  the  land  of  Cockaine,  on  a  shooting  excur- 
sion ;  one  was  the  head  clerk  at  Cox  and  Greenwood's,  the  army 
agents,  and  the  other  belonged  to  Dolan's  house,  the  army  tailor. 
They  were  both  pupils  of  mine,  though,  from  want  of  practice, 
they  had  made' but  indifferent  progress.  Well,  up  got  a  fine 
cock  pheasant,  and,  according  to  my  system,  both  pieces  were 
levelled,  and  down  came  the  bird,  though,  I  verily  believe,  such 
was  the  eagerness  of  both  sportsmen  to  have  the  start,  that 
neither  had  Ume  to  bring  his  gun  to  his  shoulder.  Then  came 
on  the  dispute ;  the  tailor  swore  he  covered  the  bird,  while  the 
other  declared  he  could  tell  the  spot  where  he  touched  him.  It 
was  referred  to  me^  and,  without  tossing  up,  I  gave  it  against  the 
tailor.  The  fact  was,  that  I  did  not  carry  a  gun  (hat  day,  think- 
ing I  should  have  enough  to  do  to  take  care  of  myself,  which, 
indeed,  the  sequel  proved,  for  I  went  home  minus  the  skirl  of 
my  coat;  I  was,  therefore,  the  better  enabled  to  watch  the  pro- 
ceedings. The  tailor  demurred  at  my  promptness,  and  proposed 
the  toss ;  I,  however,  referred^him  to  the  pan  of  his  piece,  which, 
on  examination,  he  found  he  had  forgotten  to  prime!  He  lost  his 
chance  of  his  friend's  bird :  therefore,  I  would  say,  however  you 
manage  about  the  cliarge,  neuer  forget  the  priming. 
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THE  STORY  OF  HELEN  GILLET.^ 


<*Le  vrai  n'est  pas  toujours  le  vraisemblable/' 

It  would  probably  be  difficult  to  find,  in  the  whole  eourse  of 
human  events,  a  more  striking  illustration  of  the  truth  of  the 
above  rootio  than  the  following  history  of  Helen  Gillet,  a  youu  g 
lady  of  Burgundy,  who  was  tried  for  infanticide,  and  condemned 
to  be  decapitated,  in  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century. 
The  mixture  of  the  extraordinary,  the  marvellous,  and  the  hor- 
rible in' this  <<o'er-true  tale*'  would,  if  deta'ded  in  a  work  of  fic- 
tion, be  considered  as  evincing  a  want  of  tact  in  the  writer,  from 
the  apparent  improbability  and  aggravated  horror  of  the  events, 
which  surpass,  in  their  frightful  reality,  anything  that  the  au- 
thor of  ^^Melmoth"  has,  in  the  wildest  debauch  of  his  terror- 
loving  imagination,  given  birth  to.  And  yet  not  one  of  the  facts, 
heretnafter  related,  but  has  been  faithfully  and  literally  copied 
from  the  judidal  records  of  the  court  before  which  the  trial  took 
place,  and  from  the  municipal  archives  of  the  city  of  Dijon,  in 
which  were  transcribed  the  official  reports  of  tiie  extraordinary 
circumstances  that  occurred  at  the  place  of  execution.  It  will 
surprise,  if  not  interest,  the  Englbh  reader  to  learn  that  the  said 
stcHry  of  Helen  Gillet  is  connected,  by  a  singular  coincidence, 
with  a  remarkable  event  in  the  life  of  the  ill-fated  Charles  I.  of 
England.  The  source  from  whence  we  have  drawn  the  prin- 
cipal facts  of  this  harrowing  narrative  is  a  book  written  by  an 


Digitized  by 


^Google 


go  TALES, 

adYOcate  of  the  bar  of  Dijon,  (l)  and  of  which  but  a  very  few 
copies  -were  piinled.  Upon  one  of  these,  by  a  fortunate  chance, 
vre  happened  to  lay  our  hand.  The  documents  which  furnish- 
ed the  author  of  this  book  with  the  facts  detailed  in  it,  he  found 
in  the  eleventh  volume  of  the  old  "Mercure  Francois  de  Richer 
ct  Renaudat,"  in  "La  Vie  de  TAbbesse  de  Notre  Dame  du  Tart, 
Madame  Gourcelle  de  Pourlans,"  (3)  and  in  the  authentic  archives 
of  the  Chamhre  des  CompteSy  and  of  the  Mairie  of  Dijon.  From 
the  incontestible  truth  and  authenticity  of  these  sources,  it  is 
evident  that  no  narration  of  past  events  can  rest  upon  more  solid 
and  incontrovertible  proofs  than  do  the  principal  and  almost  in- 
credible facts  of  the  tragical  history  of  Helen  Gillet 

In  the  year  1624,  the  chatelain,  or  royal  judge,  who  pre^ded 
over  Bourg-en-Bi*esse,  a  little  town  situated  within  view  of 
Mount  Jura,  was  Pierre  Gillet,  a  man  of  noble  extraction,  up- 
right conduct,  austere  manners,  and  unblemished  reputation. 
Pierre  Gillet  was  blessed  with  an  only  daughter,  named  Helen, 
aged  twenty-two,  who  was  equally  admired  for  the  beauty  of 
her  person  and  the  graces  of  her  mind,  as  she  was  respected  for 
the  virtue  and  piety  of  her  conduct.  Helen  was  seldom  seen  at 
any  place  of  public  resort  except  the*churcfa;  and  yet  therfc  the 
eye  of  abandoned  and  daring  profligacy  sought  her  out  and 
marked  her  fbr  its  victim.  An  individual  of  violent  and  reckless 
passions,  unfortunately  for  poor  Helen  Gillet,  became  enamour- 
ed of  her;  and,  to  obtain  the  object  of  his  desires,  contrived  to 
gain  admission  into  her  fVither's  house,  under  the  guise  of  an 
instructor  of  her  brothers.  But  being  soon  convinced,  by  the 
purity  and  unaffected  reserve  of  Helen,  of  the  impossibility  of  ac- 
complishing his  design  by  the  usual  arts  of  seduction,  he  had  re* 
course  to  the  treacherous  collusion  of  a  vile  servant- woman,  and 
to  the  atrocious  and  dastardly  expedient  of  a  narcotic  draught,  to 
achieve  the  ruin  and  disgrace  of  the  hapless  girl. 

This  event  left  no  other  traces  in  the  mind  of  Helen  Gillet 

(i)  Hisloire  d'Hel^ne  Gillet,  ou  Relation  d'aa  ^v^eineBt  extraordi- 
naire et  tragique  euryenu  k.  Dijon  dans  le  dix^fieptidnde  sidcle.  JPar  vat 
ancien  Avpcal.    Dijon,  1829.    8vo.7a  pages. 

{2)  Par  Edme^Deroard  Bounce,  Oratoirien.  Lyon,  i$99,  Svo,  ft4i  pages. 
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than  a  vague  stapor,  and,  to  her,  unaccountable  melancholy, 
unacooinpanied  with  either  remorse  or  dread— 

^'  She  fear'd  no  danger,  for  she  knew  no  sin." 

But  after  the  lapse  of  some  time,  the  sly  looks  and  whispers  of 
the  groups  she  passed  on  her  way  to  and  from  church, — ^the 
coarse  laughter  and  ribald  jests  of  the  young  men  she  chanced  to 
meet, — ^the  fixed  and  scrutinizing  gaze  with  which  the  eider  and 
married  women  regarded  her  shape,  followed  by  shrugs  and  up- 
turned e^'es,  expressing  half  pity,  half  scorn — and  the  daily  fall- 
ing off  of  her  younger  female  acquaintance,  even  including  her 
dearest  and  most  intimate  friends,  gradually  forced  upon  the 
conviction  of  the  poor  girl  that  her  reputation  was  suffering 
under  some  unknown  but  terrible  taint,  and  that  society  reject- 
ed her  as  a  worthless  and  forlorn  creature.  In  a  short  tim«  but 
one  friend  alone  in  the  world  remained  to  her,  and  in  the  bosom 
of  that  friend — ^her  mother — she  hid  her  face  to  weep,  but  not  to 
unburthcn  her  mind,  for  she  had  no  guilty  secret  to  disclose. 

In  regard  to  the  birth  of  the  child,  of  the  compassing  whose 
death  Helen  Gillet  was  accused,  much  and  inextricable  mystery 
prevailed.  In  her  various  examinations,  and  on  her  trial,  she 
constantty  asserted  her  ignorance  of  having  ever  given,  birth  to 
a  child.  She,  however,  confessed  that  some  time  after  she  had 
been  betrayed  by  the  treachery  of  a  female  servant  to  the  bru- 
tality of  her-ravisher,  an  accident  had  happened  to  her  which 
she  communicated  to  a  woman  in  her  father's  service,  who 
told  her  that  she  liad  experienced  a  mbcarriage.  Another  ac- 
count, relative  to  the  child,  circulated  amongst  the  people  of 
Bourg-en-Bresse,  to  the  effect,  that  on  tlie  night  of  Helen's  ac- 
couchement the  only  person  present  was  her  mother ;  that  He- 
len was  buried  in  the  profound  sleep  of  exhausted  nature,  whilst 
her  mother,  tired  out  with  watching,  was  in  a  middle  state  be- 
tween slumber  and  waking,  when,  towards  the  break  of  day, 
she'  saw  a  man  enter  the  chamber,  approach  the  bed,  from 
which  he  snatched  the  new-born  babe,  (for  no  cradle  had  been 
provided  for  this  clandestine  accouchement,)  and,  after  wrap* 
ping  it  in  the  first  article  of  dress  that  came  under  his  haiid,  and 
imprinting  a  hurried  kiss  on  the  brow  of  its  sleeping  mother, 
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rushed  from  the  apartment  before  Madame  GlUet,  M^ho  witness- 
ed, with  a  kind  df  dreamy  uncertainly,  this  extraordinary  ap- 
parition, could  recover  from  her  surprise  and  horror  sufficiently 
to  give  an  alarm  (if,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances,  she  had 
dared  to  do  so),  or  prevent  his  departure.  This  man  was  sup- 
posed to  have  been  the  person  who  had  acted  for  a  short  time 
as  tutor  to  the  sons  of  Pierre  Gillet,  since  a  person  resembling 
him  had  been  observed  anxiously  on  the  watch  about  the  house 
of  the  chatelain  for  some  days  previous  to  the  accouchement, 
and  was  never  seen  afterwards  in  the  country. 

However  irue  or  false  this  account  may  be,  the  reappearance 
of  Helen  Gillet,  accompanied  by  her  mother,  at  church,  with 
the  traces  of  recent  sufifering,  both  mental  and  bodily,  on  her 
features,  and  the  recovered  srenderness  of  her  shape,  gave  rise 
to  surmises  and  rumours  of  so  serious  an  import,  that  the  ma*^ 
glstrates  thought  their  duty  called  upon  them  to  talie  cogniz- 
ance of  the  affair,  and  Helen  Gillet  was  in  consequence  subjected 
to  the  visit  of  a  jury  of  matrons,  whose  report  affirmed  that  she 
had  given  birth  to  a  child  some  fifteen  days  previously  to  the 
said  inquiry.  The  unfortunate  young  lady  was  thrown  into 
prison^  and  criminal  proceedings  were  commenced  against  her ; 
but,  from  the  circumstance  of  there  being  no  corpus  delicti  in 
evidence,  (the  body  of  the  child  not  having  been  found,)  the 
Judges  were  in  doubt  how  to  proceed,  when  the  following  oc- 
currence relieved  them  from  the  dilemma.  A  soldier,  who  was 
walking  in  the  fields  close  to  the  town,  was  struck  by  the  action 
of  a  raven,  which,  darting  from  a  tree  to  the  ground  close  to  the 
foot  of  a  wall,  began  tearing  up  the  earth  with  its  bill  and  daws^ 
and  then  flew  back  into  the  tree,  bearing  in  its  bill  a  fragment 
of  discoloured  or  bloody  linen.  The  soldier  ran  to  the  spot, 
turned  up  the  earth  with  the  point  of  his  sabre,  and  discovered 
the  body  of  anjnfant  enveloped  in  a  chemise,  upon  one  of  the 
corners  of  which  were  the  iiHtials  H.  G. !  This  fact  being  made 
known  to  the  Judges,  the  proceedings  were  resumed,  and, 
on  the  6th  of  February,  162S,  Helen  Gillet  was  found  guilty 
of  the  murder  of  her  chUd,  and  condemned  to  be  beheaded 
(she  being  of  noble  blood)  instead  of  being  banged,  as  would 
have  been  the  punishment  for  one  of  Inferior  coudilion. 
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On  the  day  of  execution  poor  Helen  Gillet  walked  between 
two  Jesuits  and  two  Capuchin  monks,  each  of  whom,  in  turn, 
held  towards  her  a  crucifix,  which  she  kissed  with  devout  fer- 
vour. Never  bad  she  appeared  so  affeclingly  beautiful :  her 
dress  was  spotless  while ;  her  long  and  beautiful  raven-dark 
hair  had  not  as  yet  been  cut  off,  but  was  gathered  up  on  the 
crown  of  her  head,  where  it  was  confined  by  a  ribbon.  Soon 
after  the  comoienii^ment  of  the  procession  to  the  scaffold,  the 
ribbon  became  partially  loosened,  so  that  a  great  portion  of 
Helen's  hair  slipped  from  tl^  knot,  and  fell  in  graceful  and  un- 
dulating disorder  upon  her  left  shoulder,  thereby  completely 
concealing  from  view  the  ignominious  halter  that  had  been 
placed  round  her  neck.  In  this  some  saw  only  a  trifling  acci- 
dent, while  Others  thought  they  beheld  in  it  the  finger  of  God, 
thus  covering  and  hiding  from  the  sight  the  disgraceful  addi- 
tion superadded  to  the  punishment  by  the  Parliament  of  Dijon. 
This  circumstance  of  the  falling  down  of  the  hair  led  to  results 
of  infinitely  more  serious  Import  than  the  concealing  of  the  hal- 
ter, as  will  be  seen  in  the  sequel. 

The  place  of  execution  at  Dijon,  to  which  Helen  Gillet  was 
proceeding,  was  appropriately  called  the  Morimonty  or  the  Mount 
of  Death.  In  the  midst  of  this  place  stood  the  scaffold,  hung 
with  black  cloth ;  it  was  constructed  of  wood,  having  a  flight  of 
dght  steps,  and  was  elevated  upon  a  basement  of  masonry-work, 
to  which  there  was  an  ascent  of  four  steps.  All  round  this 
structure,  at  the  distance  of  fifteen  or  twenty  feet,  rose  a  bar- 
rier of  strong  wooden  posts  and  planks  to  keep  off  the  crowd. 
Within  this  barrier,  and  close  to  the  scaffold,  was  seated  the 
King's  Procurator-General,  attended  by  his  Ai/i^^ier^  d^honiieur; 
here  also  were  some  Jesuits  and  Capuchin  monks,  occupied  in 
praying  for  the  soul  that  was  about  to  pass.  Within  the  en- 
closure, but  close  to  the  barrier,  were  circulating,  with  slow  and 
solemn  steps,  six  black  penilents,  (1)  whose  appearance  was 
startlingly ^spectral,  from  their  forms  and  faces  being  entirely 

(i]A  self-constituted  confraternity  of  laymen,  who  make  it  a  duly  to  at- 
tend criminals  to  execution  in  a  hideous  and  appalltsg  masquerade  dress. 
Some  of  these  confraternities  are  still  kepi  up,  and  play  their  lugabrioiu 
pranks,  In  the  Sooth  of  France. 
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enveloped  in  long  sable  robes,  ike  only  features  visible  being 
thdr  eyes,  which  glared  upon  the  spectators  from  two  small 
holes  in  each  of  the  pointed  hoods  which  covered  their  heads. 
With  bare  feet,  lighted  torches  in  their  hands,  and  a  hempen 
rope  round  their  bodies,  these  frightful-lool&ing  figures  went 
chanting  the /death-dirge  of  the  poor  sufferer,  and  begging  alms 
in  sepulchral  and  hollow  tones  for  the  benefit  of  the  souls  ia 
purgatory.  Within  the  wooden  barrierSvaft  also  a  little  briek 
building,^in  which  the  executioner  kept  his  manacles,  cords, 
flesh-tearing  pincers,  portable  fu^iace,  branding  and  liml>- 
breaking  irons,  and  all  the  other  inhumab  paraphernalia  of  his 
hideous  ministry.  One  part  of  this  storehouse  of  torture  was 
fitted  up  as  an  oratory,  and  served  as  a  succursale^  or  chapel  of 
etise!  dependent  upon  the  bloody  temple  of  the  scaffold.  It  was 
specifically  called  La  Chapelte,  and  Into  it  were  led  to  pray  those 
hardened  criminals  who,  having  resisted  all  the  ghostly  exhor- 
tations wasted  upon  them  in  the  prison,  could  only  be  brought 
to  some  sense  of  their  awful  situation  by  the  sight  of  the  instru- 
ments of  their  death. 

An  increased  noise  and  agitation  amongst  the  crowd,  and 
every  eye  turned  in  one  direction,  announced  that  the  sad  pro- 
cession had  reached  the  Morimont,  Helen  Gillet  alone  ascended 
the  scaffold,  and  took  her  station  near  the  block,  her  eyes  raised 
to  Heaven,  and  her  heart,  to  judge  from  her  apparent  serenity, 
firmly  relying  upon  the  justice  and  mercy  of  God.  For  several 
minutes  she  remained  alone  upon  the  scaffold,  '^  the  observed  of 
all  observers,"  for  Simon  Grandjean,  the  executioner,  had  not 
yet  appeared.  He  had  remained  behind,  praying  in  the  chapel 
oPthe  prison,  where  he  had  taken  the  sacrament  that  morning. 
He  at  length  entered  the  barrier^  accompanied  by  la  bourrtUe^ 
that  is,  his  wife,  or,  not  to  profane  the  holy  name  of  wife,  the 
female  of  the  bowreauy  who,  on  important  occasions,  aided  him 
in  his  horrible  functions.  The  executioner  was  armed  with  a 
short,  broad>bladed,  and  heavy-backed  sword— the  bourrtlk 
held  in  one  of  her  hands  a  long  pair  of  scissors,  to  cut  off  the 
hair  of  the  sufferer.  This  woman,  who  seemed  to  be  actuated 
by  the  cruelty  of  a  fiend,  hurried  up  the  steps  of  the  scaffold, 
brandishing  the  scissors  above  her  head;  and  yet,  when  she 
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stood  by  the  side  of  the  victim,  she  seemed,  through  some  un« 
accountable  cause,  to  have  forgotten  the  purpose  for  which  she 
bad  brought  the  scissors,  so  that  the  beautiful  hair  of  poor  He- 
4en  Gillet  remained  unpolluted  by  the  touch  of  this  female  de* 
men.  At  this  moment  Simon  Grandjean  advanced  to  the  front 
of  the  scaffold,  and  malLing  a  sign  to  tlie  crowd  that  he  wished 
to  address  them,  (a  circumstance  unheard-of  in  the  history  of 
judicial  executions,)  the  hoarse  murmur  of  the  multitude  was 
instantly  hushed  into  a  death-like  silence.  The  executioner  at 
that  instant  appeared  an  object  of  pity  rather  than  of  horror ; 
for,  pale  and  enfeebled  from  sickness,  and  emaciated  and  hollow- 
eyed  from  the  macerations  and  fleshly  mortifications  which  be 
bad  voluntarily  undergone,  in  order  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
fulfilment  of  bis  terrible  ministry,  he  was  scarcely«able  to  stand 
upright,  and  leaned  for  support  on  the  sword,  the  point  of 
which  he  held  against  the  ground.  It  was  evident  to  all  that  a 
fierce  struggle  was  going  on  in  his  mind,  between  his  duty  and 
compassion  for  the  young  and  beautiful  creature  that  was 
awaiting  death  at  his  hands.  At  length,  with  fear  and  trem- 
bling, he  exclaimed — 

"Mercy!  mercy  for  me!  Your  blessing,  reverend  fathers! 
Pardon  me,  men  of  Dijon,  if  I  should  fail  in  my  duty,  for  It  is 
now  more  than  three  months  that  I  have  been  grievously  sick' 
and  ai&icted  in  body.  '  I  have  never  yet  cut  off  a  head,  and  the 
Lord  God  refuses  me  sufficient  strength  to  kill  this  young  crea* 
ture !    Upon  my  fatth  as  a  Christian ,  I  feel  that  I  cannot  kill  her ! ' 

As  prompt  as  the  lightning's  flash  was  the  reply  of  the  crowd 
— '^Kill!  kill!"  roared  out  the  savage  populace. 

MDo  your  duty,"  said  the  King's  procurator-general;  but  this 
mild  expression,  pronounced  with  seriousness  and  dignity,  con^ 
veyed  the  same  cruel  meaning  as  the  inhuman  roar  of  the  multi- 
tude—"  Kill !  kill !" 

Simon  Grandjean  then,  with  tottering  steps,  and  his  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  approached  Helen  Gillet,  and,  throwing  himself  at 
her  feet,  and  presenting  her  the  handle  of  the  sword,  said,  "No- 
ble young  lady,  kill  me  or  pardon  me !" 

"  I  pardon  and  bless  you,"  replied  Helen,  as  she  knelt  down, 
and  laid  her  head  upon  the  block. 
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The  execulioner,  now  excited  by  the  bourrelie^  who  over- 
whelmed him  with  reproaches,  could  no  longerdefer  striking  the 
blow.  He  raised  his  arm— a  deep  draning-in  of  the  breath  by  the 
multitude  was  distinctly  heard— the  priests  and  the  penitents  ex- 
claimed Jesus  Maria!  the  bright  blade  gleamed  like  a  lightniog- 
llash  in  the' air,  and  then  descended  upon  the  neck  of  the  sufferer. 
But  Helen's  long  hair,  which,  ashaslieen  alreadjr  mentioned,  fa  ad 
fallen  down  over  her  shoulders,  turned  aside  the  force  of  the 
blow,  and  the  sword  cut  deep  into  her  left  shoulder.  In  her 
anguish  she  turned  over  on  her  right  side,  while  the  execu- 
tioner, after  dropping  the  sword,  went  to  the  edge  of  the  scaf- 
fold, and  called  out  to  the  crowd  to  put  him  to  death. 

Already  a  furious  clamour  began  to  rise  from  the  multitude, 
whose  sangdlnary  impatience  had  now  changed  its  object,  and 
turned  into  rage  against  the  unskilfulness  of  the  executioner, 
mingled  with  pity  for  the  tortured  victim.    Some  of  the  popu- 
lace had  already  commenced  throwing  stones  at  the  executioner, 
when  the  bourrelle^  taking  up  the  sword,  sought  to  ^n  it  firmly 
in  his  hands.    While  she  was  thus  employed,  poor  Helen  Gillet 
raised  herself,  and  again  laid  her  head,  with  her  hair  all  dab- 
bled in  blood,  upon  the  block.     The  wretched  executioner,  now 
still  more  confused  by  the  horror  of  his  situation,  made  another 
ill-directed  blow,  which  at  first  took  effect  upon  the  head  of  the 
sufferer,  from  which,  after  inflicting  a  deep  gash,  it  descended 
upon  her  neck,  entering  it  not  more  than  a  finger's  breadth. 
Again  the  tortured  girl  turned  over,  and,  rolling  upon  the  floor, 
covered  with  her  body  the  sword  (another  providential  circum- 
stance) which  the  executioner  had  thrown  down  after  striking 
the  blow.    The  fury  of  the  multitude  now  rose  beyond  all  con- 
trol ;  and  the  executioner  ,to  escape  it,  jumped  from  the  scaffold, 
and  ran  for  shelter  to  the  little  chapelle  already  described,  whi- 
ther he  was  followed  by  the  Jesuits,. the  Capuchin  monks,  and 
the  Penitents,  as  the  populace  had  commenced  pulling  down  the 
barrier;  and  stones,  no  respecters  of  persons,  were  beginning  to 
fly  from  all  quarters,  accompanied  by  the  cries  of  "5ave  thesuf-  . 
ferer^  and  kill  the  executioner!"    The  masons  who  were  among 
the  crowd  advanced  to  demolish  the  little  chapelle^  the  door  of 
which  had  been  shut  and  barricadoed  inside;  and  the  members 
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of  the  merclfol  <H)i»p.any  of  *i)utchers,  who  were  present,  fol- 
lowed close  behind,  determined  and  ready  to  slaughter  the  man 
of  blood  (1). 

The  monks  and  holy  fathers,  who  had  shut  themselves  up 
with  the  executioner  In  the  liiWe  chapelU}  fearing  by  a  protracted 
resistance  to  draw  the  fury  of  the  multitude  upon  their  sacred 
persons,  opened  the  doors,  9nd  issued  forth  chanting  the  hymn 
for  the  dead>  as  if  they  wei^  going  to  their  own  execution,  and 
holding  out  their  crucifixes  as  if  to  conjure  and  ward  off  the 
showers  of  stpnes  that  were  falling  about  them*  In  this  guise 
they  crossed  the  square  of  the  Morimontf  not  without  receiving 
on  their  bare  and  shaven  heads  some  of  the  many  missiles  that 
were  hurtUng  in  the  air  above  them.  Before  they  had  half  tra- 
versed the  square,  they  heard  the  dying  shriek  of  the  wretched 
Simon  Grandjean,  who .  bad  been  torn  by  the  infuriated  popu* 
lace  from  the  altar  of  the  litlle  chapel,  dragged  forth  ^nto  |he 
light  and  air,  for  the  purpose  of  being  instantly  deprived  of  both, 
and  put  to  death  in  a  thousand  different  ways<--by  a  thousand 
various  wounds  and  weapons. 

Whilst  this  popular  triigedy  was  being  performed  close  to  the 
chapel,  a  still  moreatrocieus  scene  of  hellish  cruelly  was  being 
perpetrated  on  the  scaffold,  where  poor  Kelen  Giliet  was  left 
alone  wilh  the  bowrrelle^  This  fiend,  in  the  shape  of  a  woman, 
not  seeing  the  sword,  which  was  concealed  by  Helen's  having 
fallen  upon  it,  took  the  rope  which  she  had  round  her  neck 
whilst  coming  to  the  place  of  execution,  and  again  placed  it  round 
the  sufferer's  throat,  and  tightened  it.  The  unfortunate  ^irl, 
reoovering  her  senses  at  the  moment,  raised  her  hands,  and  seiz- 
ed the  rope,  when  her  inhuman  tormentor  kicked  her  brutally 
and  repeatedly  io  the  bpsom  and  stomach,  trampled  on  her  hands, 
and,  drawing  her  up  by  Ihe  rope,  shook  her  violently  five  or 
six  times,  hopiug  in  that  way  to  strangle  her.  In  Ibis  she  would 

(t)  These  circamftanceB  are  not  imaginary  ones,  bul  are  expressly  men- 
tioned in  \hQ  proems  verbial,  or  official  accoont  of  the  affair,  'which  was 
drawn  up  four  days  afier  its  occarrence,  in  the  council-chamber  of  the 
city  of  Dijon,  and  which  bears  the  signature  of  the  4ch€vin  Bossuet,  the 
father  of  ibat  brightest  oraameat  of  the  French  church,  the  eloquent  jBi* 
l|K>poflfeaux. 
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most  probably  have  succeeded,  but;  finding  herself  at  the  instant 
assailed  by  a  shower  of  stones  from  the  multitude,  she  dragged 
by  the  rope  around  its  neck  the  half  inanimate  body  across  the 
scaffold,  and  down  the  eight  steps^the  late  beautiful  features 
now  livid  and  distorted  from  pain  and  strangulation,  the  once 
finely-formed  head  now  gashed  with  horrid  wounds,  and  the 
once  flowing  and  glossy  raven-blaclL  hair  now  a  liideously  mat- 
ted and  discoloured  mass,  thick  with  clotted  blood,  and  gore, 
and  $aw-dust ! 

On  reaching  the  stone  basement  upon  which  the  scaffold  stood, 
the  bourrelle  suddenly  recottected  the  pair  of  sdssors  which  she 
had  brought  with  her  to  cut  off  the  culprffs  hair ;  and,  as  ifex- 
citcd  to  still  more  frenzied  cruelty  by  the  remembrance,  she  drew 
them  from  her  girdle,  and  endeavoured  to  cut  the  throat  of  her 
victim  with  them';  but  failing  in  this,  she  plunged  them  repeat- 
«d}y  into  the  face,  and  neck,  and  bosom  of  the  hapless  girl. 

The  wretch  would  have  certainly,  and  soon,  completed  her 
murderous  design,  had  not,  at  the  moment,  two  men,  who  had 
scaled  the  barrier,  rushed  upon  her,  and  rescued  poor  Helen 
from  her  fiendish  hands.  They  took  the  rope  from  her  neck, 
and  ,making  a  kind  of  brancard^  or  litter,  of  their  arms  crossed, 
carried  her  towards  the  house  of  a  surgeon  named  Nicholas  Jac- 
quio.  They  had  not  proceeded  far  with  her,  when,  coming  a 
little  to  herself,  she  complained  of  a  burning  thirst,  and  asked 
for  a  little  water,  wlUch  bdng  given  her,  she  said,  finding  her 
spirits  return,  "  I  knew  w^ell  that  God  would  assist  me.*' 

As  the  saviours  of  Helen  Glilet  were  bearing  her  away,  the 
crowd,  getting  over  the  barrier  on  all  sides,  rushed  upon  the 
bourrelle^  and  soon  reduced  her  vile  body,  by  innumerable  blows 
of  stones,  hammers,  knives,  and  poniards,  to  a  hideous  and 
formless  mass  of  bruised  and  mutilated  flesh,  and  gore,  and 
shattered  bones. 

At  the  house  of  the  surgeon  Jacquln  (whose  descendants.,  and 
of  the  same  name,  still  e:i!:ercise  the  same  profession  in  Bur- 
gundy), Heleq  had  her  wounds  visited,  after  permission  had  been 
asked  of  the  municipal  authorities.  Be^des  the  two  inflicted  by 
the  sword  of  the  executioner,  she  had  six  stabs  of  scissors  ;^ 
one  which  passed  between  the  windpipe  and  the  Jugidirl*  rein ;  ai^ 
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olher  through  the  under  lip,  md  by  which  the  tongue  and  palate 
were  lacerated;  one  alx^veth^  breast,  which  pierced  nearly  to  the 
baek-bone ;  two  deep  gashes  in  the  head,  and  several  wounds 
from  stones;  and  a  deep  Incision  across  the  loins,  made  by  the 
sword  upon  which  she  had  fallen.  Besides  these,  her  neck  and 
bosom  were  cruelly  brui^d  and  lacerated  by  the  kicks  which 
the  bourrelle  had  given  her.  Whilst  they  were  dressing  her 
wounds,  she  asked  if  these  were  to  be  the  end  of  her  sufferings. 
She  was  told  to  be  of  good  courage ;  that  God  and  her  judges 
would  take  her  part ;  that  during  the  fifteen  days  of  vacation 
upon  which  the  Parliament  of  Dijon  was  then  entering,  she 
would  have  time  to  petition  the  K4ng ;  and  that  there  wa»  little 
doubt  that,  after  learning  the  unexampled  sufferings  she  had  Un* 
dergone,  his  Maj«sty  would  pai^n  her. 

Whilst  this  scene  was  passing  in  the  house  of  Nicholas  Jacquin, 
the  surgeon,  (who  was  soon  able  to  pronounce  that  none  of  the 
wounds  of  bis  poor  patient,  though  serious,  were  mortal,)  her 
wretched  mother  was  stretched  on  the  floor  of  the  Chapel  of 
5ister  Frances  du  Saint  £sprit,  in  the  stupbr  of  despair.  She 
was  roused  by  the  voice  of  the  venerable  nun  exclaiming,  '^'Tis 
weil  I,  'tis  well!  All  is  over !  There  are  the  people  returning 
joyfully  from  the  place  of  execution,,  for  the  young  and  the  in- 
nocent has  not  perished." 

We  shall  leave  it  to  tl^e  imagination  of  our'  readers  to  depict 
the  meeting  between  this  devoted  mother  and  her  beloved 
daughter,  thus  miraculously  restored  ta  her  fh>mthe  bloody  em- 
braces of  the  most  hideous  death.  Bat  even  the  }oys  of  this  re- 
union were  dashed  with  bitterness,  flowing  from  the  uncertain- 
ty which  hung  over  the  fate  of  Helen  Gillet,  she  being  still  li- 
able to  the  doom  of  death  pronounced  upon  her ;  so  that  the  in- 
tervai-^between  the  forwarding  of  her  memorial  for  mercy  and 
the  return  of  the  messenger  that  brought  the  answer — was  a 
continued  agony  of  teiTor  and  suspense  for  both  mother  and 
daughter. 

To  the  other  singular  coincidences  which  concurred  to  rescue 
poor  Helen  Gillet  from  her  dreadful  fate  may  be  added  th^  cir- 
cumstance of  the  day  of  her  execution  having  been  fixed  for  the 
eve  of  the  Catholic  festival  of  the  Rogation  Days,  when  com- 
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ifieooed  a  viicsUon  of  fifteen  dnys  Ibr  the  paiiiatiieiits  and  high 
conrU  of  jaitice;  so  thnt,  by  the  massacre  of  Simon  Grftndjean, 
the  (\iActlonft  of  the  public  executioner  remained  in  abeyance 
dtiring  that  period,  as  no  successor  to  him  in  that  odious  office 
conld  be  .ippc^ted  until  the  parliament  again  met.  In  this  tn- 
terval  a  memorial  in  fovour  of  Helen  Gillet  w^os  drawn  up  and 
signed  by  many  persons  of  the  highest  ranis  and  most  exem^ 
plary  piety  in  Dijon.  «. 

Powerfully  oalculatM  as  were  the  peculiarities  of  Helen  Gillet 'a 
case  to  awake  compasdon  In  the  royal  breast,  considerable  doubts 
were  entertained  as  to  its  succees.  Louis  XIII.^  the  then  reigmng 
monarch  of  France^  6n  whom  his  flatterers  have  bestowed  the 
epithet  of  Justj  was  fonder  of  wielding  the  sword  of  justice 
than  exercising  that  still  more  divine  prerogative  of  the  crowa*^ 
mercy.  On  this  Occasion,  however,  he  chose  the  br^hter  path 
of  his  dnty,  and  in  due  time  royal  letters  of  full  grace  and  pat^ 
4on  for  Helen  Gilkt  arrived  at  Dijon.  These  letters  were  so- 
lemnly received  and  ref^tered  by  the  Parliament  of  Dijon,  and 
still  exist  in  the  archives  of  that  city.  It  appears  by  these  letters 
patent,  that  one  of  the  causes  why  the  life  of  Helen  Gillet  was 
spared,  was  to  do  honour^  by  an  act  of  signal  grace  and  iiiercy, 
to  the  marriage  of  the  6ister  of  the  King  of  France  with  Charles  I. 
of  England. 

The  news  of  the  pardon  granted  to  poor  Helen  Gillet  spread 
universal  satisfaction  through  the  city  of  Dijoa;  and  on  Monday, 
the  3d  day  of  June,  162&,  the  adyocate,  Charles  Fevret,  after  a 
long  speech  in  reference  to  the  occasion,  presented  to  the  Parlia- 
ment of  Dijon  the  royal  letters  of  grace  and  pardon^  for  the  pui^ 
pose  of  being  sokmidly  enregistered. 

After  so  unexampled  and  sad  an  experience  of  the  troubles 
and  dangers  of  the  every«*day  world,  poor  Helen  thouglrt,  and 
wisely,  that  her  proper  place  was  no  longer  in  it  t  she  therefore 
resolved  on  devoting  herself  entirely  to  God,  and  for  that  pur- 
pose entered  a  convent  at  Bresse,  took  the  vows  and  the  veil,  and 
there  lived  a  long,  long  life  of  peace,  and  prayer^  and  thanks- 
giving ;  for,  in  1699,  when  Father  Bourrde,  of  the  OraioiM^  pub* 
lished  his  <<  Hisloire  de  la  M^re  Jeanne  de  Saint  Joseph,  Madame 
Courcelle  de  Pourlans,"  (Abbess  ai  Notre  Dume  du  Tarty  and  a 
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relation  of  Helen  Gillet),  he  mentions  that  the  latter  had  departed 
this  life  but  a  short  time  before;  so  that  she  must  have  been  at 
least  ninety  years  of  age. 

It  thus  appears  that  Helen  Gillet,  who  was  to  have  been  de- 
capitated on  the  very  day  that  Charles  I.  of  England  was  mar- 
ried to  the  sister  of  the  King  of  France,  lived,  nevertheless^  for 
half  a  century  after  a  morp  steady  hand  than  that  of  Simon 
Grandjean,  the  executioner  of  Dijon,  had  stricken  off  the  head 
of  the  ill-fated  monarch  in  honour  of  whose  happy  mariiage  her 
life  had  been  spared.  Such  are  the  strange  events  of  life,  and 
the  inscrutable  dispensations  of  Providence ! 
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Never  was  man  married  under  tnore  anspiclbtis  circnm"- 
stances  than  Sir  Henry  Harlelgh.  Himself  th«  descendant  of 
an  antlent  house,  and  the  accomplished  possessor  of  a  splendid 
fortune ;  his  bride  the  fairest  flower  In  the  family  of  a  distiii- 
gutehed  nobleman ;  surely  here  were  dements  of  high  happi- 
ness, warranting  the  congratuktions  of  the  "troops  of  fWcnds** 
who,  by  their  presence,  added  ^clat  lo  ihe  imposing  nuptials. 
**Heaven  bless^tfaee,  sweet  Anne!'^  sobbed  the  renerabie  peer^ 
her  father,  folding  his  daughter  in  his^urms,  as' Sir  Henry  ad- 
ranced  to  conduct  her  to  his  travelling-chariot;  **  may  these  be 
the  last  tears  thou  will  have  occasion  ^o  shed  !*'  Tlie  blushing, 
trembling  girl  could  malse  noteply ;  and  linktogber  arm  In  that 
of  her  handsome  husband,  dizzy  with  agitation,^  and  almost  in<^ 
sen^ble  of  the  many  hands  that  shook  hers  In  passing,  suffered 
him  to  lead  tier  throogh  the  throng  of  guests  above,  and  lines  of 
befkvoured  lac(|ueys  below,  to  the  chariot  waiting  lo  conduct "  the 
happy  palt^  to  a  rotttbnlic  residence  of  Sif  Henry's  in  WaleSv 
The  moment  they  i^ere  seated,  the  steps  were  ^ut  up^-^he  door 
closed.  Sir  Henry  l^slSly  waved  a  final  adieu  to  (tie  company 
thronging  the  ii^jfidows  of  the  drawing-room  hehad  just  quitted ; 
the  postitions  cracked  their  whips,  and  away  dashed  the  ctiari#t. 
and^four^  amidst  the  eheery  penling  of  the  beOs-^ 

: — *'  bearing  its  preciops  throbbing  charge 

To  halcyon  climes  afar.f 

Sir  Henry's  chmcter  contrasted  4inofigly|in  sOtUe  respects, 
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with  that  of  bft  tady.  His  urbanity  was  tinctured  with  a  cer- 
tain reserve,  or  rather  melancholy,  which  some  considered  ttie 
efect  of  an  early  and  severe  devotion  to  study;  others,  and  per- 
haps more  truly,  of  a  constitutional  tendency  inherited  from  his 
mother.  There  was  much  subdued  energy  in  his  character ;  aad 
you  could  not  foil,  under  all  his  calmness  of  demeanour,  to  ol>- 
serve  the  strugglings  of  talent  and  ambition.  Lady  Anne,  on 
the  contrary,  was  all  sprightliness  and  frolic.  'Twas  like  a  sun^ 
beam  and  a  cloud  brought  together;  the  one,  in  short,  ^'L' Alle- 
gro;" the  other,  *'!!  Penseroso."  The  qualities  of  each  were 
calculated  to  attemper  those -ef  the  other,  alternately  instigating^ 
and  brightening ;  and  who  would  ni>t  predicate  a  happy  har^ 
mosious  union  of  ^uM  extremes?  * 

Six  months  after  their  marriage,,  the  still  ^^  happy  couple"  rer- 
turned  to.  town,  after  having  traversed  an.  extensive  portion  of 
the  Ciontinent  Lady  Anne  looked  lovelier,  and  her  spirits 
were  more  buoyant  and  briUiant  than  ever.  •  She  had  apparent- 
ly transfused  not  a  little  of  her  viyadty  into  her  husl^nd.'snu>re 
tranquil  temperament:  his  manners  exhibited,  a  briskness  and 
jpyous^ess  which  none  of  his  friends  had  ever  witnessed  in  him 
hefdwe..  During  the  whole  of  the  Londoa  <^ason,"  Lady  Anne 
revelled  In  enjoyment;,  the  idol  of  her  husband-^the  centre  of 
.gaiety land  cheerfulness— the  star  of  fashion.  Uer  ticbutaX  Court 
was  the  most  flatteiing  of  the  day.  It  was  generally  talked  of, 
that  the  languid  elegance,,  the  listless  fastidiousness  of  royalty, 
had-  beea  quickened  into  something  like  an  appearance  of  inte- 
rest,, as  the  foic  bride  bowed  before  it^  in  the  graceful  attitude  of 
loyal  duty..  Once  or  twice  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  meeting.. with 
her  Ladyship  in  public--all  charming  vivacity — ^all  sparkle- 
followed  by  crowds  of  flatterers— till  one  woudd  have  thought 
her  nearly  intoxicated  with  their  fragrant  incense ! 

In  due  time  Sir  Henry  con>pleted  the  exten^ve  arrangements 
for  bis.  town  re^dence;  and  by  the  begtnning  o£  the  ensuing 
winter.  Lady  Anne  found  herself  at  the  head  of  as  noble  an  es- 
tablishment as  her  heart  cQuld  desire.  The  obsequious  morn- 
ing prints  soon  teemed  with  accounts  of  his  dinners ;  and  of  the 
balls,  routs,  soireesj  and  conversaziones  given  by  this  new 
^'  queen  of  the  evening  hour."    Sir  Henry,  who  represented' his 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


THE   BAHdOf fit's    BRIDB*  105 

county  in  Parliament,  and  cotisequenlly  had  many  calls  tipon 
bis  lime— for  he  ti^as  rather  disposed  to  be  a  "  working^  member 
— let  his  lady  hare  it  all  her  own  way.  He  mingled  but  little  in 
ber  gaieties ;  and  when  he  did,  it  was  eytdent  that  hb  thoughts 
trere  elsewhere— that  he  rather  tolerated  than  enjoyed  them. 
He  soon  settled  into  the  habitttdes  of  the  man  of  poiHieal  fa- 
shion, seldom  deviating  from  the  track,  with  all  its  absorbing 
associations,  bounded  by  the  House  and  the  Clubs ; — ^those  sunk- 
rocks  of  many  a  woman's  domestic  happiness !  In  short,  Sir 
Heniry — man  of  ftshion  as  he  x^as— was  somewhat  of  a  charac* 
ter,  and  was  given  ample  credit  for  sporting  "  the  eccentric. "" 
His  manners  were  markedly  a  dignity  that  often  frote  into  hau4- 
teur,  and  sometimes  degenerated  into  almost  stiiiy  abruptness ; 
wtiicli,  however,  was  easily  carried  to  the  account  of  severe  po»- 
litical  application  and  abstraction.  Towards  his  beauliful  wif^,^ 
however,  he  preserved  a  demeanour  of  uniform  tendemesa. 
She  could  not  form  a  wish  that  he  did  not  even  personally  en«- 
deavour  to  secure  her  the  means  of  gratifying.  Considering  the 
number  and  importance  of  his  public  engagements,  many  won**- 
dered  that  he  could  contrive  to  be  so  often  seen  accompanying 
her  in  rides  and  drives  about  the  PdH&  and  elsewhere;  but  trh» 
could  name 

"  The  sacrifice  affection  would  not  yield  \^ 

Some  there  were,  however,  who  ere  long  imagined  they  de-- 
tected  a  moodiness-^n  irrilabittty-Hi  restlessness— -of  which  his 
political  engagements  afforded  no  sufficient  ciiplauation.  They 
spoke  of  his  sudden  fits  of  absence,  and  the  agitation  he  display-^ 
ed  on  being  startled  f^om  them.  What  could  there  be  to  dis*^ 
turb  him  t  was  he  roniring  beyond  his  income  to  supply  h& 
lady's  extravagance  ?  was  he  offended  at  any  lightness  or  iU^ 
discreiion  of  whieh  she  might  have  been  guilty?  had  he  given 
credence  to  any  of  the  hundred  tales  circulated  in  society  of  every 
woman  eminent  in  the  haut  ion?^  Was  he  embarrassed  with  .the 
consequences  of  some  deep  political  mSve?  No  one  eould  tell ; 
but  many  marked  the  increasing  indications  of  his  dissatisSnc- 
tion  and  depression.  Observation  soon  fastened  her  keen  ey^ 
apon  Lady  A.nne9  0tid  detected  occasional  doud&  oponher  gie*- 
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nerally  joyous  eoOBtenaiice.     Her  bright  eye  was  often  laden 
with  anxiety;  the  colour  of  her  cheek  varied;  the  blandness 
and  cheerfulness  of  her  manner  gave  place  to  frequent  abrupt- 
ness, petulance,  and  absence :  symptoms,  these,  which  soon  set 
her  friends  sympatlilzing,  and  her  acquaintance  speculating. 
Whenever  this  sort  of  inquiry  is  aroused,  charity  falls  asleep. 
Shb  never  seettfied  at  ease,  it  was  said,  in  her  husband's  presence 
-—his  departure  seemed  the  signal  for  her  returning  gaiety. 
Strange  to  say,  each  seemed  the  conscious  source  of  the  other's 
anxiefy  and  apprehension.    £ach  had  been  directed  casting  far- 
five  glances  at  the  other — tracking  one  another's  motions,  and 
listening,  even,  to  one  another's  c^versatlon ;  and  some  went 
so  far  as  to  assert  that  each  had  been  observed  on  such  occasions 
to  turn  suddenly  pale.    What  could  be  the  matter  ?  £vet7  bcyjy 
wondered — no  one  knew.    Some  attributed  their  changed  de- 
portment to  the  exhaustion  consequent  upon  late  hours  and  ex- 
citement ;  a  few  hinted  the  probability  of  a  family ;.  many  wlUs- 
pered  that  Sir  Hepry^some  that  Lady  Anne— gambled.  Others, 
again,  insinuated  that  each  had  too  good  cause  to  be  dissatisfied 
with  the  other's  fidelity.    When,  however,  it  got  currently  re- 
ported that  a  letter  was  one  evening  given  to  Sir  Henry  at  his 
club,  which  blanched  his  face  and  shook  his  hand  as  he  read  it 
— that  his  whole,  manner  was  disturbed  for  days  after,  and  that 
he  even  absented  himself  from  a  grand  debate  in  the  House — 
an  occasion  on  which  he  was  specially  pledged  ta  support  his 
party— curiosity  was  at  once  heightened  and  bewildered.    Then, 
again,  it  was  undeniable' that  they  tFeated  one  another  with  ttie 
utmost  tenderness— rea//^,  unequivocally.     Lady  Anne,  how- 
ever, daily  exhibited  symptoms  of  increasing  disquietude ;  the 
histre  faded  ffrom  her  eye,  the  colour  from  her  cheek — her  vi- 
vacity  totally  disappeared  —  she  no  longer  even  affected  it. 
^^How  thin  she  gets  !"  was  an  exclamation  beard  on  aU  hands. 
They  were  seen  less  fk^quently  in  society ;  and  even  when  they 
did  enter  into  it,  'twas  evidently  an  intolerable  burden.     Sighs 
were  heard  to  escape  frdfia  Lady  Anne ;  her  eyes  were  seen  oc- 
casisonaliy  filled  with  tears ;  and  it  was  noticed,  that,  on  observ- 
ing Sir  Henry  watching  her— which  was  often  the  case— she 
made  violent  efforts  to  recover  her  composure.     Thus  In  tears 
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one  evening,  curiosity  was  strained  to  the  utmost  when  Sir  Henry 
approached  her,  bowed  among  the  gentlemen  who  were  pro- 
posing to  dance  with  her,  dr«#hcr  arm  within  his,  and,  with 
some  trepidation  of  manner,  quitted  the  room.  '*  Good  heaven  ! 
^  what  can  be  behind  the  scenes?"  thought  fifty  different  people 
who  liad  witnessed  this  hist  exhibition. 

Questions,  hints,  and  innuendoes  were  bandied  about  evei^ 
where  during  the  remainder  of  the  season :  soon  after  the  close 
of  which,  Lady  Anne  brought  her  husband  a  '^son  and  heir;** 
and  as  soon  as  circumstances  would  permit,  the  whole  establish- 
ment was  ordered  out  of  town — and  Sir  Henry  and  his  lady  set 
off  no  one  knew  whither.  It  was  presently  discovered,  however, 
that  they  were  spending  the  summer  in  a  ^Sequestered  part  of 
Switzerland.  At  an  advanced  period  of  the  autumn  they  return-* 
ed  to  London ;  and  the  little  that  was  seen  of  them  in  society 
served  to  show  that  their  contineptal  sojourn  had  worked  little 
or  no  change  in  either — save  that  Lady  Anne,  since  her  accouche- 
ment, was  far  more  delicate  In  health  than  usual  under  similar 
circumstances.  'Runxour  and  speculation  were  suddenly  revived 
by  an  extraordinary  moye  of  Sir  Henry's — he  broke  up,  at  a 
momejDt's  warning,  his  extensive  town  establishment,  and  with- 
drew to  a  beautiful  mansion  about  ten  or  twelve  miles  distant 
from  the  metropolis.  Strange  as  was  such  a  step,  it  bad  the  ef- 
fect, probably  contemplated  by  the  Baronet,  of  quieting  curiosity, 
as  soon  as  the  hubbub,  occasioned  by  the  removal  of  its  cause^ 
had  ceased.  In  the  vortex  of  London  pleasure  and  dissipation, 
who  can  think  of  objects  no  longer  present  to  provoke  inquiry? 
One  thing  was  obvious— that  Lady  Anne's  femily  either  were, 
or  affected  to  be,  in  the  dark  about  the  source  of  her  disquietude. 
The  old  peer,  whose  health  was  rapidly  declining,  bad  removed 
to  his  native  air,  in  a  r^emote  pari  of  Ireland.  Beveralpf  Via 
daughters,  fine  fashionable  women,  continued  in  town«  It  was 
whispered  that  their  visits  to  Sir  Henry's  new  residence  had  been 
coldly  discouraged^  and  thus,  if  secrecy  and  seclusion  were  the 
objects  aimed  at  by  the  Baronet,  he  apparently  succeeded  in  at- 
taining them. 

I  may  observe,  that  during  the  period  above  referred  to,  se- 
veral inquiries  had  been  made  of  me  concerning  the  topics  la 
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quesliOB,  by  niy  patieuts,  And  others*— who  supposed  thai  a  for- 
mer professional  acquaintance  with  the  Baronet,  slight  though  It 
was,  gave  me  some  initialioa  if^tbe 'mysteries  of  his  conduct. 
Sucby  I  need  hardly  say,  were  queries  J  was  utterly  unable  to 
answer.  Sir  Henry,  though  a  polite,  was  at  all  times  a  distant, 
uncommunicative  man:  and  had  he  even  been  otherwise^  we 
came  but  seldom  into  personal  contact  since  his  marnage.  I 
therefore  shared,  instead  of  satisfying,  the  prevalent  curiosity  re- 
specting bis  movements. 

It  w«s»  late  in  the  evening  of  the  25th  of  April,  181-,  that  a 
letter  was  put  into  my  hands,  bearing  on  the  envelope  the  words 
'<  Private  and  confidential."  The  frank  was  by  Sir  Henry  Har- 
leighy  and  the  l^Uer,  which  also  was  from  him,,  ran  thus.  Let 
the  reader  Imagine  my  astonishment  in  perusing  it ! 

'^Deae  Boctor  ■  >  ,  My  travelling  carriage-and-four  will 
be  at  your  door  to-morrow  morning  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock, 
for  the  purpose  of  conveying  you  down  to  my  house,  about  ten 
miles  from  town — where  your  services  are  required.  Let  me  im- 
plore ypu  not  to'permit  any  engagement — short  of  life  or  death — 
tQ  stand  in  the  way  of  your  coming  at  the  time^  and  in  the  mode 
I  have  presumed  to  point  out.  Your  presence,  believe  me ! — Is 
required  on  matters  of  special  urgency,«*-and^you  will  permit 
me  to  add— of  special  confidence,  I  may  state;  in  a  word,  that 
the  sole  object  of  your  visit  is  Lady  Anne.  I  shall,  if  possible, 
and  you  are  punctual;  meet  you  on  the  road,  in  order  that  you 
may  be  in  some  measure  prepared  for  the  duties  that  will  await 
you.    I  am,  ?tc«,  etc. 

"Henry  Harleigh. 

"P.S.  Pray  forgive  me,lf  I  say  I  have  opened  ^ly  lelter,  for  the 
sake  6#  entreating  3*011  not  to  apprise  aj^6o</yof  the  diviMostance 
of  my  sending  for  you." 

This  commnnlGatlon  threw  me  into  a  maze  of  conjectures.  I 
apprehended  that  the  ensuing  morning  would  Inlroduce  me  to 
some  scene  of  distress — and  luy  imagination  could  suggest  only 
family  discord  as  the  occasion.  I  soon  made  the  requisite  ar- 
rangements; jind  when  the  morning*  came,,  without  having 
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shown  my  wife  Ihe  Baronet's  kiter^or  giving  her  any  chie  to  my 
destination,  jumped  into  the  pea-green  chario^-and-fbur  the  in- 
stant that  it  drew  up  at  n^y  d€x>r — and  was  presently  whirled  ont 
of  town  at  the  rate  of  twelve  miles  an  boor.  I  obseiTed  that  the 
panels  of  the  carriage  had  neither  erest  nor  suppq^ers ;  and  the> 
colour  was  net  that  of  (he  Baronet's.  I  did  not  meet  the  Baro- 
net, as  his  letter  had  led  me  to  expect.  On  reaching  the  park 
gates,  which  stood  opeik,  the  groom  behmd  leaped  down  the  in*^ 
stant  that  the  reeking  horses  could  be  slopped,  opened  the  car- 
riage-door, and  with  a  respectfvi  bow  informed  me  that  the 
Baronet  begged  I  would  alight  at  ihe  gates.  Of  course  I  acqui- 
esced, and  walked  np  the  avenue  to  the  house,  full  of  amazement 
at  the  apparent  mystery  which  wa»  thrown  abcmt  my  move- 
ments. I  ascended  the  spreading  steps  which  led  to  the  hall- 
door,  and  even  pushed  it  open  without  encountering  any  one. 
On  ringing  the  bell,  however,  an  elderly  and  not'  very  neatly 
dressed  female  made  her  appearance — and  asked  me,  with  a  re- 
spectful curtsy,  "  whether  my  name  was  Dr.  — — ."  On  being 
answered  in  the  affirmative,,  she  said  that  Sir  Henry  was  waiting 
for  me  in  a  room  adjoining^  and  immediately  led  the  way  to  it. 
I  thought  it  singular  enough  that  no  male  domestic  should  have 
hitherto  made  bis  appearance, — knowing  that  in  town  Sir  Henry 
kept  an  unusually  large  retinue  of  such  gentry.  I  thought,  also, 
that  I  perceived  something  unusual,  not  only  in  the  countenance 
and  manner  of  the  female  who  had  answered  my  summons,  but 
of  the  groom  who  attended  me  fromr  town.  I  was  soon,  however, 
in  the  presence  of  the  Baronet.  The  room  was  spacious  and  lofty, 
and  furnished  in  a  style  of  splendid  elegance.  Several  busts, 
statues,  and  valuable  paintings  graced  the  corners  and  sides^  to- 
gether with  a  noble  library,  containing,  I  should  think,  several 
thousand  volumes.  Before  I  had  had  time  to  cast  more  than  a 
cursory  glance  around  me.  Sir  Henry  issued  from  a  door  at  the 
further  extremity  of  the  library,  and,  advancing  hastily  to  me 
shook  me  by  the  hand  with  cordiality.  He  wore  a  CLowlsred 
green  velvet  dressing-gown,  and  his  shirt  collars  were  turned 
down.  I  thought  I  had  never  seen  a  finer  figure,  or  a  more  ex- 
pressive countenance— the  latter, however,  clouded  withnringled 
sternness  and  anxiety. 

10 
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<(  Doctor,"  said  Sir  Henry,  in  a  low  tone,  ^<  I  have  sent  for  yott 
on  a  most  melancholy  errand  to-day^^he  seemed  agitated,  and 
paused — proceeding,  '*I  have  infinite  satbfaction  in  being  able 
to  avail  myself  of  your  services — for  I  know  that  you  are  both 
kind  and  experienced— as  well  as — confidential?"  Again  he 
paused,  and  looked  full  at  me ; — I  bowed,  and  he  resumed. 
•  ^'  Possibly  you  may  have  occasionally  heard  surmises  about 
Lady  Anne  and  myself  ?— I  believe  we  have  occasioned  no  little 
speculation  latterly !" — I  smiled,  and  bowed  off  hb  inquiry.  ^'  I 
am  conscious  that  there  has  been  some  ground  for  it*' — he  conti- 
nued with  a  sigh — ''and  I  now  find  the  time  is  ariived  when  all 
must  be  known — I  must  explain  it  all  to  you. — You  have,  I 
believe,  occasionally  met  us  in  society,  and  recollect  hei  lady- 
ship?" 

"  Several  times,  Sir  Henry — and  I  have  a  distinct  recollec- 
tion of  her.— Indeed" 

^'  Did  it  ever  strike  you  that  there  was  any  thing  remarkable 
either  in  her  countenance  or  deportment  ?'*  ^ 

I  looked,  at  a  loss  to  understand  him. 

>'  I — I  mean — did  you  ever  observe  a  certain  peculiarity  of  ex- 
pression in  her  features?" — ^he  continued,  earnestly. 

"Why — ^let  me  see— I  have  certainly  observed  her  exhibit 
languor  and  lassitude — ^her  cheek  has  been  pale,  and  her  coun- 
tenance now  and  then  saddened  witti  anxiety.  I  supposed, 
however,  there  was  no  unusual  mode  of  accounting  for  it^  Sir 
Henry" — ^I  added,  with  a  smile.  The  Baronet's  face  was  cloud- 
ed for  a  moment,  as  if  with  displeasure  and  anxiety. 

"  Ah" — ^he  replied,  hastily—"  I  see— I  understand  you — ^but 
you  are  quite  mistaken — totally  so.  Pray,  b  that  the  general 
supposition?" 

'>  Why — I  am  not  aware  of  its  being  expressed  in  so  many- 
words  ;  but  it  was  one  that  strudL  me  immediately — as  a  matter 
t>f  course."  As  I  was  speaking,  I  observed  Sir  Henry  changing 
colour. 

^  Doctor  — ^,"  said  he,  in  a  low  agitated  voice,  grasping 
my  arm  as  if  with  involuntary  energy — "  We  have  no  time  to 
lose.  One  word — alns,  one  word— will  explain  all.  It  b  hor- 
rible torture  to  roe— but  I  can  conceal  it  no  longer.    You  roual 
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he  told  the  truth  at  once.  Lady  Anne  is — insane!"  He  rather 
gasped  than  spoke  the  last  word.  He  stood  suddenly  stiLl,  and 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  He  shook  with  agitation. 
Neither  pf  us  spoke  for  a  moment  or  two — except  that  I  almost 
unconsciously  echoed*  the  last  word  he  had  uttered.  ''  Insane ! 
— ^Why,  I  can  scarcely  believe  my  ears,  Sir  Henry.  Do  you  use 
the  last  word  in  its  literal-^its  ikiedical  sense  ?" 

^'  Yes,  I  do ! — I  mean  that  my  wife  is  mad — Yes !  with  a  mad- 
woman you  are  asked  to  sit  down  to  breakfast.  I  can  assure  you, 

Doctor ,  that  the  anguish  I  have  latterly  endui^d  on  this 

horrid  account  has  nearly  driven  me  to  the  same  condition  !  Oh 
God,  what  a  dreadful  life  has  been  mine  for  this  last  year  or  two, 
as  I  have  seen  this  tremendous  calamity  gradually  beMling 
iae !" 

I  implored  him  to  restrain  his  feelings. 

"  Yes — you  are  right,"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  in  which  he 
tried  to  master  his  emotion — "  I  have  recovered  myself.  Let  us 
repair  to  the  breakfast-room. .  For  Heaven's  sake,  appear— tf 
you  can — as  though  nothing  had  transpired  between  lis.  Make 
any  imaginable  excuse  you  please  for  coming  hither.  Say  you 
were  called  in  by  me,  on  my  own  account— for — for— any  com- 
plaint you  choose  to  mention.  It  will  be  for  you  to  watch  my 
poor  Lady  Anne  with  profound  attention— 'but,  of  course^  not 
obviously.  I  shall  take  an  opporlutiity— as  if  by  chance-^of 
leaving  you  alone  with  her.  Afterwards,  we  will  concert  the 
steps  necessary  In  this  dreadful  emergency.  By  the  way — you 
must  not  expect  to  see  any  thing  wild  or  extravagant  in  her  man- 
ner. She  will  not  appear  even  eccentric — for  she  is  very  guarded 
before  strangers.  Doctor^  for  mercy's  sake,  don't  commit  your- 
self—or me!"  he  whispered,  as  we  regained  the  room  we  had 
quitted.  He  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  expend  a  heavy  sigh, 
—and  then,  opening  the  door  through  which  he  had  originally 
entered  to  receive  me,  ushered  me  into  the  breakfast-room.  Lady 
Anne — ^beautiful  creature — in  a  white  morning-dress,  sat  beside 
the  silver  lirn,  apparently  reading  the  newspaper.  She  seemed 
surprised  at  seeing  me,  and  bowed  politely  when  Sir  Henry  men- 
tioned my  name,  without  moving  from  hef  seat.  Her  cheek 
was  very  pale— and  there  was  an  expression  of  deep  anxiety— or 
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nthcT  apprehentiOB-^n  her  eye,  which  glanced  rapidly  fk'aai 
Ikie  to  Sir  Henry,  and  from  him  to  me.  With  all  his  efforts,  Sir 
Henry  Doulfl  not  appear  calm — His  «lieek  was  Unshed — his  hand 
UQSteady— 41s  roiee  ihkk. — his  manner  ikirrifld. 

*^  Ane  not  you  veil,  Sir  Henry  ?"  inqnlned  his  lady,  }oKAjm% 
earnestly  at  hin. 

"  Never  hetter,  lo¥C,*'  he  fiepUed,  wHh  an  effort  at  amlhng. 

^^  I  fear  I  have  disturbed  your  ladyship  in  iva^og;  the  Morn- 
ing Post,"  said  I,  inierrapting  ao  eaibarrassed  pause. 

^  Ob,  not  at  aU,  sir— not  the  least.  Thet«  is  nothing  in  it  <^ 
any  interest,^'  she  nplicd,  with  a  fiunt  sigh ;  ^^  I  was  oniy  look* 

ing,  Henry,  oiner  a  silly  acooast  of  tine  Dodiess  of 's  f^e* 

Do  yau  take  fareakfost?**  addressing  me. 

^^  A  single  cup  of  tea,  and  a  slice  of  this  tongue,  are  all  I  shall 
trouble  your  ladyship  for.  Talking,  by  ihe  way,  of  fdtes,"  I 
added,  carelessly,  '<  it  is  whispered  in  the  world  that  your  la-* 
dyship  had  tdken  the  veil— ^or— or— 4ied — in  ^ort,  we  are  all 
wondering  what  has  become  of  your  Udyship-4hat  is,  of  boik 
of  your' 

^  Ahl"  said  the  Baronet,  with  afiected  eagerness,  ^'  I  sajj^ose, 
by  the  way,  we  come  in  for  our  share  of  hint  and  infibendo  I 
Pray,  what  is  the  latest  coinage,  doctor,  itota  the  mint  of  acau-* 
dalandattle-tattle?" 

Lady  Anne's  hand  traabli^  as  she  handed  me  the  cnp  of  tea 
I  had  asbod  for—^and  her  eye  settled  apprehensively  on  that  off 
her  husband.  ^*  Why,  the  general'  Impression  is,  that  yon  are 
]^ying  misaaithn^,  in  eonsequenoe  of  some  political  pique." 
Sir  Henry  lauglied  ieel>ly.  '^  And  your  ladyship,  too,  turns  ab« 
sentee !  2  fear  yon  are  not  in  the  heaUh--lhe  brtlltant  spirits— 
which  used  to  charm  the  wodd." 

^^  Indeed,  ]>o6bor,  I  am  not !  I  am  one  of  the  many  vfts^ 
tims" 

'*  Of  ennui,"  interrupted  the  fisronel,  quickly,  fixinft  an  im- 
perative eye  upon  his  lady;  I  saw  with  what  nervons  appr^ieii- 
fiion,  lest  ^bte  should  affiDrd  even  the  desired  oorroboraiion  ol 
what  he  had  told  me  in  the  i^den. 

^'  Yes,  yes,  ennui,"  she  replied,  timidly;  adding,  with  a  aigb, 
^'  I  wonder  the  world  remembecs  us  so  long." 
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**  I  have  a  nole  to  write,  Doctor,"  said  the  Baronet  suddenly, 
treading  at  the  same  time  gently  on  my  foot,  ^'  which  I  intend  to 
heg  you  will  carry  up  to  town  for  me.  Will  you  excuse  me  for 
a  few  moments?"  I  bowed.  "  Lady  Anne,  I  dare  say,  will  en- 
tertain you  from  the  Morning  Post — ha !  ha  !" 

She  smiled  faintly.  I  observed  Sir  Henry's  eye  fixed  upon 
her,  as  he  shut  the  door,  with  an  expression  of  agonizing  appre- 
hension. The  reader  may  imagine  the  peculiar  feelings  of  em- 
barrassment with  which  I  found  myself  at  length  alone  with 
Lady  Anne.  Being  Ignorant  of  the  degree  or  species  of  her  men- 
tal infirmity,  I  felt  much  at  a  loss  how  to  shape  my  conversa- 
tion. As  far  as  one  could  judge  from  appearances,  she  was  as 
perfectly  sane  as  I  considered  myself.  I  could  detect  no  wiid- 
ness  of  the  eye — no  incoherence  of  language — no  eccenliieity 
of  deportment — nothing  but  an  air  of  languor  and  anxiety. 

^'  Sir  Henry  is  looking  well,"  said  I,  as  he  closed  the  door. 

**  Yes — he  always  looks  well ;  even  if  he  were  ill,  he  would 
not  look  so." 

'^  I  wish  I  could  sincerely  compliment  your  ladyship  on  your 
looks,"  I  continued,  eyeing*  her  keenly. 

"  Certainly — Ihaveheen  bctler  than  I  am  at  present,"  she  re- 
plied, with  a  sigh — ^'  What  I  have  to  complain  of,  however, 
is  not  so  much  bodily  ailing,  as  lowness  of  spirits." 

^^  Your  ladyship  is  not  the  first  on  whom  a  sudden  seclusion 
from  society  has  had  similar  effects.  Then  why  notreturn  to 
town — at  least  for  a  season  ?"     ' 

^^  There  are — ^reasons — ^why  I  should  at  present  prefer  to 
continue  In  retirement,"  she  replied,  dropping  her  eyes  to  avoid 
the  steadfast  look  with  which  I  regarded  them. 

'^  Reasons  I  permit  me  to  ask  your  ladyship  the  Import  of 
sudi  mysterious  terms  !''  I  inquired,  with  gentle  earnestness, 
drawing  my  chair  nearer  to  her,  believing  that  the  ice  was  at 
length  broken. 

^^  I  am  not  aware.  Doctor,"  said  she,  coldly,  ''  that  I  said  any 
thing  that  should  be  called  mysUrious.^ 

^*  Pardon,  pardon  me,  my  lady !  I  was  only  anxious  lest  you 
might  have  any  secret  source  of  anxiety  preying  on  your  mind, 
and  from  which  I  might  have  the  power  of  relieving  you.  Per- 

10. 
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mlt  me  to  tty,  hov  deeply  grieved  I  am  to  see  yoor  ladyship's 
Altered  looks,  i  oeed  not  disguise  the  £sct  Hiat  S^  Henry  is  ex- 
ceedingly anxious  on  your  acQoant" 

<*  What!  whail  Sir  Henry  nnxions— ^n  my  aeeoiittt!^  sbe 
repealed,  with  an  air  of  astonbhiBent ;  *'  wtty,  can  it  then  ha 
possible  that  I  ^m  the  object  of  your  present  vidt,  Dr. ?" 

I  paused  Tor  a  moment.  Why  should  I  conceal  or  deny  the 
fact,  thought  J. 

^<  Your  ladysbip  guesses  aright.  Sir  Henry's  anxieties  bare 
brought  me  hither  this  morning.  He  wishes  me  to  asceitaiD 
▼faether  your  ladysh^  labours  imder  indisposition  of  any  kind." 

''  And  pray,  Doctor,''  continued  her  ladyship,  turoiBg  pale  as 
she  spoke,  ^^  vhat  does  he  imagine  my  complaint  to  be !  Did  iae 
mention  any  particular  symptoms  ?'* 

'<  Indeed  he  did — ^lassitude — loss  of  appetite-^loif  ness  of  spl^ 
TiU." 

She  raised  her  han^erdiief  to  her  ^es,  which,  glistentng 
with  tears,  she  presently  directed  to  the  window,  as  if  she  dread* 
ed  to  encounter  mine.    Her  lips  quivered  with  emotion. 

^^  Dear  lady,  for  Heaven's  sake,  be  calm !  Why  should  you 
distress  yourself !"  said  I,  gently  placing  my  fingers  upon  her 
wrist,  at  which  she  started,  withdrew  her  liand,  lo(A;ed  me  ra«» 
iher  wildly  full  in  the  £soe,  and  bursting  into  tears,  wept  for 
some  moments  in  siilence. 

*^^  Oh,  Doctor 1*"  at  length  she  sobbed,  in  hesitating,  pas- 
sionate accents-^"  you  cannot — ^you  cannot  imagine  how  very 
ill  I  am — Aere,"  placing  her  hand  upon  bei*  hearl.  ^'I  am  a 
wretched,  a  miserable  woman !  There  never  fived  a  more  un- 
fortunate being !  I  shall  never,  never  he  happy  agalA,"  she  gob- 
tinned,  vehemently. 

*'  Come,  come,  your  ladysbip  must  make  a  confidant  of  mei 
— ^What,  in  Heaven's  name,  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this  emo- 
tion ?  No  one,  sure,  can  have  used  you  ill  ?  Come,  teil  me  all 
about  it  J** 

<'  Oh,  I  cannot — I  dare  not !  It  is  a  painful  secret  to  keep, 
hut  it  would  .be  dreadful  to  tell  it  Have  you  r€ali$f  no  idea  of  it  ? 
Has  it  not,  then,  been  openly  whispered  about  in  the  world  T* 
she  inquired  eagerly,  with  much  wUdoess  in  her  manner. 
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Alas,  poor  Lady  Anne !  I  had  seeo  and  h«ard  enough  to  sa- 
tisfy me  that  her  state  corroborated  the  fears  expressed  by  Sir 
Henry,  whose  retum  at  that  moment,  -with  a  sealed  note  ki  his 
hand,  put  an  end  to  oar  melancholy  iite-or-t^.  He  cast  a  SBd- 
den  keen  glance  of  scrutiny  at  his  lady  and  ]me,  and  then  werA 
np  to  her,  and  kissed  her  tenderly,  withooft  speaking.  What 
irrelchedness  were  in  his  features  at  that  moment !  I  saw  by  his 
manner,  that  he  desired  me  to  rise  atol  take  my  leave  ;  and  af- 
ter a  few  words  on  indifferent  subjects,  I  rose,  bowed  to  her  la- 
dyship, and,  accompanied  by  the  Baronet,  withdrew. 

"  Wei!,  am  I  right  or  wrong.  Doctor,  in  my  terrible  sns- 
pidons?"  inquired  the  Baronet,  his  manner  much  "dislurtjed,  and 
trembling  from  head  to  foot,  as  we  stood  together  in  the  large 
bow-window  of  his  library.    I  sighed,  and  sltook  my  head. 

''  Did  she  make  any  allustons  to  the  present  arrangement  I 
have  been  obliged  to  adopt  in  the  house  T' 

I  told  him  the  substance  of  what  had  passed  between  us.  He 
sighed  profoundly,  and  covered  his  eyes  for  a  moment  with  hi» 
hands. 

**  Is  her  ladyship  ever  violent  H"  I  inifnfred. 

*' No,  seldom — never,  never!  I  wish  alie  were!  Anj* thing 
— any  thing  to  dissipate  the  horrid  monotony  of  mdaneholy 
madness — but  I  cannot  bear  to  talk  on  ttie  sulsjeet.  lean  scarcely 
control  my  feelings!''  He  turned  from  me,  and  stood  looking 
through  the  window,  evidently  overpowered  with  grief.  For  a 
minute  or  two  neither  of  us  spoke.  ^ 

^  The  dreadful  subject  forces  itself  upon  us,"  said  he,  suddenly 
turning  again  towards  me — ^*'  Doctor,  what,  In  Heateu's  name 
— ^what  is  to  be  done  in  this  tremendous  emergency!  Let  our 
first  care  be  to  prevent  exposure.  I  suppose  a  temporary  se- 
clusion, Tm  afraid,  will  be  necessary?'  he  added,  In  a  holow 
whisper,  looking  gloomily  at  me.  1  told  him  I  feared  such  a 
course  would  certainly  be  advisable,  if  not  even  necessary;  and 
assured  him  that  he  need  be  under  no  apprehension  on  thai 
score,  for  there  were  many  admirable  retreats  Ibr  such  patients 
as  his  unfortanate  lady,  where  privacy,  comfort,  amusement, 
and  skilful  surveillance,  were  combined.  I  toid  him  not  to  de- 
spond 1^  his  lady's  eartf  restoratt<m  to  sodely. 
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'^  Oh,  Doctor l'^— -he  groaned,  clasping  his  hands  vehemently 
together — '^  the  maddening  thought  that  my  sweet,  my  darling 
wife,  must  be  banished  from  my  bosom — ^from  her  home — from 

her  child^and  become  the  inmate  of— of— a ."    He  ceased 

abruptly.    A  wild  smile  shot  across  his  features. 

^^Doctor,"  said  he,  lowering  his  tone  to  a  faint  whisper, ''  can 
I  trust  you  with  a  secret  ?  I  know  I  am  acting  imprudently 
—unnecessarily  disclosing  it — but  I  know  it  will  be  safe  with 
your 

I  bowed,  and  listened  in  breathless  wonder  *  *  ^  My  flesh 
crept  from  head  to  foot  as  he  went  on.  I  had  been  all  along 
the  dupe  of  a  madman.  His  eye  was  fixed  upon  me  with  a  de- 
Tilish  expression.  The  shock  deprived  me  of  utterance — for  a 
while,  almost  of  sight  and  heaiing.  I  was  startled  back  into 
consdousness,  by  a  loud  laugh  uttered  by  the  Baronet.  He  was 
pointing  at  me,  with  his  arm  and  finger  extended,  almost  touch- 
ing my  face,  with  an  air  of  derision.  The  dreadful  truth  flash- 
ed all  at  once  upon  my  mind.  I  could  now  understand  the 
illness, — the  melancholy  of  Lady  Anne;  whose  blanched  coun- 
tenance, looking  through  the  half-opened  door,  caught  my  eye 
at  thai  moment,  as  I  happened  to-  turn  in  the  direction  of  the 
breakfast-^room.  1  trembled  lest  the  madman  should  also  see 
her,  and  burst  into  violence ! 

The  .'^  secret''  of  the  Baronet  consisted  in  his  alleged  disco- 
very of  a  mode  of  converting  tallow  into  wax :  That  it  would, 
when  carried  into  cfiect,  produce  liiin  a  revenue  of  fifty  thou- 
sand a-year :  That  because  the  king  could  not  prevail  upon  him 
,to  disclose  it,  he  had  sent  spies  to  watch  all  his  movements,  and 
had  threatened  to  arrest  him  for  high  treason  !  All  this  horrid 
nonsense  he  told  me  in  a  loud,  serious,  energetic  tone  of  voice 
and  manner;  anTt  though  my  countenance  must  have,  turned 
deadly  pale  when  the  shocking  discovery  first  broke  upon  me, 
and  my  violent  agitation  became  apparent,  Sir  Henry  did  not 
seem  to  notice  it.  I  know  not  what  called  forth  the  laugh  I  have 
mentioned,  unless  it  was  the  delight  he  experienced  from  the 
success  with  which  he  had  imposed  upon  me  so  long. 

^'But,  Doctor,''  he  continued,  ^*  I  have  not  disclosed  this 
great  secret  to  you  for  nothing.    I  set  about  diseovei^ng  it  in 
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-oMMeqnence  of  an  abnniBg  accident  -which  has  hapfpened  to 
me,  and  ef  vMdh  both  you  and  the  world  wiU  ere  long  hear 
much.  It  became  necessary,  in  a  word,  that  I  should  develi^ 
a  new  source  of  independence,  and,  thank  Hearen,  at  leog^  it 
Is  found !  But  the  mere  money  it  wHi  produce  is  the  least  consi- 
deration— there  are  grander  results  to  follow — but  of  them  anon. 
You,  Doctor,  are  a  scienlific  man — I  am  bat  superficially  so;  and 
that  Is  a  species  of  iinowledge  essential  to  the  successful  use  of  my 
great  discovery.  We  must  therefore  become  partners-^eh  ?"  I 
ix»wed.  *'  The  terms,  you  Mhow,  we  ean  arrange  afterwards. 
Ah,  ha,  ha !  what  will  my  constituents — what  will  my  poUUcal 
friends— say  to  this  ?  Sir  ifenry  Harleigh  turned  wax-maker ! 
—Why,  Doctor,  why  are  you  so  silent  ?*' 

I  had  been  pondering  all  the  while  on  the  proper  course  to 
follow  under  such  extraordinary  and  melandioly  ciroumstances, 
and  therefore  permitted  him  to  ramble  on  as  he  pleased.— What 
should  I  do  ?  It  was  next  to  impos^Ue  for  roe  to  have  another 
interview  with  Lady  Anne  before  leaving.  I  thought  It  on  the 
whole  advisable  not  to  alarm  hb  suspicions  by  any  such  attempt,^ 
but  to  take  my  departure  as  qvieUy  and  qniddy  as  possible : 
determined,  on  reaching  London,  to  communicate  immedlatdy 
with  Mr.  Courthrope,  his  hrother-in-law,  with  whom  I  had 
some  little  acquaintance,  and  wUh  him  suggest  such  meastu^ 
as  were  necessary  to  secure  the  safety,  set  only  ^  the  Baronet, 
but  his  wretched  lady.  This  resoluilon  formed,  I  felt  anxious 
to  be  gone.  As  the  poor  Baronet's  cogitations,  however,  seemed 
far  from  approaching  a  close,  I  found  it  necessary  to  iniermpl  him. 

*'  Well,  Sir  flenry,"  said  I,  moving  from  the  window-recess, 
*<  I  must  leave  you,  for  I  hai^c  many  engagements  in  town." 

**  Do  you  know,  now,"  said  be,  with  a  puzzled  air,  '^  I  posi- 
tively cannot  remember  what  it  was  I  had  to  think  about !  How 
very  absurd  1  W^hat  was  it,  now !"  standing  still,  and  corru- 
gating his  brows.    **  Oh,  it  was  whether  it  would  be  proper 

for  me  to  see  Lady  Anne  before  I  left ^Ah,"  said  he  briskly, 

"aye,  so  it  was— I  recollect— see  Lady  Anne  ? — No— 1  think  not," 
he  replied,  with  an  abrupt,  peculiar  tone  and  manner,  as  if  dis- 
pleased with  the  proposal.  *^  I  will  accompany  you  to  the  road 
where  you  will  find  the  carriage  in  readiness  io  take  you  back 
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to  (own."  He  aC  the  same  time  took  from  a  pocket-4>ook  inhis^ 
iKMom  pocket  a  note-case,  and  gave  me  a  check;  by  way  of  fee, 
of  £500 ! 

**  By  the  way,"  said  he,  abruptly,  as  arm-in-arm  we  walked 
down  to  the  park  gales,"  what,  after  all,  are  we  to  do  with  Lady 
Anne  ?  How  strange  that  we  should  have  forgotten  her !  Well, 
what  step  do  you  intend  taking  next  ?"-^I  sighed. 

"  I  must  turn  it  over  carefully  in  my  mind,  before  I  commit 
myself." 

**  Ah,  Sallust !— -FriiM^xia/n  indpiaS'-'^onsuUo  ;  sed  ubi  conr 
sulueris — sed  ubi  consulueris.  Doctor .*' 

"  Mature  faciOy  opus  sitj  Sir  Henry,"  I  replied,  humouring 
his  recollection. 

"  Good.  There  never  was  any  thing  more  curt  and  pretty." 
He  repeated  the  sentence.    *^  Well,  and  what  will  you  do  ?" 

"  I  cannot  precisely  say  at  present;  but  yon  may  rely  upon 
seeing  me  here  again  this  evening.  I  hope  you  will  conceal  ifc 
from  Lady  Anne,  however,^  br  it  may  alarm  her." 

^  Mind  me.  Doctor,"  said  he  abruptly,  his  features  clouding 
over  with  a  strange  expression,  "  I — I — will  have  no  violence 
used." 

"  Violence  I  my  dear  Sir  Henry !  violence  !  God  forbid !"  I 
exclaimed,  with  unaffected  amazement. 

*^  Of  course,  Doctor,  I  hold  you  personally/*  laying  a 
strenuous  emphasis  on  the  last  word,-^"  I  hold  you  person- 
ally responsible  for  whatever  measures  may  be  adopted.  Here, 
however,  is  the  carriage.  I  shall  await  your  return  with 
anxiety."  I  shook  him  by  the  hand,  and  stepped  into  the 
diariot. 

^' Good. morning — good  morning,  Sir  Henry!"  I  exclaimed, 
as  the  postilions  were  preparing  to  start.  He  put  in  his  head 
at  the  window,  and  in  a  hurried  tone  whispered,-^"  On  second 
thoughts.  Dr.  ——,1  shall  decline  any  further  interference  in  the 
matter — at  least  to-day."  He  had  scarcely  uttered  the  laat  words, 
when  the  chariot  drove  off. 

"  Hollo !  hark  ye,  fellow!  stop !  stop  \"  shouted  the  Baronet, 
at  the  top  of  his  voice,  ^^stop,  or  nifire!"  The  postlUons,  who, 
I  observed,  had  set  off  at  pretty  near  a  gallop,  seemed  disposed 
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to  continue  it;  but  on  hearing^  the  last  alarming  words,  instan- 
taneously drew  up.  I  lool&ed  with  amazement  through  the  win- 
dow, and  beheld  Sir  Henry  hurrying  towards  us — fury  in  his 
features,  and  a  pocket-pistol  in  bis  extended  right  hand. 

"  Good  God,  Sir  Henry !"  I  exclaimed,  terror-struck,  <<  what 
can  be  the  meaning  of  Ibis  extraordinary  conduct  ?" 

^  A  word  in  your  ear.  Doctor,"  he  panted,  coming  close  up 
to  the  carriage  door. 

**  Speak,  for  Heaven's  sake,  speak.  Sir  Henry,'*  said  I,  lean- 
ing my  head  towards  him. 

<<  I  suspect  you  intend  violent  measures  towards  me.  Doc- 
tor   ." 

<*  Against  you!  Yiolent  measures — against  any  body  P^You 
are  dreaming,  Sir  Henry  1" 

.**<  Ah,  I  see  further  into  your  designs  than  you  imagine.  Doc- 
tor   !  You  wish  to  extract  my  secret  from  me,  for  your  own 

exchisivc  advantage.    So^  mark  me — if  you  4:ome  again  to  — 

Hall,  you  shall  not  return  alive — so  help  me !  Adieu  V*  He 

strode  haughtily  off,  waved  his  hand  to  the  terrified  postilions, 
and  we  soon  lost  sight  of  the  unhappy  madniau.  I  rejoiced  to 
find  myself  thundering  townward,  as  fast  as  four  horses  could 
carry  me,  in  obedience  to  the  orders  I  had.  given  the  postilions, 
the  instant  that  Sir  Henry  quitted  us.  At  length  we  reached  a 
fiteep  hill,  that  compelled  us  to  slacken  our  pace,  and  give  breath 
to  our  panting  horses.  I  opened  the  front  window,  .and  be- 
spoke the  nearest  postilion. 

^'  Boy,  there !  Are  you  in  Sir  Henry's  service?" 

''  No,  sir,  not  exactly — ^but  we  sarves  him  as  much  as  thof  we 
was,  for  the  matter  of  that,"  he  implied,  touching  his  hat 

"  Were  you  surprised  to  see  what  occurred  at  starting?" 

<*  No,  sir,"  he  replied,  loweiing  his  tone,  and  looking  about 
him,  as  if  he  expected  to  find  the  Baronet  at  his  heels.  ^<  He  *s 
done  many  a  stranger  thing  nor  that,  sir,  lately !'' 

^^  I  suppose,  then,  you  consider  him  not  exactfjnn  his  right 
senses,  eh?" 

''  It  a'nt  for  the  likes  o'mc  to  say  such  a  tiling  of  my  betters, 
sir ;  but  this  I  may  make  bold  for  to  say,  sir,  if  as  how  1,  or 
atxty  o'  my  fellow-sarvants,  had  done  the  likes  o'  what  we've  lat- 
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terly  seen  np  at  the  Hall  there^  they'd  a'  clapped  us  into  Jail  or 
Bedlam kogr  ago!*' 
<<  Indeed !  Why,  what  hat  been  going  on  ?' 
«  You'll  not  tell  of  a  poor  lad  hke  me— will  yon,  sir?" 
'*  Oh,  no— you  may  be  sure  of  that— I'll  keep  your  sciiret." 
^^  Well,  sir,**  said  be,  speaking  more  unconslraioedly,  ioraing 
rovnd  in  bis  saddle,  full  towards  roe— '^  first  and  foreoMst,  he's 
discharged  me,  and  Thomas  here,  my  fellow-sarvant,  an'  we 
takes  up  at  the  ban,  a  mile  or  so  fhrna  the  Hall;  likewise  the 
coachman  and  the  footman ;  likewise  all  the  women  sarvants— 
always  excepting  tbe  cook,  and  my  lady's  maidr— and  an't  them 
a  few  sarvants  for  to  do  all  the  work  of  that  great  Hall?  An't 
that  strange-like,  Sir?" 
"  Well,  what  else  ?  How  does  Sir  Henry  pass  his  Qme  ?" 
**  Pass  his  lime^  sir  ?  Why,  sir,  we  hears  from  cook,  afi  ho^ 
he  boUs  candles,  sir,"  qnoth  the  fellow,  grinning. 

'^  Boils  candles,  sirrah?  What. do  you  mean  ?  Are  yoa  in 
earnest  ?" 

**  Yes,  sir,  I  be  indeed !  He'll  boil  as  many  as  twenty  in  a  day, 
in  the  cook's  best  saucepans;  and  then  he  ponra  the  most  pre- 
cious brandy  into  the  mess — ^wasting  good  brandy — and  then 
tltrows  it  all  into  a  deep  hole  every  night,  that  he  has  dug  in 
the  garden." 

'«  Wellj"  said  I,  with  a  sigh,  <<  but  what  does  her  tadyshlp 
all  this  while?" 

<^  Oh,  sir,  our  poor  lady  is  worn  almost,,  hi  a  manner,  to  skin 
I  and  bone.  She  follows  him  about  Ijike  a  ghost,  and  cries  her 
eyes  out ;  but  for  all  that  she  is  so  gentite-like ,  he 's  wonndy 
stam  with  her,  and  watches  her  Just  like  a  cat  does  a  mouse,  as 
one  would  say !  Once  he  locked  her  in  ker  bedroom  all  day,  and 
only  gave  her  bread  and  water!  But  the  strangest  thing  is  yet  to 
come,  sir;  he  makes  out  tliat  it's  her  that's  mad!  so  thai  for  a 
long  time,  ^all  believed  it  was  so — ^fbr,  sir,  if  s  only  of  late, 
that  we  beglVto  see  how  the  real  truth  of  the  matter  stood,  sir. 
Sir  Henry  was  always,  since  we've  known  him,  a  bit  queer  or 
so,  but  steady  in  the  main ;  and  as  our  poor  Imly  was  always 
mopteh  and  melanchohc-like,  it  was  nat'ral  we  should,  give  in  to 
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believe  it  was  her  that  was,  as  one  would  say,  melancholy  mad, 
and  so  all  true  what  Sir  Henry  said  of  her." 

"  Is  Sir  Hehry  ever  violent?** 

^<  Lord,  sir!  the  cook  tells  strange  tales  of  him  jnst  latterly. 
He  bolts  every  door,  great  and  small,  in  the  Hall,  with  his  own 
hands,  every  night,  and  walks  about  with  a  loaded  blunderbuss ! 

''My  lady's  maid  told  my  sister,  as  a  secret,  sir,  that  Sir  Henry 
always  sleeps  every  night  with  a  bare  drawn  sword  under  his 
pillow,  and  a  couple  of  loaded  pistols  stuck  into  the  watch- 
pockets,  as  they  call *em,  and  frightens  my  lady  to  death  with  his 
pratiks.*' 

I  could  scarcely  believe  what  they  were  telling  me. 

''  Why,  my  boy,  I  cannot  believe  that  all  this  is  true?" 

"  'Deed,  sii',  we  wish  it  warn't?" 

"  How  long  have  you  known  it  ?'^ 

"  Only  a  day  back,  or  so." 

''  And  why  did  not  you  set  off  for  London,  and  tell-—." 

"  Lord,  sir— MJ  spread  about  that  Sir  Henry  was  mad !  No- 
body would  believe  us :  if  we'd  gone  up  to  town  with  them  stories 
the  great  folk  would  ha'  come  down,  and  he'd  a'  persuaded  them 
it  was  all  false — and  what  would  have  become  of  we?" 

"  Drive  on — drive  on,  boys,  for  your  lives,"  said  I,  finding 
we  had  at  length  surmounted  the  hill,  and  directed  them  to  go 
at  once  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Courthrope.  Indeed  tliere  was  not 
a  moment  to  be  lost,  for  it  was  clear  that  the  madman's  suspi- 
cions were  roused,  indefinite  as  might  be  bis  apprehensions ;  and 
his  cunning  and  violence,  each  equally  to  be  dreaded,  might 
prompt  him  to  take  some  dangerous,  if  not  fatal  step,  in  my  ab* 
senoe.  Fortunately,  I  found  Mr.  Courthrope  at  home,  and  im- 
measurably shocked  he  was  at  my  intelligence.  It  seemed  that 
the  Baronet  and  he  had  been  totally  estranged  for  some  months 
owing  to  an  affront,  which  he  was  now  satisfied  arose  out  of 
his  unhappy  relative's  insanity.  Our  arrangements  were  soon 
made.  We  exchanged  the  chariot  in  which  I  had  returned  to 
town,  for  a  commodious  carriage,  calculated  to  hold  four  or  SiVe 

persons,  and  drove  off  at  once  to  the  residence  of  Dr.  Y ,one 

of  the  most  eminent  **  mad-doctors,"  as  they  are  somewhat  un- 
ceremoniously denominated.    Our  interview  was  but  brief.    In 
t  11 
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IcMtbanlMlf  an  hour.  Dr.  Y~—- ,  Mr.  Goorthrope,  and  I,  wUh 
iwo  keepers,  deposUed  ourselves  respectively  vitbin  and  with- 
out the  vehicle,  and  set  off  direct  for Hall. 

In  due  lime  we  reached  the  park  gales,  and  Dr.  Y— ,  Mr. 
Coarthrope,  and  I^  there  alighted,  directing  the  carriage  to  fol- 
low us  at  a  leisurely  pace  to  the  halMoor.  I  rang  the  bell; 
and,  after  waiting  nearly  a  minute  or  two,  an  elderly  woman 
answned  our  summons. 

''Can  we  see  Sir  Henry  Harleigh?^  inquired  Mr.  Courthrope. 

"No,  sir,"  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"  And  why  not  ?  My  good  woman,  we  mu^t  see  Sr  Henry 
immediately^  on  business  of  the  highest  importance.*' 

"Indeed !  Then  you  should  have  come  a  little  earlier!" 

"  Come  a  little  earlier?"  said  I ;  "  what  do  you  mean?  Sir 
Henry  himself  appointed  this  evening." 

"  Then  it's  clear  he  must  have  changed  bis  mind ;  for  he  and 
my  Lady  both  set  off  in  a  post-chaise-and-four  some  two  hours 
Ago,  howsomever,  and  I  don't  know  where,  either;  perhaps 
you  had  k>etter  go  after  him  !'* 

We  stood  looking  at  one  another  in  amazement. 

"  In  what  direction  did  he  go?"  I  inquired. 

"  Down  the  road,  sir.  He  desired  me  to  tell  any  one  that 
might  call,  that  lie  was  gone  off  to  Waks." 

I  sighed  with  vexation  and  alarm ;  Mr.  Courthrope  looked  pale 
with  apprehension;  while  Dr.  Y— *-,  with  his  eyes  haifHrlosed^ 
«tood  looking  with  a  smiling  inquisitiveness  at  the  cfrnfiduit 
woman  that  was  addressing  us.  A  pretty  stand-still  were  we 
arrived  at !  Wliat  was  now  to  l>e  done ! 

"Here!"  said  Dr.  Y ,  in  an  under  tone,  beckoning  us  to 

follow  him  to  a  httle  distance  from  the  door.    We  did  so, 

^'  Pho,  pho !"  he  whispered,  taking  our  arms  into  his — "  the 
woman  is  trifling  with  us.  Sir  Henry  is  at  this  moment  in  the 
Hail — aye,  as  surely  as  we  are  now  here!*' 

*'  Indeed !  How  can  you  possibly"— 

"  Ah,  he  must  be  very  dcver,  dther  sane  or  insane,  that  can 
deceive  me  in  these  matters !  'Tis  all  a  txick  of  Sir  Henry's— 
rii  lay  my  life  on't.  The  woman  did  not  tell  her  tale  naturally 
enough.    Come,  weT  search  the  Hall,  however,  before,  we  go 
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bock  agnln  on  a  fooVs  erraDd!  Ck>ine,  my  good  woman,**  said 
he,  as  we  reascended  the  steps,  ^'  you  have  not  told  us  the  truth. 
We  happen  to  know  that  the  Baronet  and  his  lady  are  at  this 
iBoment  above  stairs,  fior  we  saw  him  j^st  sow  at  the  comer  of 
the  wln4ow-" 

This  cool  invention  confounded  the  woman,  and  she  began  to 
hesitate.  *^  Come,"  pursued  our  spokesman,  **  you  had  better 
be  candid ;  fbr  tve  will  l>e  so — and  tell  you  we  are  dctermived 
to  search  this  Hall  from  one  end  to  the  other,  from  top  to  hot* 
torn — ^but  we  will  find  him  we  come  to  seek*" 

*^  Oh,  lord  l"*  replied  the  woman,  with  an  air  of  vexatioo., 
**  you  must  do  as  you  please,  'gentlemen—- I've  given  you  my 
answer,  and  you'll  take  the  ccmsequeaces." 

With  this  she  left  us*  After  a  short  consultation,  Mr.  Goiur- 
thrope  volunteered  to  go  through  the  principal  rooms  alone. 
In  about  ten  minutes'  time  he  returned,  not  havHig  seen  any 
thing  of  the  fugitives,  except  a  later  lying  on  the  iit>rary-4abie, 
in  the  Baronef  s  franl^,  the  ink  of  wliich  was  scarcdy  dry.  It 
proved  only,  however,  a  blank  envelope.  We  determined  to- 
gether to  commence  a  slrict  search  over  the  whole  Hall.  Every 
room,  however,  we  explored  in  vain,  and  began  to  despair  of 
sacoess. 

The  afternoon  had  been  very  gloomy,  and,  at  length,  the  rain 
came  down  in  torrents:.  The  thunder  rattled  directly  overhead, 
in  fearful  proximity,  followed  ia  a  second  or  two  by  lightning  of 
terrible  vividness.  Peal  upc^n  peai,  flash  after  flash,  amid  the 
continued  hissing  of  the  liail  and  heavy  rain,  followed  one 
another,  with  scarce  a  minute's  intermission.  Nothing  attracted 
the  eye  without  but  the  drenched  gloomy  grounds,  and  the 
angry  lightning-laden  sky;  a  prospect  this,  which,  coupled 
with  thoughts  of  the  melancholy  errailil  on  whi^  we  were  en- 
gaged, completely  depressed  oar  spirits^--at  least  I  can  answer 
for  my  own. 

^'  Gloomy  enough  work  this,  both  within  and  without !"  ex- 

ckhned  Dr.  Y .     ''  If  Sir  Henry  Is.  travelling,  he  will  be 

cooled  a  little,  I  Imagine." 

^'  What  can  he  have  done  wiUi  Lady  Anne  ?  I  tremble  for  her 
safety !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Courthropo. 
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'^Ob,  you  may  depend  she's  safely  stowed  somewhere '  or 

other !    These  madmen  are  crafty  beyond—"  said  Dr.  Y , 

when  the  doors  of  an  old-fashioned  oaken  cabinet,  which  we 
had  examined,  but  imagined  locked,  were  suddenly  thrown 
wide  open,  and  forth  stepped  the  Baronet,  in  trayeliing  costume, 
with  a  composed  haughty  air. 

"  Gentlemen,'*  said  he,  calmly,  "  are  you  aware  of  the  conse- 
quences of  what  you  are  doing  ?  Do  you  know  that  I  am  Sir 
Henry  Harleigh,  and  that  this  happens  to  be  my  house  ?  By 
what  warrant — ^at  whose  command— kIo  you  thus  presume  to  in- 
trude upon  my  priyacy  ?" 

He  paused,  his  hand  continuing  extended  towards  us  witli  a 
commanding  air.  His  posture  would  have  charmed  a  painter. 
The  suddenness  of  his  appearance  completely  astounded  Afr. 

Courlhrope  and  myself,  but  not  so  Dr.  Y ,  the  experienced 

Dr.  Y !  who,  with  a  confidant  bow  and  smile,  stepped  for- 
ward to  meet  Sir  Henry  almost  at  the  moment  of  his  extraor- 
dinary entree  J  just  as  if  he  had  been  awaiting  it.  Never,  in 
my  life,  did  I  witness  such  a  specimen  of  consummate  self-pos- 
session. . 

- "  Sir  Henry,  you  have  relieved  u»,"  said  Dr.  Y ,  ndth  ani- 
mation, <'  from  infinite  embarrassment;  we  have  been  searching 
for  you  in  every  comer  of  the  house !" 

"You  have  been — searching — for  me,  sir !  Your  name  1"  ex- 
claimed the  Baronet,  with  mingled  hauteur  and  astonishment, 
stepping  back  a  pace  or  two,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full 
height. 

"  Pray^  Sir  Henry,  relieve  us,  by  saying  where  her  ladyship 
is  to  be  found !"  pursued  the  imperturbable  Dr.  Y— -.  I  could 
scarce  tell  why,  but  I  felt  that  the  Doctor  had  mastered  Ihe  mad- 
man— as  if  by  magic.  The  poor  Baronet's  unsteady  eye  wandere^d 
from  Dr.  Y-^ —  to  me,  and  from  me  to  Mr.  Gourthrope. 

"Once  more,  sir,  I  beg  the  favour  of  your  name?"  he  re- 
peated, not,^  however,  with  his  former  firmness. 

"  Dr.  Y ,"  Implied  that  gentleman,  promptly,  bowing  low. 

The  Baronet  started.     "  Dr.  Y ,  of !"  he  whispered, 

after  a  pause,  in  a  low  thrilling  tone. 

"  Precisely— the  same,  at  your  service,  Sir  Henry,"  replied  the 
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Dodor,  again  bowing.    Sir  Henry's  features  whitened  sensibly. 

He  tm-ned  aside,  as  if  he  could  not  l)ear  to  look  ttpon  Dr.  Y , 

and  sunk  into  a  chair  beside  bim,  murfnuring,  ''  Then  I  am 
ririned." 

"Do  nol^  Sir  Henry,  distress  yourself!"  said  Dr.  Y , 

mildly,  approaching  him — ^but  he  was  motioned  off  with  an  air 
of  disgust.  Sir  Henry's  averted  countenance  was  full  of  horror. 
We  stood  perfectly  siknt  and  motionless,  in  obedience  to  the  sig- 
nals of  Dr.  Y . 

"  George,"  said  Sir  Henry,  addressing  Mr.  Conrthropc  in  a 
faltering  lone,  "  You  are  not  my  enemy***— 

"Dear,  dear'Henry!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Courthrope,  running  to- 
wards, him,  and  grasping  his  hand,  while  the  tears  nearly  over- 
flowed. 

"  G^  and  bring  Lady  Anne  hither !"  said  the  Baronet,  his  face 
still  averted;  "  you  will  find  her  in  the  summer-house,  awaiting 
roy  return." 

Mr.  Courthrope,  after  an  affirmative  nod  from  Dr.  Y and 

myself,  hurried  off  on  his  errand,  and,  in  a  few  moments,  re- 
tamed,  accompanied — or,  rather,  preceded  by  Lady  Anne,  who, 
io  a  travelling-dress,  flew  up  the  grand  staircase,  burst  open  the 
doors,  and  rushed  into  the  room,  almost  shrieking,  '<  Where — 
where  is  he  ?  Dear,  dear  Henry,  my  huslmnd !  What  have  they 
done  to  you  ?  Whither  are  they  going  to  lake  you  ?  Oh  wretch ! " 
she  groaned,  turning  towards  me  her  pale,  beautiful  counte- 
nance, full  of  desperation,  ''is  all  this  your  doing? — Love! 
love !"  addressing  her  husband — who  never  once  moved  from 
the  posture  in  which  he  first  placed  himself  in  the  chair,  *'  I  am 
your  wife  1  Your  own  Anne!"  and  she  flung  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  kissing  him  with  frantic  vehemence. 

**I  thought  we  should  have  a  scene  P'  whisp€t*ed  Dr.  Y in 

my  ear ;  "  'twas  very  wrong  in  me  to  permit  her  coming !  Pray 
be  calm,  my  lady,"  said  he,  ''  do,  for  God's  sxike — for  pity's  sake 
— be  cahn,"  he  continued,  apparently  unnoticed  by  Sir  Henry, 
whose  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  floor,  as  if  he  were  in  profound 
'meditation.     ''  You  will  only  aggravate  his  sufferings  !"* 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,"  she  gasped,  "I'll  be  calm  I — I  am  so ! — There ! 
I  am  Tery  calm  bow  !"  and  she  strained  her  grasp  of  Sir  Henry 

11. 
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with  convulsive  violence — ^he,  all  the  while,  passive  in  her  arms 

as  a  statue !    Dft  Y looked  embarrassed.    '^  This  will  never 

do — ^we  shall  have  Sir  Ueory  becoming  unmanageable/'  he  whis- 
pered. 

<*  Can  I  say  a  single  word  to  your  ladyship,  alone?'*  he  in- 
quired, so^^ly. 

((  ^o — no  —  no!"  she  replied,  with  roournfal  vehemence 
through  her  closed  teeth — *'  you  shall  never  part  me  from  my 
hu^and !  Shall  they,  love !  dearest?"  and  loosing  her  embrace 
for  a  moment,  she  looked  him  in  the  face  with  an  expression  of 
agonizing  tenderness,  and  suddenly  reclasped  her  arms  around 
him  with  the  energy  of  despair. 

^' Speak  to  her  ladyship — calm  her — yiou  alone   have  the 

power,"  said  Dr.  Y ,  aMressing  Sir  Henry,  with  the  air  of  a 

man  who  expects  to  be — who  knows  that  he  will  be  obeyed. 
His  voice  seemed  to  recall  the  Baronet  from  a  reverie,  or,  rather, 
rouse  him  from  a  state  of  stupor,  and  he  tenderly  folded  his  lady 
in  his  arms,  saying,  fondly,  ^'  Hush^  hush,  dearest!  I  will  pro- 
tect you !" 

'*  There !  there !  did  you  hear  him  ?  Were  these  the  words  of 
— of— a— madman  ?"  almost  shrieked  Lady  Anne. 

'*'  Hush,  Anne !  my  love !  my  dearest  sweet  Anne !  They  say 
we  must  part !"  exclaimed  the  wretched  husband^  in  tones  of 
thrilling  pathos,  wiping  away  the  tears  that  showered  from  his 
poor  wife's  eyes, — *'  but  'lis  only  for  a  while" 

** They /lei'er  shall!  they  never  shall!  I  won't — I  won't — 
won't,"  she  sobbed  hysterically.  He  folded  her  closer  in  his 
arms — anrd  looking  solemnly  upwards,  repeated  the  words, — 
''  Take — oh  take  her  to  your  care  !"  He  then  burst  into  a  loud 
iaugh,  relaxed  lus  hold,  and  his  wretched  wife  fell  swooning 
into  the  arms  of  Mr.  Courthrope,  who  instantly  carried  her  from 
the  room. 

"Now,  Sir  Henry — not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost,"  said  Dr.  Y— . 
''  Our  carriage  is  at  the  door — you  must  step  into  it,  and  accom- 
pany us  to  town.  Her  ladyship  will  follow  soon  after,  in  your 
own  carriage." 

He  rose,  and  buttoned  his  surtout.  '*  What,"  said  he,  ea- 
gerly, *'  has  his  Majesty  really  sent  for  me,  and  in  a  friendly 
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Spirit  ?  Bul,*'  addressing  me  with  a  niysleiious  air,  **  youVe  not 
betrayed  me,  have  you  ?" 

"  Never — and  never  can  I,  dear  Sir  Henry,"  I  replied,  with 
energy. 

"Then  I  at  once  attend  you.  Dr.  Y .  Royally  must  not  be 

trifled  with.  I  suppose  you  have  the  sign-manual  ?"  Dr.  Y— — 
nodded,  and  without  a  farther  inquiry  after  Lady  Anne,  Sir 
Henry  accompanied  us  down  stairs,  toolL  his  hat  and  walking* 
stick  from  the  hall-stand,  drew  on  his  gloves,  and,  followed  by 

Dr.  Y ,  stepped  into  the  carriage,  which  set  off  at  a  rapid 

rate,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight.  I  hastened,  with  a  heavy  heart, 
to  the  chamber  whither  Lady  Anne  had  been  conducted..  "Why 
should  I  attempt  to  dilate  upon  the  sufferings  I  there  witnessed 
— to  exhibit  my  wretched  patient  writhing  on  the  rack  of  tor- 
ture ?  Sweet  suffeiing  lady !  Your  sorrows  are  recorded  above ! 
Fain  would  I  draw  a  curtain  between  your  intense  agonies  and 
the  cold^scrutinyof  the  unsympathising  world! 

From  Lady  Anne's  maid  I  gathered  a  drcadful  corroboration 
of  the  intelligence  I  had  obtained  in  the  morning.  True  I  found 
it  to  be,  that  every  domestic,  except  herself  and  the  cook,  had 
been  dismissed  by  the  despotic  Baronet;  the  former  retaining 
her  place  solely  through  the  peremptoriness  of  his  lady ;  the 
latter  from  necessity.  Why  did  not  the  disbanded  servants 
spread  the  alarm^ — was  explained  by  the  consummate  cunning 
with  which  Sir  Henry,  to  the  last,  concealed  his  more  violent 
extravagances,  and  the  address  with  which  he  fixed  upon  Lady 
Anne  the  imputation  of  insanity,  alleging  frequently,  as  the 
cause  of  dismissing  his  servants,  his  anxiety  to  prevent  their  wit- 
nessing the  humiliation  of  his  lady.  More  effectually  to  secure 
himself  impunity,  he  had  supplied  them  liberally  with  money, 
and  sent  them  into  Wales!  On  one  occasion  he  had  detected 
Sims,  the  maid,  in  the  act  of  running  from  the  Hall,  with  the  de* 
termination,  at  all  hazards,  of  disclosing  the  fearful  thraldom  in 
which  they  were  kept  by  the  madman ;  but  he  seemed  apprised 
of  her  movements — ^she  fancied,  even  of  her  intentions — as  if  by 
magic; — met  her  at  the  Halt  gates,  and  threatened  to  shoot  her, 
-unless  she  instantly  returned,  and,  on  her  knees,  took  an  oath  of 
secrecy  for  the  future.  ^  He  would  not  allow  a  stranger,  or  visitor 
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of  any  description,  under  any  pretence,  to  enter  the  precincts  oC 
the  Hall,  or  any  member  of  his  family,  except  as  above-men- 
tioned, to  quit  them.  He  had  prayers  three  times  a-day,  and 
walked  in  procession  every  day  at  noon  round  the  house — ^him- 
self, bis  lady,  her  maid,  and  the  cook;  with  many  other  freaks 
of  a  shnllar  nature.  He  got  up  at  night,  and  paraded  with  fire- 
arms about  his  grounds !  I  understood  that  these  palpable  evi- 
dences of  insanity  had  made  their  appearance  only  for  a  few 
days  before  the  one  on  which  I  had  been  summoned.  Sir  Henry, 
I  founds  had  always  been  looked  upon  as  an  eccentric  man ;  and 
he  had  ta$:t  enough  to  procure  his  unfortunate  Lady  the  sym- 
pathy of  his  household,  on  the  score  of  iui^dlity.  After  giving 
(he  maid  such  general  dtxcctions  as  suggested  themselves,  to  pro- 
cure an  immediate  supply  of  attendants,  and  to  have  the  neigh- 
bouring apothecary  called  in  on  the  slightest  emergency — and 
ei^oiitiog  her  to  devote  herself  entirely  to  her  unhappy  lady — I 
returned  to  her  chamber.  The  slight  noise  I  made  in  opening 
and  shutting  the  door  startled  her  ladyship  from  the  brief  doze 
Into  which ^he  had  fallen  a  few  minutes  l)efore  I  quitted  her  bed- 
aide.  She  continued  in  a  slate  of  lamentable  exhauSlion  ;  and 
finding  the  soothing  draught  I  bad  ordered  for  her  was  begin- 
ning to  exhibit  )^s  drowsy  agency,  I  resigned  my  patient  into  tlie 
hands  of  the  apothecary  whom  I  had  sent  for,  and  hastened  up 
to  town  by  one  of  the  London  coaches  which  happened  to  over- 
take me. 

Late  in  the  evening  Mr.  Gonrthrope  called  at  my  house,  iind 
Informed  me  that  they  had  had  a  dreadful  journey  up  to  town: 
For  the  first  mile  or  two,  the  Baronet,  he  said,  appeared  absorbed 
in  thought.  He  soon,  however,  began  to  grow  restless — then 
violent — and,  idtimately,  almost  unmanageable.  He  broke  one 
of  the  carriage  windows  to  atooM,  and  almost  strangled  one  of 
the  keepers,  whom  it  was  found  necessary  to  summon  to  their 
assistance,  by  suddenly  thrusting  his  hand  into  his  neckerchief. 
He  Insisted  on  the  hones' .heads  hdng  turned  towards  the  Hull ; 
and  finding  they  paid  no  aUention  to  his  wishes,  began  to  alter 
the  most  lamentable  cries,  which  attracted  many  persons  to  the 
carriage.  On  reaching  Somerfield-House,  the  private  establish- 
ment of  Dr.  Y ,  whither  it  was  thought  advisable^  In  the  first 
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instance,  to  convey  the  Baronet,  till  other  arrangements  could  be 
made,  he  became  suddenly  quiet.  He  trembled  violently,  fiis  face 
became  pale  as  ashes,  and  he  offered  no  opposition  to  his  being 
led  at  once  Arom  the  carriage  into  the  house.  He  imagined  it  was 
the  Tower.  He  sate  in  silent  moodiness  for  a  length  of  time, 
and  then  requested  the  attendance  of  a  chaplain  and  a  solicitor. 
In  a  private  interview  witli  the  former,  he  fell  down  upon  his 
&nees,  confessing  that  he  had  several  times  attempted  the  life  of 
Lady  Anne,  though  he  declared  with  solemn  asseverations  that 
he  was  innocent  of  treason  in  any  shape.  He  owned,  with  a 
contrite  air,  that  justice  had  at  length  overtaken  him  in  his  evil 
career.  He  imagined,  it  seemed,  as  far  as  they  could  gather  from 
his  exclamations,  that  he  had  that  morning  murdered  his  lady  f 
On  Mr.  Gourthrope  taking  leave  of  him  for  the  evening,  he 
wrung  his  hands  with  the  bitterness  of  a  condemned  crimi- 
nal who  is  parting  with  his  friends  for  ever,  and  in  smo- 
thered accents  warned  him  to  resist  the  indulgence  of  unbridled 
passions ! 

I  determined,  in  the  morning,  to  make  such  arrangements  as 
would  leave  me  at  liberty  to  pay  an  early  visit  to  Lady  Anoe, 
and  was  on  the  point  of  stepping  into  my  chariot,  to  hurry 
through  my  morning  round,  when  a  carriage  rolled  rapidly  to 
the  door,  and,  in  a  few  seconds,  I  observed  her  maid  handing 
out  Lady  Anne  Harleigh.  Deeply  veiled  as  she  was,  and  muffled 
in  an  ample  shawl,  I  saw  at  once  the  fearful  traces  of  her  yes- 
terday's agony  and  exhaustion  in  her  countenance  and  feeble 
tottering  gait.  She  almost  swooned  with  the  effort  of  reaching 
the  parlour.  I  soon  learned  her  object  in  hurrying  thus  to 
town  ;  it  was  to  carry  into  effect  an  unalterable  determination-^ 
poor  lady ! — to  attend  personally  on  Sir  Henry— even  in  the  cha- 
racter of  his  menial  servant.  It  was  perfectly  useless  for  me  to 
expostulate — ^she  liste'ned  with  iiiVpalience,  and  even  replied  with 
asperity.  In  fine,  I  was  obliged  to  promise  her  an  Interview  with 
hef  wretched  husband. 

About  six  o'clock  her  ladyship,  together  with  her  sister,  Lady 

Julia ,  who  had  been  hastily  summoned  frtfn  the  country, 

and  Mr.  Gourthrope,  drove  with  me  to  Somerfield-house.  They 
were  all  shown  into  the  drawing-room,  where  Dr.  Y^—  and  I 
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left  them,  that  wc  might  prepare  his  palient  for  the  visit.    Dr. 

Y saw  no  obJeetioD  to  the  whole  party  being  admitted  :  so, 

in  a  moment's  time,  we  introduced  the  wretched  couple  to  one 
another. 

'^  Ahy  Henry !"  exclaimed  Lady  Anne,  the  moment  she  saw 
him,  rushing  into  his  arms,  where  she  lay,  for  a  while,  silent  and 
motionless.     I  suspected  she  had  fainted. 

'^  JuUa — is  that  you?  How  are  you  ?"  inquired  the  Baronet, 
with  an  easy  air,  still  holding  his  wife  in  his  arms.  She  sobbed 
yiolcBtly.  '*  Hush,  Anne,  hush!" — he  whbpered.  "You  must 
be  calm;  they  allow  no  noise  here  of  any  kind.  They  will  or* 
der  you  to  leave  the  room  J  Besides — you  disturb  me — so  that 
I  shall  never  be  able  to  get  through  the  interview !''  All  this 
was  said  with  the  coolest  composure,  as  if  he  were  quite  uncon- 
scious of  being  the  object  of  his  wife's  agonising  attentions.  Her 
sobs,  however,  became  louder  and  louder.  "Silence,  Anne!" 
said  the  Baronel,  sternly;  "tlus  is  foolish  V  Her  arms  instantly 
fell  from  around  him,  for  she  bbd  swooned — and  I  bore  her  from 
the  room — ^begging  the  others  to  continue  till  my  return.  I  soon 
restored  my  suffering  palient  by  a  potent 'draught  of  sal  volatile 
— ^nd  enabled  her  once  more  to  return  lo  her  husband's  pre- 
sence.    We  were  all  seated,  but  conversation  languished. 

"It  is  now  my  bitter  duty,"  said  the  Barotiet^  with  a  seiiouf 
air, breaking  the  oppressing  silence,  "to  explain  the  whole  mys-^ 
tery.  Have  you  firmness,  Anne,  to  bear  it?" — She  uodded— 
"  And  in  the  presence  of  so  many  persons  V*  Again  she  nodded 
—to  speak  was  impos^Ue. 

"  Perhaps  we  bad  belter  leave  ?"  said  I. 
"No — not  one  of  you,  unless  you  wish.  The  more  witnesses 
of  truth  the  better," — replied  the  Baronet — proceeding  with 
much  solemnity  of  manner—*"  I  am  not — I  never  was— a  dis* 
honourable  man;  yet  I  fear  U  will  be  difficult  to  persuade  you 
to  believe  me,  when  you  shall  have  heard  all.  The  dreadful  se- 
cret, however,  must  come  out;  I  feel  that  my  recent  conduct  re- 
quires explanation — that  disguise  is  no  longer  praclicahle,  or 
availing.  The  hand  of  God  has  brought  »e  lUthert  and  is 
heavy  upon  me — you  see  before  you  a  wretch  whom  Hs  has 
aaarked  with  a  cuxse  heavier  than  that  of  Gala !" 
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He  fnnsed  for  a  moment,  and  tdnied  orer  the  leaves  of  his 
maniucript,  as  if  prepaiiitg  to  itad  fr<HU  Ihem.  We  all  looked 
and  listened  with  unfeigned  astooishment.  There  was  some- 
thiB^bout  his  manner  that  posltirely  made  me  begin  to  doubl 
the  fact  of  bis  insanity— -and  I  was  almost  prepared  to  hear  him 
acknowledge  that,  for  some  mysterious  purpose  or  another,  he 
had  but  been  feigning  madness.  Lady  Anne,  pale  and  motion- 
less as  a  statue,  sat  near  him,  her  eyes  riveted  upon  him  with  a 
dreadful  expression  of  trended  fondness,  agony,  and  apprehen- 
sion. 

^^  Behold,  then,  in  me,^'  continued  Sir  Henry,  in  a  stern  un- 
der-lone— "an  Impostor.  The  world  will  soon  ring  with  the 
story ;  friends  will  despise  me ;  the  Bouse  of  Commons  will  re- 
pudiate me;  relatives  will  disown  me  ;  my  wife  even" — raising 
his  eyes  towards  her — "  wili«forsake  me.  I  ain  no  Baronet* — 
he  paused— he  was  evidently  striving  to  stifle  strong  emotions 
— "  I  have  no  right  either  to  Ihe  title — which  I  have  disgraced 
— the  fortune  which  I  have  wantpnly  squandered — the  hand  I 
have  dishonoured.''  His  lips,  despite  his  efforts  at  compression, 
quivered,  and  his  cheeks  turned  ashy  pale.  "  But  I  take  God  to 
witness,  that  at  the  time  of  my  marriage  with  this  noble  lady,** 
pointing  with  a  trembling  hand  to  Lady  Anne,  "  1  knew  not 
what  I  know  now  about  this  matter — that  another  was  entitled 
to  stand  in  my  place,  and  enjoy  the  wealth  and  honours — what 
— does  It  not,  then,  confound  you  all  ?" — he  Inquired,  finding 
that  we  neither  looked  nor  uttered  surprise  at  what  he  said— 
^  Nothing  like  agitation  at  the  confession  ?  Is  it  then,  no  news? 
Are  you  all  prepared  for  U?  Has,  then,  my  privacy — liiy  confi- 
dence— been  violated  ?  How  is  this.  Lady  Anne  ?"  he  pursued, 
with  increasing  vehemence— ''Tell  me.  Lady  Anne,  is  it  you 
who  have  done  this?'*  The  poor  lady  forced  a  faint  smile  into 
her  pallid  features— a  smile  as  of  fond  incredulity.  ''  Ha !  cock- 
atrice! away"— he  shouted,  springing  from  his  chair,  and 
pacing  about  the  room  in  violent  agitation.  Lady  Anne,  with  a 
faint  shriek,  was  borne  out  of  the  room  a  second  time  insensible. 

Mr.  Courthrbpe  caused  Lady  Anne  and  her  sisttT,  as  soon  as 
the  former  could  be  removed  with  safety,  to  be  conveyed  to  his 
own  residence,  which  they  ri ached,  happily,  at  the  same  time 
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that  Mrs.  Courthrope— one  of  Lady  Anne's  intimate  fiiends-^r^ 
turued€rom  the  country,  to  pay  her  suffering  relative  every  at- 
tention that  delicacy  and  affection  could  suggest.  What  now 
was  the  situation  of  this  once  happy— this  once  brilliant — this 
once  envied  couple !  Sir  Henry — in  a  madhouse ;  Lady  Anne- 
heart-broken,  and,  like  Rachel,  '^refusing  to  be  comforted!" 
All  splendout'  feded— rthe  sweets  of  wealth,  rank,  refinement, 
loathed !  What  a  commentary  on  the  language  of  the  Royal 
Sufferer  in  Scripture — '^  And  in  my  prosperity,  I  said,  I  shall 
never  be  moved.  Lord,  by  thy  favour  thou  hast  made  my  moun- 
.tain  to  stand  strong :  thou  didst  hide  thy  face,  and  I  was  trou- 
Wed." 


The  ravings  of  Sir  Henry,  on  the  occasion  last  mentioned,  of 
course  passed  away  from  my  recollection,  with  many  other  of 
his  insane  extravagances,  till  they  were  suddenly  revived  by  the 
following  paragraph  in  a  morning  paper,  which  some  days  after- 
wards I  read  breathlessly  and  incredulously. 

<<  We  understand  that  the  lamentable  estrangement,  both 
from  reason  and  society,  of  a  once  popular  and  accomplished  Ba- 
ronet, is  at  length  discovered  to  be  connected  with  some  extra- 
ordinary dbclosures  made  to  him  some  time  ago  concerning  the 
tenure  by  which  he  at  present  enjoys  all  his  large  estates,  and 
the  title — as  it  is  contended — wrongfully.  The  new  claimant, 
who,  it  is  said,  has  not  been  long  in  this  country,  and  is  in  com- 
paratively humble  circumstances,  has  iutrusted  the  prosecution 
of  his  rights  to  an  eminent  solicitor,  who,  it  is  whispered^  has  at 
length  shaped  his  client's  case  in  a  form  fit  for  the  investigation 
of  a  court  of  law  ;  and  a  very  formidable  case,  we  hear,  it  is  re- 
ported will  be  made  out.  If  it  should  be  successful,  the  present 
unfortunate  possessor,  in  addiUon  to  being  stripped  of  all  he 
holds  in  the  world,  will  have  to  account  for  several  hundred 
thousand  pounds.  The  extensive  and  distinguished  connexions 
of  .Sir  -^ —  have,  we  understand,  been  thrown  into  the  utmost 
eonstemation,  and  have  secured,  at  an  enormous  expense,  the 
highest  legal  assistance  in  the  country." 

Wonder,  pity,  alarm,  perplexity,  by  turns  assailed  me,  on 
reading  this  extraordinary  annunciation,  which  squared  with 
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every  word  altered  by  the  Baronet  on  the  occasion  I  have  allad- 
ed  to,  and  which  we  considered  the  mere  hallucination  of  a 
madman.  Gould,  then,  this  dreadful — this  mysterious  para* 
graph — ^have  any  foundation  in  fact?  Was  it  ikU  that  had 
skaken,  and  finally  overturned,  iSir  Henry's  understanding  ? 
And  4id  Lady  Anne  know  it  ?  Good  God,  what  was  to  become 
of  them  ?  Would  this  forthwith  become  the  topic  of  conversa- 
tion and  discusMon,  and  my  miserable  patients  be  dragged  from 
the  fiacred  retreats  of  sorrow  and  suffering,  to  become  the  sub- 
jects of  general  inquiry  and  speculation  ?  Alas,  by  how  slight 
a  tenure  does  man  hold  the  highest  advantages  of  life  ! 

During  the  next  few  weeks,  I  visited,  almost  daily,  both  Sir 
Henry  and  Lady  Anne.  It  was  a  dreadful  period  for  the  former, 
whose  malady  broke  out  Into  the  most  violent  paroxysms,  ren- 
dering necessary  reslraints  of  a  very  severe  character.  Who 
could  have  believed  that  he  was  looking  on  the  once  gay,  hand- 
some, accomplished,  gifted  Baronet,  in  the  howling  maniac, 
whom  I  once  or  twice  shuddered  to  see  chained  to  a  staple  in 
the  wall,  or  fastened  down  on  an  iron-fixed  chair,  his  head  close 
shaken,  his  eyes  blood*sht>t  and  staring,  his  mouth  distorted,  ut- 
tering the  most  tremendous  imprecations!  I  cannot  describe  the 
emotions  that  agitated  me  as  I  passed  from  this  fHghtfnl  figure, 
to  the  bed^e  of  the  peaceful,  declining  sufiferer,  his  wife,  buoy- 
ing her  np  from  time  to  time  with  accounts  of  his  improvement. 
How  I  trembled  as  I  told  the  falsehood ! 

Sir  Henry's  bodily  health  continued  to  improve;  his  flesh  re- 
mained firm ;  the  wilder  paroxysms  ceased,  and  soon  assumed 
a  mitigated  form.  In  his  eye  was  the  expression  of  settled  in- 
sanity !  I  confess  I  began  to  tliink,  with  the  experienced  Dr. 
Y— «— ,  that  there  was^  little  reasonable  hope  of  recovery.  His  case 
assumed  a  diffei^ent  aspect  almost  daily«  He  wandered  on  from 
delusion  to  delusion,  each  absurder  than  the  other,  and  more  te- 
naciously retained.  I  several  times  introduced  the  name  of  Lady 
Anne,  curious  to  see  its  effect  upon  him ;  he  heard  it  with  In- 
difference, once  observing,  ^*  that  he  had  formed  a  phin  ah^ut 
her  which  would  not  a  little  astonish  certain  persons."  I  re- 
presented her  feebleness^ her  emaciation.  He  said  coldly,  that 
he  was  sorry  for  it,  but  she  had  brought  it  upon  herself;  quoting 
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the  words,  ^^'Thus  even-handed  jusllce,"  etc.  He  adopted  a 
mode  of  dress^  that  was  remarkahly  ridiculous,  and  often  pro- 
voked me  to  laughter,  in  spite  df  myself— a  suit  of  tightly-fitUng 
jacket  and  pantaloons,  made  of  green  baize,  with  silk  stockings 
and  pumps.  His  figure  was  very  elegant  ^nd  well-proportion- 
ed, but  in  this  costume,  and  with  his  hair  cut  close  upon  his 
head,  looked  most  painfully  absurd.    Tnis  was  Sir  Henry  Har- 

leigh,  Baronet,  M.  P.  for  the  .county  of ,  Husband  of  the 

beautiful  Lady  Anne  -^— ,  master  of  most  accomplishments,  and 
owner  of  a  splendid  fortune !  Thus  habited,  I  have  surprised 
him,  mounted  on  a  table  in  the  corner  of  his  room,  haranguing 
his  quiet  keeper,  with  all  the  vehemence  of  parliamentary  ora- 
tory ;  and  on  my  entrance,  he  would  sneak  down  with  the  siU 
liest  air  of  schoolboy  shame !  He  became  very  tractable,  look 
his  meals  regularly,  and  walked  about  in  a  secluded  part  of  the 
grounds,  without  being  mischievous,  or  attempting  to  escape. 
And  who  shall  say  that  he  was  not  happy  ?  Barring  a  degra- 
dation, of  which  only  others  were  sensible,  what  had  he  to 
trouble  him  ?  Where,  in  this  respect,  ky  tlie  difference  be- 
tween Sir  Henry,  wandering  from  delusion  to  delusion,  revel- 
ling in  variety,  and  the  poet,  who  always  lives  in  a  world  of 
dreams  and  fancies  all  his  own  ? 

And  Lady  Anne — the  beautiful — the  once  lively  Lady  Anne 
-^was  drooping  daily  !  Alas,  in  what  a  situation  were  hus- 
band and  wife !  I  could  not  help  likening  them  to  a  noble  tree, 
wreathed  with  the  graceful,  the  affectionate  ivy,  and  blasted  by 
lightning-'^'rending  the  one  asunder,  and  withering  the  other. 
For  so  in  truth  it  seemed.  Lady  Anne  was  evidently  sinking 
under  her  sorrows.  All  the  attentions  of  an  idolizing  family, 
backed  by  the  fond  sympathies  of  '^  troops  of  friends" — even  the 
Quisolations  of  religion — seemed  alike  unavailing!  The  reader 
ha^  not  yet,  however,  been  put  into  distinct  poi^ssion  of  the 
cause  of  all  this  devastation. 

^t  seenis  that,  shortly  after  his  marriage,  his  solicitor  suddenly 
travelled  to  the  Continent  after  him,  to  communicate  the  start- 
ling-rl>ut  in  the  Baronet's  estimation  ridiculous — ^intelligence, 
that  a  stranger  isras  laying  daim  to  all  he  held  in  the  world,  of 
title  and  fortune,    The  lawyer  at  length  returned  to  England, 
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Dvcr-persuaded,  by  the  Baronet,  to  treat  the  matter  with  con- 
temptuous indifference ;  and  nothing  further  was  in  fact  heard 
for  some  months,  till,  soon  after  Sir  Henry's  return,  he  received 
one  evening — at  his  club — a  circumstance  which  I  have  bcfor6 
said  appeared  to  confirm  certain  speculations  then  afloat — a  long  • 
letter,  purporting  to  come  from  the  solicitor  of  the  individual, 
preferring  the  fearful  claim  alluded  to.  It  stated  the  affuir  at 
some  length,  and  concluded  by  requesting  certain  information, 
which,  said  the  writer,  might  possibly  hav6  the  effect  of  cod- 
vinciDg  his  client  of  Uis  error,  and  conducing  to  the  abdndoh- 
ment  of  his  claim.  This  shocking  letter  at  length  roused  the 
Baronet  from  his  lethargy.  Several  portioms  of  it  tallied  strangely 
with  particular  passages  iti  the  family  history  of  Sir  Henry,  who 
instantly  hurried  with  consternation  to  his  solicitor,  by  whonl 
his  worst  apprehensions  were  aggravated.  Not  that  the  lawyc'r 
considered  his  client's  ^case  desperate;  but  he  at  once  prepared 
his  agitated  client  for  a  long,  harassing,  and  ruinous  litigation, 
and  exposure  of  the  most  public  nature.  It  cannot  be  wondered 
at  that  a  sense  of  bis  danger  should  prey  upon  \ns  feelings,  and 
give  him  that  disturbed  manner  which  Occasioned  the  specula- 
tions, hints,  and  innuendoes,  mentioned  in  an  early  part  of  this 
paper.  He  anxiously  concealed  from  his  lady  the  shocking  jeo- 
pardy in  which  their  all  on  earth  was  placed;  and  the  constant 
effort  and  constraint — ^the  withering  anxiety~^thelongH:ontinued 
apprehensions  of  ruin— ^at  length  disordered,  atid  finally  over- 
threw his  intellects.  What  was  the  precise  nature  of  his  adver- 
sary's pretensions,  I  am  unable  to  state  technically.  I  understand 
it  consisted  of  an  alleged  earlier  right  under  the  entail.  To  sup- 
port his  claim,  every  quarter  was  ransacked  for  evidence  by  his 
2ealons  attorney,  often  in  a  manner  highly  indelicate  and  offen-  , 
sive.  The  upstart  made  his  pretensions  as  public  as  possible; 
and  a  most  imprudent  overture  made  by  Sir  Heme's  solicitor, 
was  unscrupulously — triumphantly — seized  upon  by  his  adver- 
sary, and  through  his  means  at  length  found  its  way  into  the 
ne^vspapers.  The  additional  vexation  this  occasioned  Sir  Henry 
may  be  readily  imagined;  for,  independently  of  his  mortification 
at  the  circumstance,  it  was  calculated  most  seriously  to  prejudice 
bis  interest^;  and  when  he  kept  ever  before  his  agonised  eye 
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the  day  of  trial  which  ^as  approaching,  and  the  horrible  eaAsi* 
strophe,  he  sunk  under  the  mighty  oppression.  Lady  Anne  had, 
despite  her  hushand's  attempts  at  secresy,  for  some  time  enter- 
tained faint  suspicions  of  the  truth}  but  as  he  obstinately,  and 
at  length  sternly  interdicted  any  inquiry  on  her  part,  and  kept 
every  document  under  lock  and  key,  he  contrived  to  keep  lier 
comparatively  in  the  dark.  He  frequently,  however,  talked  in 
his  sleep,  and  often  did  she  lie  awake  listening  to  his  mysterious 
expressions  with  sickening  agitation.  The  illness  of  Sir  Henry 
and  his  lady,  .together  with  its  occasion,  were  now  become  gene- 
rally known;  and  the  cruel  paragraph  in  the  morning  paper 
above  copied,  was  only  the  precursor  of  many  similar  ones, 
which  at  lepgih  went  to  the  extent  of  hinting,  generally,  \he 
nature  of  the  new  claimant's  pretensk>tt$,wkh  the  grounds  oiSUr 
Henry's  resistance. 

The  contest  respecting  the  title  and  estates  went  on  as  rapidly 
as  the  nature  of  the  case  would  permit.  The  new  claimant  was, 
as  I  think  I  hinted  before,  a  man  of  low  station ;  he  had  been,  I 
believe,  a  sort  of  slave-driver,  or  factotum,  on  a  planter's  estate 
in  one  of  the  West  India  Islands:  and  it  was  whispered  that  a 
rich  Jew  had  been  persuaded  into  such  confidence  in  the  man's 
prospects,  as  to  advance  him,  from  time  to  time,  on  his  personal 
security,  the  large  supplies  necessary  to  prosecute  his  claims  wUh 
effect.  My  heart  misgives  me,  however,  th§ft  the  reader  will 
complain  of  being  detained  so  long  amongst  lhe.ne  scenes  of  mo- 
notonous misery — I  would  I  had  those  of  a  different  character  to 
present  to  him ! — Let  me  therefore  draw  my  long  narrative  to  a 
close,  by  transcribing  a  few  extracts  from  the  later  entri^  in  my 
journaL  '^ 

Saturday y  November  6,  1 8— .—This  was  the  day  appointed 
for  the  trial  of  the  important  cause  which  was  to  decide  the  pro- 
prietorship of  the  title  and  possessions  of  Sir  Henry  Harleigh. 
Much  interest  was  excited,  and  the  court  crowded  at  an  early 
hour.  Six  of  the  most  dislinguished  counsel  at  the  bar  had 
taken  their  seats,  each  with  his  ponderous  load  of  papers  before 
him,  in  frhe  interest  of  Sir  Henry,  and  three  in  that  of  his  <^>po- 
nent.  A  special  jury  was  sworn ;  the  Judge  took  his  seat;  the 
cause  was  called  on ;  the  witnesses  were  summoned*  The  plain- 
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tiff's  juDior  counsel  rose  to  open  the  pleadings — after  having 
paused  for  sometime  for  the  arrival  of  his  client's  attorney ,  who, 
while  he  was  spealiing,  at  length  made  his  appearance,  exces- 
sively pale  and  agitated.  The  plaintiff  had  heen  found  dead  in 
his  bed  that  morning — haying  heen  carried  thither  in  a  state  of 
brutal  intoxication,  the  preceding  night,  from  a  tavern-dinner 
with  his  attorney  and  witnesses.  He  died  single,  and  there  of 
course  was  an  end  of  the  whole  matter  that  had  been  attended 
with  such  direful  consequences  to  Sir  Henry  and  his  lady.  But 
of  what  avail  is  the  now  established  security  of  his  title,  rank, 
and  fortune  to  their  unhappy  owner  ?— -an  outcast  from  society — 
&iha  home — from  family — from  the  wife  of  his  bosom— even 
from  himself!  What  signified  the  splendid  intelligence  to  Lady 
Anne— perishing  under  the  pressure  of  her  misfortunes  ?  Would 
it  not  a  thousandfold  aggravate  the  agonies  she  was  enduring  ? 
It  has  been  thought  proper  to  intrust  to  me  the  difficult  task  of 
communicaUng  the  news  to  both  parties,  if  I  think  it  advisable 
that  it  should  be  done  at  all.  What  am  I  to  do  ? — ^What  may 
be  the  consequence  of  the  secret's  slipping  out  suddenly  from  any 
of  those  around  Lady  Anne?  About  the  Baronet  I  had  little  ap-* 
prehension;  I  felt  satisfied  that  he  could  not  comprehend  it — 
that  whether  he  had  lost  or  won  the  suit  was  a  matter  of  equal 
moment  to  kim  I 

On  reaching Hall,  in  the  evening,  I  found  that  the  news, 

with  the  delivery  of  which  I  fancied  myself  specially  and  exclu- 
sively charged,  had  by  some  means  or  other  found  its  Way  to 
her  ladyship  at  ah  early  hour. 

I  found  my  sweet  patient  surrounded  by  her  sisters,  and  one  or 
two  other  ladies,  propped  up  with  pHlows  in  a  sort  of  couch, 
drawn  before  the  fire,  whose  strong  light  fell  full  upon  her  face, 
and  showed  me  what  havoc  grief  had  made  of  her  once  beautiful 
features.  She  was  then  scarcely  eight-and-twenty;-and  yet  you 
might  have  guessed  her  nearly  forty  \  The  light  with  which  her 
full  eyes  once  sparkled  had  passed  away,  and  lefl  them  sunk 
deep  in  their  sockets,  laden  with  the  gloom  of  death.  Her  cheeks 
were  hollow,  and  the  deep  bordering  of  her  cap  added  to  their 
viT^sted  and  shrunken  appearance.  One  of  her  sisters — a  very 
loTcly  woman— was  sitting  close  beside  her,  and  had  always 
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been  considered  her  image;,  alas,  what  a  woful  disparity  was  no^r 
visible! 

Lady  Sarah y  my  patient's  youngest  sister,  was  stooping  down 
upon  the  floor,  when  I  entered,  in  search  of  her  sister's  wedding- 
ring,  which  had  fallen  from  a  finger  no  longer  capable  of  filling 
it.  *^  You  had  belter  wind  a  liltle  silk  about  it,"  whispered  Lady 
Anne,  as  her  sister  was  replacing  it  on  the  attenuated,  aLibaster- 
hued  finger  from  which  it  had  dropped.  ^'I  do  not  wish,  it  ever 
to  be  removed  again.  Do  it,  love !''  Her  sister,  in  tears,  nodded 
acquiescence,  and  left  the  room  with  the  ring,  while  I  seated  my- 
self in  the  chair  she  had  quitted  by  her  sister's  side«  I  had  time 
to  ask  only  a  few  of  the  ordinary  questions,  Wlien  Lady  Sarah  re- 
appeared  at  the  door,  very  pale,  and  beckoned  out  one  of  her 
sisters  to  communicate  the  melancholy  intelligence,  thai  moment 
i«ceived,  that  their  father,  the  old  Earl,  who  had  travelled  up 
from  Ireland,  though  in  an  infirm  stale  of  healtli,  to  see  his  dying 
daughter,  at  her  earnest  request, — had  expired  upon  the  road  I 
In  a  few  minutes,  all  present  had,  one  by  one,  left  the  room,  in 
obedience  to'similar  signals  at  the  door,  and  I  was  left  alone  with 
Lady  Anne. 

<'  Doctor,"  said  she  calmly,  '^  I  am  afraid  something  alarming 
has  happened.  See  how  they  have  hurried  from  the  room !  I 
observed  Sarah,  through  that  glass,"  said  she,  pointing  me 
to  a  dressing-glass  that  stood  so  as  to  refieci  whatever  took  place 
at  the  door.  "  Are  you  aware  of  any  thing  that  has  happened?" 
I  solemnly  assured  her  to  the  contrary.  She  sighed— but 
evinced  not  the  slightest  agitation.  She  seemed  beyond  the 
reach  of  her  former  feeling — shielded,  as  it  were,  with  a  merciful 
apathy.  I  sat  beside  her,  in  silence,  for  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour.  Her  eyes  were  closed,  and  I  thought  she  was  dozing. 
Presently  one  of  her  sisters,  her  eyes  swollen  with  weeping, 
stepped  softly  into  the  room,  and  sat  down  beside  her. 

<^  Who  is  dead,  love?"  inquired  Lady  Anne,  without  opening 
her  eyes.  Her  sister  made  no  reply,  and  there  was  a  pause. 
^'He  would  have  been  here  before  this,  but  for"<r-muttered  Lady 
Anne,  breaking  off  abruptly.  Still  her  sister  made  no  reply. 
^*  Yes— I  feel  it;  my  father  is  dead !"  exclaimed  Lady  Anne,  add- 
ing, in  a  low  tone,  '4f  I  had  but  strength  to  tell  you  of  my 
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dream  last  nighl !  Call  them  all  in — call  them  all  in ;  and  I  will 
try,  -while  I  have  strength,"  she  continued,  with  mo.i»  energy 
and  distinctness  than  I  had  heard  during  the;  evening.  Her  eye& 
opened  suddenly,  and  settled  upon  her  sister. 

^^Do  not  delay— call  them  all-in  ta hear. my  dream!"  Her 
sister,  with  a  surprised  and  alarmed  air,  hastened  to  do  her  bid* 
ding. 

"  They  imagine  I  do  not  see  my  lather  l*'  exolaimed  Lady  Anne, 
her  eye  gUncing  at  me  with  sudden  brightness.  **  There  he  is 
— he  wishes  to  see  his  children  around  him,  poor  old  man  1"  A 
faint  and  somewhat  wild  smile  lit  her  pale  features  for  a  moment. 
^'I  hear  them  on  the  slairs — they  musl^  nol  find  me  thus.  I  am 
getting  cold !"  She  suddenly  rose  from  her  chair, drewher  dress- 
about  her,  and  walked  to  the  bed.  Her  maid  that  moment 
entered,  and  assisted  in  drawing,  th^  clothes  over  her.  I  follow^ 
ed,  and  begged -her  to  be  calm,  H<^  pulse  fluttered  fbst  under 
my  finger. 

''  I  should  nothave  hastened  so  much,"  said  she,  feebly,  ^^  but 
he  is  beckoning  to  me!"  At  this  moment  her  sisters  entered  the 
room.  <'The  Ughts  are  going  out,  and  yet  I  see  him!"  she 
whispered,  almost  inarticulately.  "  Julian-Sarah.— Elizabeth- 
Elizabeth— Eliza— El" — she  murmured;  her  cold  hand  suddenly 
closed  upon  my  fingers,  and  I  saw  that  the  brief  struggle  wa:^ 
over! 

Tuesday^  Nc^emher  8. — "On Sunday,  the  6th  November,  at 

Hall,  of  rapid  decline,  Lady  Anne,  wife  of  Sir  Henry  Har- 

leigh,  Bart.,  and  third  daughter  of  the  late  Right  Hon.  the  Earl 
of ,  whom  she  survived  only  one  day." 

Such  was  the  record  of  my  sweet  patient's  death  that  appeared 
in  to-day's  papers.  Alas,  of  what  a  sum  of  woes  are  these  brief 
entries  the  exponents !  How  little  docs  the  eye  that  hastily  scans 
them  see  of  the  vast  accumulations  of  suffering  which  are  there 
represented !  On  the  day  of  the  funeral  Sir  Henry  made  his 
escape  from  confinement.  Advertisements  were  issued  in  all  direc* 
tions,  offering  a  large  reward  for  his  capture,  but  with  no  success. 
No  tidings  were  received  of  him  for  upwards  of  a  week;  when  he 
one  day  suddenly  made  his  appearance  at  the  Hall,  towards  dusk, 
very  pale  and  haggard— his  dross  in  a  wretched  state — and  de- 
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manded  admission  of  a  new  porter,  as  the  owner  of  the  house. 
Inquiry  was  soon  made^  and  he  was  recognised  with  a  shriek  by 
some  of  the  female  domestics.  He  was,  really,  no  longer  a  lunatic 
— though  he  was  believed  such  for  several  days.  He  gave,  how- 
ever, unequivocal  evidence  of  his  restoration  to  reason — ^but  the 
grief  and  agony  occasioned  by  discovering  the  death  of  his  lady, 
threw  him  into  a  nervous  fever,  which  left  him,  at  the  end  of 
five  months,  ^^  more  dead  than  alive."    Had  I  not  attended  him 
throughout,  I  declare  I  could  not  have  recognised  Sir  Henry 
Harleigh  in  the  haggard,  emaciated  figure,  closely  mufiled  up 
from  head  to  foot,  and  carried  into  an  ample  travelling  chariot 
and  four,  which  was  to  convey  him  towards  the  Continent.    He 
never  returned  to  England;  but  I  often  heard  from  him,  and  had 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  for  several  years  he  enjoyed  to- 
lerable health,  tliough  the  prey  of  unceasing  melancholy.     The 
death  of  his  son,  however,  which  happened  eight  years  after  the 
period  when  the  events  above  related  occurred,  was  a  voice  from 
the  grave,  which  he  listened  to  with  resignation.    He  died,  and 
was  buried  in  Italy,  within  the  last  veryiew  years.  I  shall  never 
forget  that  truly  amiable,  though  unfortunate  individual,wliose 
extraordinary  sufferings  are  here  related,  under  a  disguise  abso- 
lutely impenetrable  to  more  than  one  or  two  Uviog  individuals. 
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Philosophers  tell  us  that  we  know  nothing  bat  from  Us  op- 
posite ; — ^Iben  I  certainly  knew  my  two  aunts  very  perfectly,  for 
greater  opposiles  were  never  made  since  the  formation  of  light 
and  darkness;  but  Ihey  were  both  good  creatures, — ^so  are  light 
and  darkness  both  good  things  in  their  place.  My  two  aunts, 
however,  were  not  so  appropriately  to  be  compared  to  light  and 
darkness  as  to  crumb  and  crust — the  crumb  aud  crust  df  a  new 
loaf;  the  crumb  of  which  is  marvellously  soft,  aud  crust  of 
which  is  exceeding  crisp,  dry,  and  snappish.  The  one  was  my 
father's  sister,  and  the  other  was  my  mother's ;  and  very  curi- 
oudy  it  happened  that  they  were  both  named  Bridget.  To  dis- 
tinguish between  them,  we  young  folks  used  to  call  the  quiet 
and  easy  one  Aunt  Bridget,  and  the  busihng,-  worrying  one 
Aunt  Fidget.  "^  You  never  in  the  whole  course  of  your  life  saw 
such  a  quiet,  easy,  comfortable  creature  as  Aunt  Bridget  — she 
was  not  immensely  large,  but  prodigiously  fat.  Her  weight  did 
not  exceed  twenty  stone,  or  two-and-twenty  at  the  utmost — hot 
weather  made  some  little  difference ;  but  she  might  be  called 
prodigiously  fat,  because  she  was  all  fat ;  I  don't  think  there 
was  an  ounce  of  lean  in  her  whole  composition.  She  was  so 
imperturbably  good-natured,  that  I  really  do  not  believe  that 
she  ever  was  in  a  passion  in  the  whole  course  of  her  life.  I  have 
•no  doubt  that  she  had  her  troubles;  we  all  have  troubles,  more 
or  less,  but  Aunt  Bridget  did  not  like  to  trouble  herself  to  com- 
plain. The  greatest  trouble  that  she  endured  was  the  alterna- 
iion  of  day  and  night— it  was  a  trouble  to  her  to  go  up  stairs  to* 
bed|  and  it  was  a  troul>le  to.  her  to  come  down  stairs  to  break** 
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fast;  but,  when  she  was  once  in  bed,  she  could  sleep  ten  houf^ 
vilhout  dreaming;  and  when  she  was  once  up  and  seated  in  her 
comfortable  arm-chair,  by  the  fire-side,  with  her  knitting  appa- 
ratus in  order,  and  her  nice,  fat,  flat,  comfortable  quarto  volume 
on  a  small  table  at  her  side,  the  leaves  of  which  volume  she 
could  tixrn  over  with  her  knitting-needle,  she  was  happy  for  the 
day — the  grief  of  getting  up  was  forgotten,  and  the  trouble  of 
going  to-bed  was  not  anticipated.  Knowing  her  aversion  to 
moving,  I  was  once  saucy  enough  to  recommend  her  to  make 
two  days  into  one,  that  she  might  not  have  the  trouble  of  going 
up  and  down  stairs  so  often.  Anybody  but  Aunt  Bridget  would 
have  boxed  my  ears  for  my  impertinence,  and  would,  in  so 
doing,  have  served  me  rightly ;  but  she,  good  creature,  took  U 
all  in  good  part,  and  said,  '^  Yes,  my  dear,  it  would  save  trouble, 
but  I  am  afraid  it  would  not  be  good  for  my  health ;  I  should 
not  have  exercise  enough."  Aunt  Bridget  loved  quiet,  and  she 
lived  in  the  quietest  place  in  the  world.  There  is  not  a  spot  in 
the  deserts  of  Arabia,  or  in  the  Frozen  Ocean,  to  be  for  a  mo« 
roent  compared  for  quietness  with  Hans  Place — 

"  The  very  houses  seem  asleep;" 

and  when  the  bawlers  of  mftk,  mackei*el,  dabs  and  flounders^ 
enter  the  placid  precincts  of  that  place,  they  scream  with  a  sub- 
dued violence,  like  the  hautboy  played  with  a  piece  of  cotton  in 
the  bell.  You  might  almost  fancy  that  oval  of  building  to  be 
some  mysterious  egg,  on  which  the  Genius  of  Silence  had  ssft 
brooding  ever  since  the  creation  of  the  world,  or  even  before 
Chaos  had  combed  its  head  and  washed  its  face.  There  is  in 
that  place  a  silence  that  maybe  heard,  a  delicious  stillness  which 
the  ear  drinks  in  as  greedity  as  the  late  Mr.  Dando  used  to  gulp 
oysters.  It  is  said  that,  when  the  inhabitants  are  all  asleep, 
they  can  hear  one  iinother  snore.  Here  dwelt  my  Aunt  Bridget 
— kindest  of  the  kind,  and  quietest  of  the  quiet.  But  good-na- 
ture is  terribly  imposed  upon  in  this  wicked  world  of  ours ;  and 
so  it  was  With  Aunt  Bridget.  Her  poulterer,  I  am  sure,  used  to 
charge  her  at  least  ten  per  cent,  more  than  any  of  the  rest  of 
his  customers,  because  she  never  found  fault.  She  was  particu- 
larly fond  of  ducks^— very  likely  from  a  sympathy  with  their 
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quiet  style  of  locomotiou ;  but  she  dbliked  haggling  about  the 
price,  and  she  abhorred  the  trouble  of  choosing  them,  so  she 
left  it  to  the  man's  conscience  to  send  what  be  pleased,  and  to 
charge  what  he  pleased.    I  declare  that  I  have  seen  upon  her 
table  such  withered,  wizened,  toad-lil&e  villains  of  half-starved 
ducks,  that  they  looked  as  if  they  had  died  of  the  hooping- 
cough.     And  if  ever  I  happened  to  say  any  thing  approaching 
to  reproach  of  the  poulterer,  Aunt  would  always  make  the  same 
reply—  "  I  don't  like  to  be  always  finding  fault."  It  was  the  same 
with  her  wine  as  it  was  with  her  pouUry^-she  used  to  fancy  that 
she  bad  port  and  sherry,  but  she  never  had  anything  belter  than 
Pontac  and  Cape  Madeira.     There  was  one  luxury  of  female  life 
which  my  aunt  never  enjoyed  —  she  never  had  the  pleasure  of 
scolding,  the  maidb.     She  once  made  the  attempt,  but  it  did  not 
succeed.     She  bad  a  splendid  set  of  Sunday  crockery,  done  in 
blue  and  gold,  and,  by  the  carelessne^  of  one  of  her  maids,  the 
,  whole  service  was  smashed  at  one  fell  swoop.     ''Now  that  is 
too  bad,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  I  really  will  tell  her  of  it."    So  I  was 
in  hopes  of  seeing  Aunt  Bridget  in  a  passion,  which  would  have 
been  as  rare  a  sight  as  an  American  aloe  in  blossom.    She  rang 
the  bell  with  most  heroic  vigour,  and  with  an  expression  of 
almost  a  determination  to  say  something  very  severe  to  fietty 
when  she  should  make  her  appearance.  Indeed,  if  the  bell-pull 
had  been  Betty,  she  might  have  heard  half  the  first  sentence  of 
a  terrible  scolding ;  but  before  Betty  could  answer  the  summons 
of  the  bell,  my  aunt  was  as  cool  as  a  turbot  at  a  tavern  dinner. 
*'  Betty,"  said  she,  "  are  they  all  broke  ?" — "  Yes,  ma'am,"  said 
Betty.    "  How  came  you  to  break  them  ?"  said  my  aunt.   "  They 
slipped  ofiT  the  tray,  ma'am,"  replied  Betty.     "  Well,  then,  be 
more  careful  another  time,"  said  my  aunt.     "  Yes,  ma'am,"  said 
Belly.    Next  morning  another  set  was  ordered.     This  was  not 
tlie  first,  second,  or  third  time  that  my  aunt's  crockery  had  come 
to  an  untimely  end.    My  aunt's  maids  had  a  rare  place  in  her 
service ;  they  had  high  life  below  stairs  in  perfection.     People 
used  to  wonder  that  she  did  not  see  how  she  was  imposed  upon ; 
bless  her  old  heart !  she  never  liked  to  see  what  she  did  not  like 
to  see,  and  so  long  as  she  could  be  quiet  she  was  happy.    She 
iA  as  a  living  emblem  of  the  Pacific  Ocean » 
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But  my  AuDt  Fidget  was  quite  another  thing.    She  only  re* 
semhled  my  Aunt  Bridget  in  one  particular,  that  is,  she  had  not 
an  ounce  of  lean  almut  her,  but  tben  she  had  no  fat  neither — 
she  was  all  slLin  and  bone ;  I  cannot  say  for  a  certainty,  but  I 
really  believe  that  she  had  no  marrow  in  in  her  booes^  she  was 
as  light  as  a  feather,  as  dry  as  a  sticlc,  and,  had  it  not  l>eeii  for 
her  pattens,  she  must  have  been  blown  away  in  windy  weather. 
As  for  quiet,  she  knew  not  the  meaning  of  the  word ;  she  was  fly- 
ing about  ftom  morning  till  night,  like  a  faggot  in  fits,  and  finding 
fault  with  every  body  and  every  thing.  Her  tongue  and  her  toes 
had  no  sinecures.     Had  she  weighed  as  many  pounds  as  my 
Aunt  Bridget  weighed  stones,  she  would  have  worn  out  half- 
a-dozen  pair  of  shoes  in  a  week.     I  don't  believe  that  Aun 
Bridget  ever  saw  the  inside  of  her  kitchen,  or  that  she  knew 
exactly  where  it  was;  but  Aunt  Fidget  was  in  all  parts  of  the 
house  at  once— she  saw  everything,  heard  everything,  remem- 
bered evei^thing,  and  scolded  about  everything^  She  w^s  not  to 
be  imposed  upon,  either  by  servants  or  tradespeople.    She  kept 
a  sharp  look-out  upon  them  all — she  knew  when  and  where  tb  go 
(O  market.    Keen  was  her  eye  for  the  turn  of  the  scale,  and  she 
took  pretty  good  care  that  the  butcher  should  not  dab  his  mutton- 
chops  too  hastily  in  the  scale-*^maklng  momentum  tell  for  weight. 
I  cannot  think  wliat  she  wanted  with  meat,  for  she  looked  as  if 
she  ate  nothing  but  raspings,  and  drank  nothing  but  vinegar. 
Her  love  of  justice  in  the  matter  of  purchasing  was  so  great,  that 
when  her  fishmonger  sent  her  home  a  pennyworth  of  sprats,  she 
sent  one  back  to  be  changed  because  it  had  but  one  eye.    She 
had  such  a  strict  inventory  of  all  her  goods  and  chattels,  that 
any  one  plundered  her  of  a  pin,  she  was  sure  to  find  it  out.    She 
would  miss  a  pea  out  of  a  peck,  and  she  once  k^t  her  esta- 
blishment np  half  the  night  to  hunt  about  for  a  bit  <^  cheese 
that  was  missing,  ^  it  was  at  last  found  in  the  mouse-trap. 
^*  You  extravagant  minx,"  said  she  to  the  maid,  '^  here  is  cheese 
enough  to  bait  three  mouse-traps;"  and  she  nearly  had  her 
fingers  snapt  off  in  her  haste  to  rescue  the  cheese  from^its  prison. 
I  used  not  to  dine  with  my  Aunt  Fidget  so  often  as  with  my 
Aunt  Bridget,  for  my  Aunt  Fidget  worried  my  very  life  out  with 
the  history  of  every  article  that  was  brought  to  table.     She 
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nonde  me  undergo  the  narration  of  all  that  she  had  said,  and 
all  that  the  hutcher  or  the  poulterer  had  said  concerning  the 
purchase  of  the  provision  ;  and  she  used  always  to  tell  me 
what  was  the  price  of  mutton  when  ^ her  mother  i^as  a  girl 
— twopence  a  pound  for  the  common  pieces,  and  twopence- 
half-penny  for  the  prime  pieces.  Moreover,  she  always  enter 
tained  me  with  an  account  of  all  her  troubles,  and  with  the  sins 
and  iniquities  of  her  abominable  servants,  whom  she  generally 
changed  once  a  month.  Indeed,  had  I  been  inclined  to  indulge 
her  with  more  of  my  company,  I  could  not  always  manage  to 
find  her  residence,  for  she  was  moving  about  from  place  to 
place,  so  that  it  was  like  playing  a  game  at  hunt-the-slipper  to 
endeavour  to  find  her.  She  once  actually  threatened  to  leave 
London  altogether,  if  she  could  not  find  some  more  agreeable  re- 
sidence than  hitherto  it  had  been  her  lot  to  meet  with.  But 
there  was  one  evil  in  my  Aunt  Fidget's  behaviour  which  dis- 
turbed me  more  than  anything  else;  she  was  always  expecting 
that  I  should  join  her  in  abusing  my  placid  Aunt  Bridget. 
Aunt  Bridget's  style  of  housekeeping  was  not,  perhaps,  quite 
the  pink  of  perfection,  but  it  was  not  for  me  to  find  fault  with 
it;  and  if  she  did  sit  still  all  day,  she  never  found  fault  with 
those  who  did  not;  she  never  said  anything  evil  of  any  of  her 
neighbours.  Aunt  Fidget  might  be  flying  about  all  day  like  a 
witch  upon  a  broom-stick,  but  Aunt  Bridget  made  no  remarks' 
on  it ;  she  let  her  fly.  The  very  sight  of-  Aunt  Fidget  was 
enough  to  pat  one  but  of  breath — she  whisked  about  from  place 
to  place  at  such  a  rapid  rate,  always  talking  at  the  rate  of  nine- 
teen to  the  dozen.  We  boys  used  to  say  of  her  that  she  never  sat 
long  enough  in  a  chair  to  warm  the  cover.  But  she  is  gone — re- 
qukscai  in  pace;  amdihsii  is  more  than  ever  she  did  in  her  lifetime. 


16 
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A  Mat'Mormimg  on  Ukirater  and  the  banks  of  Ulswater — 
€ommlogled  earth  and  heaven.  Spring  is  many-coloured  as 
Autumn;  but  Joy,  instead  of  Melancholy,  scatters  the  hues 
daily  brightening  into  greener  life,  instead  of  daily  dimming 
into  yellower  death.  The  fear  Of  Winter  then— but  now  the 
hope  of  Summer;  and  Nature  rings  with  hymns  hailing  the  vi- 
sible advent  of  the  perfect  year.  If,  for  a  moment,  the  woods 
are  silent,  it  is  but  to  burst  forth  anew  into  louder  song.  The 
rain  is  over  and  gone— but  the  showery  sky  speaks  io  the  streams 
on  a  hundred  hills ;  and  the  wide  mountain-gloom  opens  its 
heart  to  the  sunshine  that,  on  many  a  dripping  precipice,  burns 
like  fire.  Nothing  seems  inanimate.  The  very  clouds  and  their 
shadows  look  alive — the  trees,  never  dead,  are  wide-awakeued 
from  their  sleep — families  of  flowers  are  frequeoting  all  the 
dewy  places— old  walls  are  splendid  with  the  light  of  lichens — 
and  birch-crowned  clifi&,  up  among  the  coves,  send  down  their 
fine  fragrance  to  the  Lake  on  every  bolder  breath  that  whitens 
wilh  breaking  wavelets  the  blue  of  its  breezy  bosom.  Nor  mule 
the  voice  of  man.  The  shepherd  is  whooping  on  the  hill — the 
ploughman  spealiing  to  his  team  somewhere  among  the  furrows 
in  some  small  late  field  won  from  the  woods ;  and  you  hear  the 
laughter,  and  the  echoes  of  the  laughter — one  souud — of  chil- 
dren busied  iu  half-work,  half-play— for  what  ebe,  in  vernal 
sunshine,  is  the  occupation  of  young  rustic  life  ?  Tis  no  Arcadia 
—no  golden  age.  But  a  lovelier  scene— in  the  midst  of  all  its 
grandeur— is  not  in  merry  and  majestic  England— nor  did  the 
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liills  of  this  earth  ever  circumscribe  a  pleasanter  dwelling  for  a 
nobler  peasaotry,  than  those  Cumbrian  ranges  of  rocks  and  pas- 
lures,  where  the  raven  croaks  in  his  own  region,  unregarded  in 
theirs  by  the  fleecy  flocks.  How  beautiful  the  Church  tower ! 
.  On  a  knoll  not  far  from  the  shore,  and  not  high  above  tbe 
water,  reclined  two  Figures — the  obc  almost  rustic,  but  vene- 
rable in  the  simplicity  o£ old  age — the  other,  no  longer  young,  but 
still  in  the  prime  of  life — and,  though  plainly  apparelled,  in  form 
and  bearing  such  as  are  pointed  out  in  cities,  because  belonging 
to  distingubhed  men.  The  old  man  behaved  towards  him 
with  deference,  but  not  humility ;  and  between  them  two —  in 
many  things  unlike  —  it  was^ clear — even  from  their  silence — 
that  there  was  Friendship.  A  little  way  off,  and  somelittes 
almost  ruaniag,  now  up  aa4  now  down  tibeslopesaad  boUows, 
waft  a  girl  about  eight  years  old — whether  beMAifuL  or  aot  yoa 
could  not  know,  for  her  face  was  either  half-hUMcB  la  gcMe& 
hirir,  or  when  she  tossed  the  tresses  from  her  brow,  it  was  so 
bnght  la  the  suBshiae,  tbaff  you  saw  no  features,  odky  a  glean 
of  |oy.  She  was  ehid  is  russet,  like  a  cottager's  child ;  but  her 
air  spoka sweetly  of  finer,  breeding  thaa  may  be  met  with,  amomg 
those  mountaki»—4hough  natural  grace  aceompanies  there  many 
a  maiden  going  wUli  her  pitcher  to  the  well — and  gentle  bfeod 
and  old  flows  there  in  the  Tdns  of  bow  humble  men — who,  but 
for  the  deeay  of  Cafnilies  once  high,  might  hare  lived  In  haUs, 
now  dilapidated,  and  scarcely  distinguished  through  masses  of 
ivy  from  the  circumjacent  rocks ! 

The  chfld  stole  dose  behind  ber  fettier,  the  younger  of  the 
frtenda,  and  kissing  Us  cdieek,  saixl,  holding  up  same  flowrcs  she 
had  just  gathered,  ^^  Were  there  ever  such  lovely  flowers  seen 
ou  Ulswater before,  father?  I  do  not  believe  that  they  will  ever 
die.''  And  she  put  them  in  his  breast.  Not  a  smile  came  to  his 
countenaace— no  look  of  love— no  faint  recognition— no  gratl- 
tode  for  the  gift  which,  at  other  times^  might  haply  have  drawn 
a  tear.  She  stood  abashed  in  the  sternness  of  his  eyes,  which, 
though  fixed  on  her,  seemed  to  see  her  not — and  feeling  that  her 
giee  was  mistimed — for  with  such  gloom  she  was  not  unfomUtar 
•—the  child  felt  as  if  her  own  happiness  had  tieea  Mn,  tindy  re- 
tiflng  into  a  ghde  among  the  broom,  sat  down  and  wept. 
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**  Poor  wretch,  belter  far  that  she  never  had  been  born !" 

The  old  man  looked  on  his  friend  wilh  compassion,  but  with 
no  surprise;  and  only  saidj  ^^  God  will  dry  up  her  tears." 

These  few  simple  twords,  uttered  in  a  solemn  voice,  but  with- 
out one  tone  of  reproach,  seemed  somewhat  to  calm  the  other's 
trouble,  who,  first  looking  towards  the  spot  where  his  child  was 
sobbing  to  herself,  though  he  heard  it  not,  and  then  looking  up 
to  heaven,  ejaculated,  for  her  sake,  a  broken  prayer.  He  then 
would  have  fain  called  her  to  him,  in  a  gush  of  love ;  but  he 
was  ashamed  that  even  she  should  see  him  in  such  a  passion  of 
grief— and  the  old  man  went  to  her  of  his  own  accord,  and  bade 
her,  as  from  her  father,  again  to  take  her  pastime  among  the 
flowers.  Soon  was  she  dancing  in  her  happiness,  as  before ; 
and,  that  her  father  might  hear  she  was  obeying  him,  singing  a 
song. 

"  For  Qre  years  every  Sabbath  have  I  attended  divine  service 
in  your  chapel — yet  dare  I  not  call  myself  a  Christian.  I  have 
prayed  for  faith — nor,  wretch  that  I  am,  am  I  an  unbeliever. 
But  I  fear  to  fling  myself  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  God  be  mer- 
ciful to  me !" 

The  old  man  opened  not  his  lips;  for  he  fell  that  there  was 
about  to  be  made  some  confession.  Yet  he  doubted  not  that  the 
sufferer  had  been  more  sinned  against  than  sinning ;  for  the 
goodness  of  the  stranger— so  called  still,  after  five  years'  residence 
among  the  mountains — was  known  in  many  a  vale — and  the 
Pastor  knew  that  charity  coverelh  a  multitude  of  sins — and 
even^  as  a  moral  virtue,  prepares  the  heart  for  heaven.  So  sa- 
ored  a  thing  Is  solace  in  thb  woful  worhK 

They  rose — and  continued  to  walk  in  silence — but  not  apart 
^up  and  down  that  small  sylvan  enclosure  overlooked  but  by 
rocks.  The  child  saw  her  father's  distraction — no  unusual  sight 
to  her — yet,  on  each  recurrence,  as  mournful  and  fuU  of  fear  us 
if  seen  for  the  first  time— and  pretended  to  be  playing  aloof  with 
her  face  pale  in  tears. 

^*  That  child's  mother  is  not  dead.  Where  she  is  now  I  know 
not'—perhaps  in  a  foreign  country,  hiding  her  guilt  and  her 
shame.  All  say  that  a  lovelier  child  was  never  seen  than  that 
wretch— God  bless  her-^how  beautiful  is  the  poor  creature  now 
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in  her  bappiness,  singing  over  her  flowers  I  Just  such  amotlier 
must  have  been  her  mother  at  her  age-»-sbe  who  is  now  an  out- 
cast and  an  adultevcss," 

The  pastor  turned  away  his  Dice,  for,  in  the  silence,  ht  heard 
groans,  and  the  bellow  voke  again  spoke:-* 

^^  Through  many  dismal  days  and  nights  have  I  slriwn  to  for- 
give her,  hist  never,  for  many  hours  together,  have  I  been  en- 
abled to  repeiTt  my  curse.  For  on  my  knees  I  tmplored  God  to 
corse  her— her  headr-her  eyes— her  breast— her  body — mind, 
heart,  and  soul— and  that  she  might  go  down  a  loathsome  leper 
to  the  grave." 

'^Remember what  He  saki  to>  the  wemafi'— 'Go  and  sin  no 


more 


!»»» 


*' The  words  have  haunted  me^aU  up  and  down  the  hilt9 — bis 
words  and  mine — but  mine  have  always  sounded  likt-r  justice  at 
last-<4br  my  nature  was  created  human— and  hutnan  are  aH  the 
passHMis  that  prooonnced  that  holy  or  unholy  curse  l" 

'^¥et  you  would  not  curse  her  now— were  she  lylng^  hereal 
your  feet— or  if  you  were  standing  by  her  death^bed?'" 

"  Lying  here  at  my  feet !  Even  here— on  that  very  spot— not 
bkisted,  bu-t  green  through  all  the  year— within  the  shelter  of 
those  two  rocks— ^e  did  lie  at  my  feet  in  her  beauty — and,  as 
I  thought  her,  innocence  —  my  own  happy  bride  !  Hither  I 
brought  her  to  be  blest— and  blest  I  was  even  up  to  the  mea- 
sure of  my  misery'.  This  world  is  heH  to  me  now— but  ^en  it 
was  heaven  !**  ' 

''^  Tliese  awful  names  are  of  the  my'Steries  beyond  the  grave/' 

"Hear  roe.  and  judge.  Sl>e  was  an  orphan  ;^  aH  her  fiitherV 
and  mother^s  relations  were  dead  but  a  ^w,  who  were  very  poor. 
I  married  her,  and  secured  her  ttfie  against  this  heartless  and 
wicked  world.  That  child  was  born— and  while  it  grew  like  a 
flower— she  left  It— and  its  flrtheF— me  who  loved  bee  beyond 
light  and  hfi&,  and  would  have  given  up  both  for  her  sake;" 

"  And  have  you  not  yet  found  heart  to  forgive  her*— miserable 
as  she  needs  must  be — seeing  she  has  been  a  great  sinner?" 

"  Who  forgives  ?  The  father  his  profligate  son,  or  disobedient 
daughter  ?  No ;  he  difiinherits  hie  first-born,  and  sufif^s  htm  to 
perish,  perhaps  by  an  ignominious  death.     He  leaves  his  only 
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daugfafter  to  drag  out  her  days  in  penury— a  widowith  or- 
pliaus.  The  .world  condemns,  but  is  silent ;  he  goes  to  eharch 
every  Sabbath,  but  no  preacher  denounces  puntshment  on  the 
vinreleirUng,  the  uaforgiTiog  parent.  Yet  h«w  easily  imgfat  he 
have  taken  thani  both  back  to  his  heart,  and  lored  them  better 
than  ever !  But  she  poisoned  my  cwp  of  life  when  it  seemed  to 
overflow  with  heaven.  Had  God  dashed  it  from  my  lips,  I 
could  have  borne  my  doom.  But  with  her  own  hand,  which  I 
had  clasped  at  the  altar— and  with  our  Lncy  at  her  l^nees-- 
she  gave  me  that  loathsome  draught  of  shame  and  sorrow^;  ->i 
dranli  it  to  the  dregS"- and  it  is  burning  all  through  my  being — 
now-^as  a  it  bad  been  hell-fire  from  the  iKinds  of  a  fiend  in  the 
shape  of  an  angel.  In  what  page  of  the  Plew  Testament  am  I 
told  to  forgive  her  ?  Let  me  see  the  verse— and  then  ^all  I 
know  that  Gbristiamty  is  an  imfK)stnre;  for  the  voice  of  God 
irithin  me— the  conscience,  whkli  is- his-  still  small  voice— comf- 
mands  me  never  from  my  memory  (o  obliterate  that  curse  ^never 
to  forgive  her  and  her  wickedness— not  even  i^  we  should  see 
each  otlicr's  shadows  iaafature  state,  after  the  day  ctf  jndgroentr." 
His  countenance  grew  ghastly^-^aod,  staggering  to  a  slone,  he 
sat  down,  and  eyed  the  skies  with  a  vacant  stare,  like  a  man 
whom  dreams  carry  about  in  his  sleep.  His  face  was  like  ashes 
—and  he  gasped  like  one  about  to  foil  into  a  fit.  ^'  Bring  rae 
water,"— andi  the  old  ma«  motioned  to  the  child)  who^  giving 
ear  to  him  for  a  moment,  flew  away  to  the  Lake  side  with  am 
urn  she  had  brought  with  her  for  her  flowersy  and  held  it  to  tier 
father's Hps.  His  eyes  saw  it  not;— llierc'was  her  sweet  pale  fhee 
all  wet  witfc  tears^— almost  touching  his  own  —  her  innocent 
mou4h  breathi«g  that  pure  balm  that  seems  to  a  father's^  soulr  to 
be  inhaled  from  the  sinless  spirit  of  Love.  He  took  her  into  hi& 
bosom— and  kissed  ker  dewy  eyes— and  begged  her  to  cease  her 
sobbing— to  smile — to  laugh— to  sing— to  donee  away  into  tlte 
sunshine— /a  be  happy  ;  andliUcy  afraid,  not  of  her  father,  but 
of  his  kindness — for  the  simple  creature  was  not  alrle  to  under- 
stand his  wild  utteranee  of  blessings— returned  to  the  glade,  but 
not  to  her  pastime,  and,  couching  like  a  fawn  among  the  fern, 
kept  her  eyes  on  her  fother,  and  left  her  flowers  to  fade  un- 
heeded beside  her  empty  urn.  * 
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"  nQiQtellig;ible  mystery  of  wickedness  !  That  child  was  just 
three  years  old  the  very  day  it  was  forsaken — she  abandoned  It 
and  me  on  its  birth-day !  Twice  had  that  day  been  observed  by 
us — as  the  sweetest — the  most  sacred  of  holidays — and  now  that 
it  had  again  come  round — but  I  not  present— for  I  was  on  fo- 
reign service — thus  did  she  observe  it — ^and  disappeared  with 
her  paramour.  It  so  happened  that  we  went  that  day  into  ac- 
tion— and  I  committed  her  and  our  child  to  the  mercy  of  God  in 
fervent  prayers— for  love  made  me  religions — and  for  their  sakes 
I  feared  though  I  shunned  not  death.  I  lay  all  night  among  the 
wounded  on  the  field  of  battle— and  it  was  a  severe  frost.  Pain 
kept  me  from  sleep,  but  I  saw  them  as  distinctly  as  in  a  dream 
—the  mother  lying  with  her  child  in  h^  bosom  in  our  own  bed. 
Was  not  that  vision  mockery  enough  to  drive  me  mad  ?  After  a 
few  weeks  a  letter  came  to  me  from  herself— and  I  kissed  it  and 
pressed  it  to  my  heart-— for  no  black  seal  was  there — and  I  knew 
that  our  Lucy  was  alive.  No  meaning  for  a  while  seemed  to  be 
in  the  words— and  then  they  began  to  blacken  into  ghastly  cha- 
racters—till,  at  last,  I  gathered,  from  the  horrid  revelation,  that 
she  was  sunk  in  sin  and  shame,  steeped  in  the  utmost  pollution 
of  unimaginable  guilt. 

*'  A  friend  was  with  me — -iind  I  gave  it  him  to  read — for  in 
my  anguish,  at  first,  I  felt  no^ shame— and  I  watched  his  face  as 
he  read  it,  that  I  might  see  corroboration  of  the  incredible  truth, 
which  continued  to  look  like  falsehood,  even  while  it  pierced 
my  heart  with  agonising  pangs.  '  It  may  !>e  a  forgery,'  was  all 
he  could  utter— after  long  agitation ;  but  the  shape  of  each  letter 
was  too  familiar  to  my  eyes  —  the  way  in  which  the  paper  was 
folded — and  I  knew  my  doom  was  sealed.  Hours  must  have 
passed,  for  the  room  grew  dark  —  and  I  asked  him  to  leave  me 
for  the  night.  He  kissed  my  forehead — for  we  had  been  as  bro- 
thers. I  saw  him  next  morning — dead — cut  nearly  in  two — yet 
had  he  left  a  paper  for  mc,  written  an  hour  before  he  fell,  so 
filled  with  holiest  friendship,  that  oh !  how,  even  in  my  agony, 
I  wept  for  him,  now  but  a  lump  of  cold  clay  and  blood,  and  en- 
vied him,  at  the  same  time,  a  soldier's  grave ! 

'^.Wretched  coward  that  I  was  to  outlive  that  night !  But  my 
mind  was  weak  from  great  ioss  of  blood— and  the  blow  so 
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Stunned  roe,  that  I  had  not  strength  of  resolution  to  die.    I 
might  have  torn  off  the  bandages,  for  nobody  watehed  me— land 
my  wounds  were  thonght  niortal.     Bat  the  love  of  llfie  had  not 
wetlcd  out  with  all  those  vital  streams ;  and  as  I  beg;an  to  re-^ 
cover,  another  passion  tooli  possession  of  me— and  I  vowed  that 
there  should  l)e  atonement  and  revenge.    I  was  not  obscure.    My 
dishonour  was  known  throttgh  the  whole  army.    Not  a  tent-* 
not  a  hut — in  which  my  name  was  not  bandied  about— a  jest  in 
the  mouths  of  profligate  poltroons— pronounced  with  pity  by  tlie 
compassionate  brave.    I  had  commanded  my  men  with  pride. 
No  need  had  I  ever  had  to  be  ashamed  when  I  loolied  on  our 
colours,  but  no  wretch  led  out  to  execution  for  desertion  or  cow- 
ardice ever  shrunk  from  the  sun,  and  from  the  sight  of  human 
faces  arrayed  around  him,  with  more  shame  and  horror  than  did 
I  when,  on  my  way  to  a  transport,  I  came  suddenly  on  my  own 
corps,  marching  to^  music  as  if  they  were  taking  up  a  position  in 
the  line  of  battle — as  they  had  often  done  with  me  at  their  head — 
all  sternly  silent  before  an  approaching  storm  of  fire.     What 
brought  them  there  ?    To  do  me  honour!    Me,  smeared  with 
infamy — and  ashamed  to  lift  my  eyes  from  the  mire.    Honooir 
had  been  the  idol  1  worshipped — alas !  too,  too  passionately  far 
— and!  now  I  lay  in  my  IHter  like  a  slave  sold  to  stripes — and 
heard — as  if  a  legion  of  demons  were  mocking  me — ^loud  and 
long  huzzas;  and  then  a  confused  n^urmur  of  blessings  on  our 
noble  commander,  so  they  called  me— me,  despicable  in  my  own 
esteem— scorned — ^insulted — forsaken — me,  who  could  not  bind 
to  mine  the  bosom  that  for  years  had  touched  it^ — Wretch  so  poor 
in  power  orer  a  woman's  heart,  that  no  sooner  had  I  left  her  to 
her  own  thoughts  than  she  felt  that  she  had  never  loved  me, 
and  opening  her  fair  breast  to  a  new-born  bliss,  sacrificed  me 
without  remorse — nor  could  bear  to  think  of  me  any  more  as  her 
husband— not  even  for  sake  of  that  child  whom  I  knew  she 
loved — ^for  no  hypocrite  was  she  there — and  oh  !  lost  creature 
though  she  was — even  now  I  wonder  over  that  unaccountable 
desertion— and  much  she  must  have  suffered  from  the  image  of 
that  small  bed,  beside  which  she  used  to  sit  for  hours  perfectly 
happy  from  the  sight  of  that  f5ace,  which  I  too  so  often  blessed  in 
her  hearing,  because  It  was  so  like  her  own !    Where  is  my 
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child  ?  Have  I  frightened  her  away  into  the  wood  by  my  un- 
fatherly  looks?  She  too  will  come  to  hale  me — oh!  see  yonder 
her  face  and  her  figure,  like  a  fairy's,  gliding  through  among 
the  broom !  Sorrow  has  no  business  with  her — nor  she  with 
sorrow.  Yet— even  her  how  often  have  I  made  weep !  All  the 
unhappiness  she  has  ever  known— has  all  come  from  me  ;  and 
would  I  but  let  her  alone  to  herself  in  her  affeclionate  innocence 
— the  smile  that  always  lies  on  her  face  when  she  is  asleep  would 
remain  there-^only  brighter — all  the  time  her  eyes  are  awake; 
but  I  dash  it  away  by  my  unhallowed  harshness,  and  people 
looking  on  her  in  her  trouble,  wonder  to  think  how  sad  can  be 
the  countenance  even  of  a  little  child!  O  God  of  mercy!  what 
if  she  were  to  die  V 

'*  She  will  not  die — she  will  live,"  said  the  pitying  pastor — 
"  and  many  happy  years — my  son^are  yet  in  store  even  for  you 
—sorely  as  you  have  been  tried — for  it  is  not  in  nature  that  your 
wretchedness  can  endure  for  ever.  She  is  in  herself  all-suflicient 
for  a  father's  happiness.  You  prayed  just  now  that  the  God  of 
Mercy  would  spare  her  life — and  has  he  not  spared  it?  Tender 
flower  as  she  seems,  yetjiow  full  of  life?  Let  not  then  your  gra- 
titude to  Heaven  be  barren  in  your  heart — but  let  it  produce 
Ihere  resignation,—- if  need  be,  contrition,.— and,  above  all^.  for- 
giveness." 

''  Yes !  I  had  a  hope  to  live  for — mangled  as  I  was^  in  body, 
and  racked  in  mind — a  hope  that  was  a  faith — and  bitter-sweet 
it  was  in  imagined  foretaste  of  fruition — the  hope  and  the  faith 
of  revenge.  I  found  him  out ; — there  he  was  before  me — in  all 
that  beauty  by  women  so  beloved — graceful  as  Apollo — and  with 
a  haughty  air,  as  if  proud  of  an  achievement  that  adorned  his 
name,  he  saluted  me — her  husband-^on  the  field, — and  let  the 
wind  play  with  his  raven  tresses— his  curled  loVe-locks— and 
then  presented  himself  to  my  aim  in  an  attitude  a  statuary  would 
have  admired.     I  shot  him  through  the  heart !" 

'I'he  good  old  man  heard  the  dreadful  words  with  a  shud* 
der— yet  they  had  come  to  his  eara  not  unexpectedly,  for  the 
speaker's  aspect  had  gradually  been  growing  black  'with  wrath, 
long  before  he  ended  in  an  avowal  of  murder.  Nor,  on  ceasing 
his  wild  words  and  distracted  demeanour,  did  it  seem  that  his 
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heart  iras  touched  with  any  remorse.  His  eyes  retained  their 
savage  glare— his  teeth  were  clenched— and  he  feasted  on  his 
crime. 

<<  Nothing  but  a  full  fiiilh  in  Divine  Revelation,"  solemnly 
said  his  aged  friend,  '<  can  subdue  the  evil  passions  of  our  na- 
ture, or  enable  conscience  itself  to  see  and  repent  of  sin.  Your 
-wrongs  were  indeed  great— but  without  a  change  wrought  in 

your  spirit " 

''  Who  dares  to  condemn  the  deed !  He  deserved  death— and 
whence  was  doom  to  come  but  from  me,  the  Avenger  ?  I  took 
his  life — but  once  I.saved  it.  I  bore  him  from  the  battlements 
of  a  fort  stormed  in  vain— after  we  had  tfU  been  blown  up  by 
the  springing  of  a  mine;  and  from  bayonets  that  had  drunk  my 
blood  as  well  as  his— and  his  widowed  mother  blessed  me  as  the 
saviour  of  her  son.  I  told  my  wife  to  receive  him  as  a  brother 
—and  for  my  sake  to  feel  towards  him  a  sister's iovc.  True,  he 
was  younger  by  some  years  than  me— and  God  had  given  him 
pernicious  beauty— and  she  was  young,  too— oh!  the  brightest 
of  all  mortal  creatures.'"  Here,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands, 
he  wept  like  a  child.  .        ^ 

"  Oh  !  cruel— cruel  was  her  conduct  to  me— yet  what  has 
mine  been  to  her— for  so  many  years !  I  could  not  tear  her  image 
from  my  memory— not  an  hour  has  it  ceased  to  haunt  me— since 
I  came  among  these  mountains,  her  ghost  is  for  ever  at  my  side. 
Sometimes  —  beautiful  as  on  our  marriage  day— all  in  purest 
white,— adorned  with  flowei^— it  wreathes  its  arms  around  my 
neck — and  offers  its  mouth  to  my  kisses— and  then  all  at  once  is 
changed  into  9  leering  wretch,  retaining  a  likeness  of  my  bride 
—then  into  a  corpse.  And  perhaps  she  is  dead — dead  of  cold 
and  hunger — she  whom  I  cherished  in  all  luxury — whose  deli* 
cate  frame  seemed  to  bring  round  Itself  all  the  purest  air  and 
sweetest  sunshine— she  may  have  expired  in  the  very  mire — and 
her  body  been  huddled  into  some  hole  called  a  pauper's  grave. 
And  I  have  suffered  all  this  to  happen  her !  Or  have  I  suffered  ' 
her  to  become  one  of  the  miserable  multitude  who  support  hated 
and' hateful  life  by  prostitution ?  Black  washer  crime — yet  hard- 
ly did  she  deserve  to  be  one  of  that  howling  crew — she  whose 
voice  was  once  so  sweet,  her  eyes  so  pure — and  her  soul  so  in- 
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oooent — for  up  to  the  hour  I  parted  with  her  weqi^ng,  no  evil 
'  thought  had  ever  beeo  hers  — then  why,  ye  eternal  Hemwems ! 
why  fell  she  from  that  sphere  where  she  shone  like  a  star  ?  O 
wicked— most  wiclwd!  Yet  He  who  judges  the  hearts  of  his 
creatures,  knows  that  I  haye  a  thousand  and  a  thoufiand  times 
forgiven  her,  but  that  a  chasm  lay  iKtween  us,  from  which,  the 
nomenl  that  I  came  to  its  brink,  a  voice  drove  me  back — I  know 
not  whether  of  a  good  or  evil  spirit — and  bade  me  leave  her  to 
her  fate.  But  she  mQst  be  dead — ^and  needs  not  now  my  tears. 
O  friend!  judge  me  not  too  sternly ^from  this  my  c^iiession ; 
for  all  my  wild  words  have  imperfectly  expressed  to  yon  but 
parts  of  my  miserable  being^and  if  X  could  lay  it  all  before  you, 
you  would  pity  me  perhaps  as  much  as  coodemn — for  my  worst 
passkins  only  have  now  found  utterance— all  my  better  feelings 
will  not  return  nor  Mde  for  words-*even  I  myself  hav«  for- 
gotten  them;  but  your  pitying  face  seems  to  say,  that  they  will 
b^  remembered  at  the  Throne  of  Mercy.  I  forgive  her," — And 
with  these  words  he  fell  down  on  h\s  knees,  and  prayed  too  for 
pardon  to  his  own  sins.  The  old  man  encouraged  him  do{  to 
despair— it  needed  but  a  motion  of  his  hand  to  bring  the  child 
from  her  couch  in  the  covert,  and  Lucy  was" folded  to  her  father's 
heart.    The  forgiveness  was  felt  toJ>e  holy  in  that  embrace. 

The  day  had  brightened  up  into  more  perfect  beauty— *and 
showers  were  sporting  With  sunshine  on  the  blue  air  of  Spring, 
The  sky  showed  something  lilLe  a  rainbow — and  the  Lake,  in 
some  parts  quite  still,  and  in  some  breezy,  contained  at  onoe 
shadowy  fragments  of  wood,  and  rock,  and  waves  that  would 
hare  murmured  round  the  prow  of  pleasure-boat  suddenly 
hoisting  a  saiL  And  such  a  very  boat  appeared  round  a  pro- 
montory that  stretched  no  great  way  into  the  water,  and  formed 
with  a  crescent  of  low  meadow-land  a  bay  that  was  the  first  to 
feel  the  wind  coming  down  Glencc^n.  The  boatman  was  row- 
iog  heedlessly  along,  when  a  sudden  squall  struck  the  sail,  and 
in  an  instant  the  skiff  was  upset  and  went  dowu.  No  shrieks 
were  heard— and  the  boatman  swam  ashore — but  a  figure  was 
seen  struggling  w-bere  the  sail  disappeared — and  starting  from 
his  knees,  he,  who  knew  not  fear,  plunged  into  the  Lake,  and 
after  desperate  exertions  brought  the  drowned  creature  to  the 
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j^<i&<-a  SemHe  fue^kuly  atUF«d«**«eeiuiug1y  a  sli^ipger— hi»u1  so.at- 
Utnuatjcd  that  U  W9^  plajin  ^  oanstt  bfiLV^  h(^»'m  a  4ystfig  Mai^, 
a^fi  bad  she  not  thus  perishi^  in^ould  have  had  l>iii.few  days  to 
live.  The  hair  was  grey-^hut  4he  face,  though  withered,  vas  uot 
old— and  as  she  iay  on  the  greensward,  the  Centures  were  iieau* 
ti£«l*as  well  as  calm  la  the  sunshine. 

He  stood  over  her  awh|jje«^as  If  struck  reaMoidesfr^aiid  then 
JuaeeUug  beside  the  body,  diissed  its  hps  and  ey.es-*and  said  only ' 
"It  is  Lucy !" 

The  <dd  ma^  was  dose  by— rand  so  was  thai  child.  They  too 
kaeU^-oand  the  passion  of  the  mowner  held  him  dumb,  with  his 
face  close  to  the  face  of  death-ghastly  its  glare  beside  the  sleep 
-that  knows  no  waking,  and  is  forsaken  by  all  dreams.  He  opcn- 
.ed  the  bosom--<-wasted  to  the  boue<-rin  the  idle  thought  that  she 
might  yet  breathe— and  a  paper  dropt.out  into  his  hand,  which 
he  read  aloud  to  himself-^unconscious  that  any  one  was  near. 
"I  am  fast  dying — and  desire  to  die  at  your  feet.  Perhaps  you 
will  spurn  me — it  is  right  you  should^— but  you  will  see  how 
sorrow  has  killed  the  wicked  wretch  who  was  once  your  wife. 
I  have  lived  in  humble  servitude  for  five  years — and  have  suffer- 
ed great  hardships.  I  think  I  am  a  penitent — and  have  been 
told  by  religious  persons  Di^t  I  may  hope  for  pardon  from  Hea- 
ven. Oh !  that  you  would  forgive  me  too !  and  let  me  have  one 
look  at  little  Lucy — our  Lucy  !'* 

"Not  thus  could  I  have  kissed  thy  lips — Lucy — had  they  been 
red  with  life.  White  are  they^and  white  must  they  long  have 
been  !  No  pollution  on  them — nor  on  that  poor  bosom  now ! 
Contrite  tears  had  long  since  washed  out  thy  sin!  A  feeble 
hand  traced  these  lines  —  and  in  them  a  humble  heart  said 
nothing  but  God's  truth.  Child— behold  your  mother.  Art  thou 
afraid  to  touch  the  dead  ?" 

"No — father — I  am  not  afraid  to  kiss  her  lips — as  you  did  now* 
Sometimes,  when  you  thought  me  asleep,  I  have  heard  you 
praying  for  my  mother." 

"Oh!  child!  cease— cease — or  my  heart  will  burst.** 

People  began  to  gather  about  the  body — ^but  awe  kept  Ihen^ 
aloof;  and  as  for  removing  it  to  a  house,  none  who  saw  it  but 
knew  such  care  would  have  been  vain,  for  doubt  there  could  be 
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none  thai  there  lay  death.  So  the  groups  remahied  for  a  while 
at  a  difttance— even  the  old  pastor  went  a  good  many  paces  apart ; 
and  under  the  shadow  of  that  tree  the  father  and  child  composed 
her  limbs  and  closed  her  eyes,  and  continued  to  sit  beside  her 
«as  stiU  as  if  they  had  been  watching  over  one  asleep. 

That  death  was  seen  by  all  to  be  a  strange  calamity  to  him 
who  had  lived  long  among  them — had  adopted  many  of  their 
cuatoms— and  was  even  as  one  of  themselves— so  it  seemed — 
in  the  familiar  intercourse  of  man  with  man.  Some  dim  notion 
that  this  was  the  dead  body  of  his  wife  was  entertained  by  maby, 
they  knew  not  why ;  and  their  clergyman  felt  that  then  there 
needed  to  be  neither  concealment  nor  avowal  of  the  truth.  So 
in  solemn  sympathy  tbey  approached  the  body  and  its  watchers ; 
a  bier  had  been  prepared ;  and  walking  at  the  head,  as  if  it  had 
been  a  funeral,  the  father  of  little  Lucy,  holding  her  hand, 
silently  directed  the  procession  towards  his  own  house. 
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At  La  Bruca,  a  romantic  village  situated  between  the  cities  of 
Syracuse  and  Catania,  stands  the  baronial  residence  of  the  Dukes 
of  La  Bruca,  a  magnificent  old  edifice,  which,  about  fifty  years 
since,  was  the  scene  of  the  tragic  event  I  am  about  to  relate. 
The  duke,  its  proprietor  at  the  time,  had  an  only  daughter,  of 
about  eighteen  years  of  age,  possessed  of  unusual  beauty  and  ac- 
complishments ;  these,  and  the  large  property  to  whidt  she  was 
heiress,  made  her  hand  eagerly  sought  after  by  almost  all  the 
young  men  of  family,  whose  birth  and  fortune  could  entitle 
them  to  the  honour  of  so  high  an  alliance.  From  amongst  these 
her  father  would  gladly  have  permitted  her  to  select  a  suitable 
compani^*  But  her  affections  were  inalienably  engaged  by  the 
second  son  of  Count  Rizzari,  of  Catania,  an  intimate  friend  of 
the  duke.  The  favoured  lover  was  about  the  same  age  as  the 
young  lady,  and  had,  ever  since  her  recollection,  been  the  com- 
panion of  her  childhood.  A  cadet,  with  little  or  no  fortune, 
was  a  match  to  which,  if  there  bad  been  no  other  obstacle,  the 
pride  of  the  duke  would  never  have  consented;  there  was, 
moreover,  the  further  impediment^  that  the  young  man  was  in- 
tended for  the  church,  and,  consequently,  destined  to  celibdcy. 
The  cause  of  the  lady's  aversion  to  her  other  suitors  was  soon 
evident  to  both  families,  who  were  equally  anxious  to  put  a  pe- 
riod to  inclinations  likely,  if  unchecked,  to  terminate  in  the  mi- 
sery of  both  parties.  The  count  resolved,  to  remove  his  son  from 
a  spot  where,  enchained  by  early  associations,  and  excited  by  the 
continual  presence  of  the  beloved  object,  there  seemed  but  little 
probability  of  hb  overcoming  his  misplaced  passion. 
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Young  lUzzari  was  accordingly  sent  to  Rome,  in  order  at  once 
to  finish  his  studies,  and  obtain  the  advantage  of  an  introduc- 
tion to  individuals  of  ranlL  and  inffoence  in  the  church.  An 
ecclesiastical  life  was  not  Rizzari's  natural  vocation,  and  he  re- 
solved, internally,  not  to  embrace  it,  trusting  to  chance  and  lime 
for  the  birth  of  some  event  favourable  to  his  hope»  and  passion. 
Indeed,  it  soon  proved  so,  beyond  what  his  most  sanguine  ex- 
pectations had  led  him  to  anticipate.  Hift  elder  brother,  who  had 
married  subsequently  to  his  departure^  died,  unexpectedly,  with- 
out issue,  a  few  months  afterwards.  Though  really  attached  to 
his  brother,  the  vast  change  in  his  circumstances  and  prospects 
prevented  his  feeling  the  loss  so  acutely  as  would  otherwise  have 
been  natural.  On  receiving  a  summons  to  attend  bis  afflicted 
parents,  he  lost  not  a  moment,  as  may  be  imagined,  in  returi^ng 
to  Sicily.  The  heirs  of  families  of  distiuctioii  are  never  per- 
mitted to  enter  either  the  military  or  ecolesiastical  professions, 
and,  in  the  event  of  the  younger  brother**  sucoeeding  to  the  pro- 
spect of  tho  paternal  inheritance,  the  vows,  if  token,  are  usually 
dispensed  with  by  the  court  of  Rome.  The  young  count  thus 
saw,  in  an  instant,  both  impediments  te  bis  marriage  uaexpect* 
edly  removed^  Eiis  father,  at  his  solicitation,  soon  proposed  to 
his  friend  the  duke  the  union  of  the  tWo  families  in  the  persons 
of  thdr  respective  heirs ;  an  offer  which'  was  accepted  With  plea- 
sure by  the  duke,  and  with  delight  by  bis  daughter. 

An  early  day  was  appointed  for  the  nuptial  ceremony,  which 
the  duke  determined  should  be  celebrated  at  his  feudal  re^dence 
at  La  Bruca.  Invitations  were  issued  to  all  the  nobility  of  the 
neighbourhood  for  many  niies  round.  Of  such  extent  were  the 
preparations,  that  a  fete  so  magnificent  as  that  intended  had  not 
been  heard  of  for  many  years*  The  whole  country  was  in  mo- 
tion. Gongratttiations  poured  in  from  every  qpiarler,  and  all 
seemed  interested  in  the  happiness  of  the  young  couple.  Bat 
there  was  one  person,  the  Gavaliene  '  [at  the  request  of 
the  friend  who  l&ivoured  me  with  the  aneiJdote  I  suppress  his 
name,  that  of  a  noble  family  at  present  existing  in  splendour  in 
Catania],  who  did  not  participate  in  the  joy  and  satisfaction  nia- 
nifested  by  others.  This  individual,  who  was  remarkable  for  his 
wealth,  his  acGompUshmenlB,  and  his  handsome  person,  though 
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Still  in  the  flower  of  life,  was  of  an  age  which  doubled  Ihat  of 
the  intended  bride  of  the  young  count.  One  of  her  most  im- 
passioned admirers,  he  had,  duiing  the  residence  of  Rizzari  at 
i\ome,  made  proposals  to  her  father.  His  family  and  wealth 
sufficiently  recommended  him  to  the  duke,  but,  having  pre- 
vented his  daughter  from  choosing  the  object  of  her  affections, 
he  resolved,  at  least,  not  to  force  on  her  a  match  disagreeable  to 
herself,  and,  therefore,  whilst  he  testified  his  own  readiness  to 
accept  the  offer,  referred  the  cavaliere  to  bis  daughter  for  a  final 
answer.  She  at  once  gave  him  a  negative  so  decided,  as  to  have 
extinguished  hope  in  any  bosom  smitten  by  a  passion  less  con- 
suming and  uncontrollable  than  that  of  the  cavaliere.  Unde- 
terred by  refusal,  he  continued  to  press  his  suit  with  an  impor- 
tunity, and  even  violence,  which,  instead  of  removing  difficul- 
ties, soon  heightened  indifference  into  aversion ;  yet,  calculating 
on  the  apparent  impossibility  of  her  being  united  to  the  object 
of  her  early  flame,  he  relied  on  time  and  absence  for  obliterating 
from  her  heart  the  impression  made  on  it  by  young  Rizzari,  and 
assiduously  persevered  in  his  unwelcome  attentions.  Great, 
then,  was  his  rage  and  disappointment  at  the  death  of  the  eldei* 
Rizzari ;  and  the  arrival^  proposal,  and  acceptance  of  the  younger 
as  the  husband  of  the  lady,  whom  self-love  had  persuaded  him 
was,  sooner  or  latel*,  destined  to  be  his  own.  Tortured  at  once 
by  all  the  pangs  of  an  unrequited  passion,  and  by  a  devouring 
jealousy,  proud  and  vindictive  by  nature,  even  beyond  the  wont 
of  Sicilians  of  rank,  the  favoured  lover  became  the  object  of  a 
hatred  too  deadly  to  be  depicted  by  language,  and  the  cavaliere 
was  heard  to  threaten  a  vengeance  as  terrible  as  were  the  bad 
passions  which  raged  with  such  irresistible  sway  in  his  own 
guilty  breast. 

Soon  after  the  acceptance  of  Rizzari  the  cavaliere  disappeared 
from  Catania  ;  some  said  he  had  retired  to  one  of  his  villas  in 
the  neighbourhood,  others  that  he  had  gone  abroad ;  in  fact,  no 
one  knew  wluther  he  had  betaken  himself.  The  happiness  of 
the  lovers  left  them  little  time  to  think  of  the  cavaliere,  and 
their  fancied  security  did  not  permit  them,  for  a  moment,  to 
fear,  or  even  dream  of,  the  effects  of  his  disappointment  or  re-^ 
sentment. 
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The  happy  day  at  length  came  t  the  niarviiige  was  celebrated 
hi  the  Tillage  chapel,  which  waa  thronged  to  excess  hy  rich  dud 
poor,  noble  and  peasdnl.  At  Ihe  very  moment  whttn  the  earap* 
tured  bridegroom  pkced  the  emblematic  drcte  on  the  slender 
finger  of  his  lovely  bride,  a  conVemptueaA  and  diseerdant  laugh,. 
80  loud,  S6  long,  and  so  strange  in  it^  expression^  that  ft  resem- 
bled rattier  that  of  a  fiend  than  that  of  a  human  being,  was 
heard  fer  above  the  hum  and  murmur  of  the  assemblage  in  the 
chapel.  Such  eirlraordlnary  rudeness  instantly  drew  the  atten- 
tion of  all  present;  bwt,  to  their  astonishment,  ahhough  the 
ominous  peal  stUI  continued,  it  was  imposstbte  to  ascertain  the 
individual  firom  whom  it  proceeded.  When  it  at  length  ceased, 
the  ceremony  continued,  and  the  affront,  if  it  was  meant  for  one,, 
was  soon  forgotten  in  the  suceessioh  of  circumstanees  of  a  more 
agreeable  nature. 

Evei*y  room  in  the  superb  oW  mansion,  the  bridal  chamber 
excepted,  was  thrown  open  to  the  assembled  hundreds :  neither 
expense  nor  labour  had  been  spared  that  cotitdln  any  way  add 
to  the  luxury  and  magnificence  of  the  occasion.  The  tables 
groaned  6eneath  the  innumerable  delicacies  placed  befere  the 
noble  company,  who  were  entertained  in  the  vast  hall  of  the 
chateau ;  and  ample  supplier  gladdened  the  peasants  and  de- 
pendants of  both  houses,,  who  were  feasted  on  the  fewns  and^ 
gardens  before  the  pafeee.  The  bnnqueting  at  length  ceased. 
The  villa  and  the  grounds  were  alrke  splendlcdy  IlkimiiMited^ 
and,  soon  after  nightfall,  daudng  commenced  bbth  withm  and 
without  the  building. 

The  bride,  whose  present  felicity  was  so<  greatly  in  contrast 
with  her  late,  expectations,  was  observed  to  be  in  remarkably 
high  spirits,  making  no  affectation  of  concealing  the  happiness^ 
which  pervaded  her.  After  the  ball  had  continued  for  some 
time,  and  all  breathed  satisfaction  and  pleasure,  two  persons,., 
masked,  and  dressed  in  the  coM:ume  of  peasants  of  the  country,, 
entered  the  principal  saloon,  and  Instanrly  began  dancing, 
throwing  themselves,  with  garkinds^  which  they  held  in  their 
hands,  into  a  variety  o£  altitudes  r  it  was  observed  that  they 
both  acquitted  themselves  surpri^ngly  well,  but  one,  ft*om  the 
contour  of  figure  and  lightness  of  movement,,  was  suspected^. 
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though  bo'th  were  dressed  lo  male  attire,  to  be  a  ^omarn.  It  is 
requisite  to  remark  that  the  ball  was  not  hi  mask,  and  that  it  is 
customary  in  Italy  and  Sicily  for  masks,  when  they  johi  a  com- 
pany, to  make  themselves  known  to  the  master  of  the  house,  as 
a  security  against  the  introduction  of  improper  or  unwelcome 
persons.  This'  etiquette  was  not  observed  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, but  the  masks  entering  with  gestures  expressive  of  a  re- 
quest for  admission,  they  were  received  without  difficulty,  it 
being  probably  looked  upon  as  some  device  for  adding  to  the 
amusement  of  the  party.  Their  performance  exciting  the  admi- 
ration of  the  company,  the  grace  and  ease  of  their  moi^ements 
became  thfe  subject  of  conversation.  It  then  appearing  that  they 
were  unknown,  some  of  the  guests,  curtous  to  discover  them, 
hinted  that  it  was  lim«  that  theyshotild  unmask,  \n  order  to 
take  some  refreshment ;  this  they,  with  signs — for  they  spoke 
not — at  fitst  declined,  but  being  pressed,  signified  in  the  same 
manner  that  they  would  only  discover  themselves  to  the  master 
of  the  house.  The  bridegroom  was  accordingly  called  from  the 
side  of  his  bride  for  the  purpose.  Good-himiou redly  joining  his 
friends  in  soliciting  the  strangers  to  make  themselves  known, 
they  gave  him  to  understand,  always  in  pantomime,,  that  since 
such  was  his  desire,  tlicy  were  willing  to  gratify  him,  and  that  if 
he  would  retire  with  them  for  a  moment,  they  would  unmask 
to  him,  but  to  him  alone,  as  they  wished  to  preserve  th^uir  in- 
cognito'from  th6  rest  of  the  company. 

The  count  and  the  masks  withdrew  together.  In  the  mean- 
time, the  music,  the  dancing,  and  all  the  pleasures  of  the  joyous 
scene  went  on.  The  absence  of  the  bridegroom  was  scarcely 
noticed  by  any  one  except  the  bride,  who,  with  eyes  wandering 
in  search  of  him,  more  than  once  testified  her  surprise  at  his 
stay.  In  about  twcfntj^  minutes^  the  same  two  persons,  as  was 
evident  from  their  figure,  lately  masked  as  peasants,  re-entered 
the  ball-room,  but  their  dress  was  changed ;  they  were  now  in 
complete  mourning.  Between  them,  one  supporting  Ihe  head, 
the  other  the  feet,  they  carried  a  third  so  carefully,  and  entirely 
enveloped  In  a  large  black  vest,  that  neither  his  form  nor  features 
were  distinguishable.  As  they  moved  slowly  on  with  measured 
pace,  they  pretended  by  signs  to  express  their  grief  for  the  death 
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of  the  person  they  cjirrie^^  An  appearance  so  ominous  on  a 
nuptUil  night,  exdted  sensations  of  an  unpieasing  nature ;  but 
no  one  thought  proper  to  interfere  in  a  paotomime  which, 
strange  and  ill-chosen  as  it  was,  they  conceived  permitted  by 
the  master  of  the  house.  The  maslLS,  having  reached  the  middle 
of  the  room,  deposited  their  burthen  there,  and  began  to  dance 
round  it  in  a  variety  of  grotesque  attitudes,  caricaturing  sorrow. 
At  this  ill-boding  and  unaccountable  scene,  the  high  spirits  of 
the  bride  instantaneously  forsook  her,,  and  were  succeeded  by  au 
almost  preternatural  sensation  of  dejection  and  horror.  Look- 
ing anxiously  round,  she  again,  in  a  faltering  voice,  iocpiired 
for  her  husband.  The  sister  of  Rizzari,  one  of  the  bridemaids^ 
struck  by  her  sudden  paleness  and  ill-suppressed  agitation, 
asked  ^f  she' was  indisposed.  She  replied,  that  she  felt  oppressed 
by  a  sense- of  anxiety  and  alarm,  of  which  she  could  not  conceive 
the  origin.  Her  sister-in-law  told  her  that  it  was  nothing 
but  the  evaporation  of  her  late  unusual  high  spiiits,  which, 
as  is  ^ often  the  case,  were  succeeded  by  a  causeless  depression. 
Just  then,  the  masks  ha\ing  finished  their  feigned  funereal 
dance,  advanced  to  the  bride ;  and  one  of  them,  the  male,  draw- 
ing her  by  the  sleeve,  spoke,  for  the  first  time,  loud  enough  to 
be  heard  by  those  around,  "  Fenite  a  piangere  le  nosire  e  le 
ifostre  miserie^^^^^  Come  and  weep  for  your  own  misery  and 
ours.") 

A  chill  went  to  the  heart  of  the  bride  at  these  ill-omened 
words.  She  drew  shudderingly  back,  and  fell  almost  insensible 
in  the  arms  of  her  sister-in-law.  A  murmur  ran  round ;  it  was 
manifest  that  the  cause  of  the  bride's  alarm  was  owing  to  tlie 
extraordinary  proceedings  of  the  persons  in  mask,  who,  i>erceiv- 
ing  the  impression  they  had  excited,,  hastily  withdrew.  In  an 
instant  they  had  disappeared ;  but  whiiber  they  went,  or  what 
became  of  them  afterwards,  was  known  to  no  one. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  bystanders  remarked  in  surprise  how 
well  the  person  lying  on  the  floor  performed  his  part  of  a  dead 
man :  not  a  limb  stirred,  not  a  muscle  moved,  nor  was  he  per- 
ceived to  breathe.  Curiosity  prompted  them  to  touch  him,  and 
lift  his  arms;  they  fell  heavy  and  motionless  by  his  aide;  his. 
hand,  loo,  was  cold  to  the  touch— cold  as  that  of  a  corpse.  Sue- 
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prise  led  them  farther — they  uncovered  his  face — OGod!  it  ^vas 
that  of  a  corpse,  and  that  corpse  was  the  bridegroom ! 

Who  shall  paicrt  the  dreadful  scene  tiiat  ensued  ?  Erclama- 
lions  of  surprise,  shrieks  of  horror,  cries  for  the  masks — here 
females  swooning  in  terror — there  men  running  to  and  fro  with 
drawn  swords — this  inquiring  the  cause  of  the  sudden  disturb- 
ance— that  denouncing  vengeanoe  on  the  mm'derers; — all  wa* 
distraction  and  confusion  !  Her  terrified  friends  instantly  hur- 
ried away  the  trembling  bride,  anticipating  some  horrible  event, 
as  yet  unconscious  of  the  whole  extent  of  her  misfortune.  As 
they  bore  her  off,  the  name  of  her  husband,  dead,  murdered, 
strangled,  fell  on  her  ears ;  insensibility  for  a  few  moments  re^ 
lieved  her  from  the  exquisite  agony  of  her  situation.  They  car- 
ried her  to  the  bridal  chamber — in  that  chamber  had  the  ac- 
cursed deed  been  perpetrated ;  the  disordered  furniture  showed 
signs  of  a  struggle ;  the  instruments  of  death  lay  on  the  floor, 
and  on  the  nuptial  couch  the  infernal  assassins  had  cast  a  branch 
of  funereal  cypress,  the  token  of  their  premeditated  and  accom- 
plished vengeance. 

The  duke,  in  whose  bosom  rage  and  anguish  predominaEedl 
by  turns,  stationed  himself  with  a  party  of  friends,  with  drawn 
swords,  at  the  doors  of  Ihe  palace,  whilst  a  strict  but  ineffectual 
search  was  carried  on  within.  In  a  few  minutes  the  party,  late 
so  joyous,  broke  up  in  consternation ;  hundreds  instantly  went 
off  by  different  roads  in  search  of  the  murderers,  but  all  pursuit 
was  unavailing.  The  police  subsequently  lent  its  aid :  every 
angle  of  the  country,  for  leagues  round,  was  explored  in  vain. 
The  perpetrators  of  the  atrocious  crime  had  escaped;  nor,  in- 
deed, were  Ihey  ever  satisfactorily  discovered. 

Suspicion  fell  on  the  cavaliere;  but  though  the  4iost  rigid 
search  was  made,  he  was  not  to  be  found.  Some  time  afler,  it 
was  discovered  that  he  had  left  Sicily,  to  which  he  never  re- 
turned, and  was  residing  at  Vienna. 

It  was  rumoured,  but  the  truth  was  never  clearly  ascertained, 
that  he  subsequently  confessed  himself  the  author  and  actor  of 
this  horrid  tragedy,  and  gloried  in  the  daring  and  fiend-like  . 
stratagem  by  which  he  had  so  signally  acoomplished  it. 
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The  widowed  bride  never  recovered  Ibe  shock.  Her  life  was 
for  a  time  despaired  of.  As  soon  as  her  strength  enabled  her^ 
she  retired  into  a  convent,  where  death,  the  best  friend  of  the 
wretched,  ere  long  put  an  end  to  her  sufferings.  (1) 

(0  lo  the  year  1833,  Don  Luigi  NaDl,  a  Catanese  prie&t,  was  imprisoned 
by  the  order&of  government  on  a  complaint  of  one  of  the  families  con- 
eerned,  for  having  related  this  event  to  the  public  from  the  pulpit. 
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BT   THE   ETTRICK  SHBPaEBD. 


I  HAVE  been  advised  hy  a  nurol)er  of  friends  to  send  a  narra- 
tive of  my  life  and  adventures  to  yon,  as  they  say  you  can  make 
il more  inleresUng  than  I  can;  and  that  you  never  publish  any 
tales  but  tliose  which  are  strictly  true.  This  is  what  I  like  most 
in  your  writings,  that  I  see  they  are  all  plain,  simple  truth;  and 
I  entreat  that  you  will  adhere  to  the  same  rule  in  narrating  the 
incidents  of  my  life.  You  may  elucidate  or  aggravate  as  you 
please;  but  you  are  not  to  tell  any  thing  that  did  not  happen, 
for  there  is  no  occasion  for  it. 

I  was  born  of  decent  parents,  in  the  wilds  of  Dumfries-shire/in 
the  south  of  Scotland.  I  was  the  second  danghter;  but  being 
recounted  a  beauty,  and  very  clever — clever  beyond  all  concept 
lion,  they  jresolved  on  trying  me  for  a  lady,;  ancTaccordingly  I 
embarked  iii  this  delightful  pursuit  by  learning  English,  Latin, 
^d  Greek,  at  a  country  school,  under  the  greatest  pedant  that  I 
think  ever  lived,  who  believed  all  excellence  to  consist  in  the 
jabbering  of  those  abstruse  and  unavailable  jargons.  I  believe  I 
made  some  little  progress  in  the  Latin  rudiments,  although  in  the 
Greek  I  never  got  much  beyond  the  alphabet.  But  these  were 
<iuite  sufficient,  and  altogether  astonished  my  parents  at  the 
<lcpth,  breadth,  and  enormous  extent  of  my  erudition ;  and  they 
pronounced  me  mistress  of  the  dead  languages !  If  they  had  con- 
tented themselves  with  saying  this  to  me,  or  to  one  another,  it 
^ould  have  been  nothing ;  but  my  father,  imagining  he  iiad 
picked  up  a  grand  phrase,  repealed  it  to  every  body.  I  wrote 
ralhtr  a  fine  hand^— that  was  my  only  accomplishment ;  for  I  read 
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my  Bible,  our  highest  class-book,  but  very  indifiereDily.  fiy 
dint  of  misnamiDg  the  words  I  hammered  through  a  part  of  it 
middling  well;  as  for  the  long  strings  of  names  in  some  of  the 
books,  I  feared  to  try  them,  observing  that  I  would  much  rather 
begin  the  Churt  Register  of  London  at  once,  or  the  Lis^erpod 
Directory^  which  were  much  more  befitting  a  lady  to  know  than 
the  names  of  a  set  of  old,  ignorant,  vulgar  rascals  who  lived  five 
thousand  years  ago.  Moreover,  there  were  some  other  parts  of 
the  book  which  i  refused  to  read  altogether,  on  account  of  their 
indelicacy^  that  having  become  9  fashionable  phrase  at  that  pe- 
riod. 

Well,  at  fifteen  years  of  age,  this  notable  mistress  of  the  dead 
languages  and  of  multiplication-table,  was  sent  off  to  Liverpool 
to  learn  the  more  substantial  accomplishments  of  making  pud- 
dings ami  pastry,  and  acquire  the  childish  language  of  the 
French.  Of  course,  I  took  them  all  up  in  a  short  space- 
drank  them  in,  as  the  ox  drlnketh  water — as  well  as  music.  0 
what  a  prodigy  I  was  in  music !  I  had  to  pay  for  this  ten  and 
sixpence  per  hour— ^rather  a  precious  matter  for  a  poor  Scots 
farmer !  But,  then,  how  I  did  rattle  away  on  the  harps* s  cords ^ 
as  my  father  called  ihem^  that,  poor  man !  he  thought  the  money 
well  earned.  I  was  not  taught  to  play  tunes  at  all.  Had  I 
been  taught  to  pkty  my  own  native  airs,  I  should  have  delight- 
ed In  the  task ;  for  I  loved  them.  But  they  were  something 
called  lessons^  which  happened  to  be  neither  sense  nor  non- 
sense ;  and  after  six-and-twenty  of  these  lessons  I  was  deemed 
perfect. 

And  now  the  Scottish  beauty,  the  mistress  of  the  dead  lan- 
guages, of  the  French,  of  multiplication-table,  of  pie  and  pud- 
dlng-maklog,  and  of  music,  was  pronounced  fit  and  qusAlfied  to 
be  a  married  wife. 

I  was  sent  to  Liverpool,  with  the -express  understanding  that  I 
was  to  marry  a  cousin  of  my  own,  a  nephew  of  my  mother's, 
who  was  represented  to  roe  as  a  most  amiable  and  Judidoui 
young  roan,  of  good  business  habits,  and  prodigious  expecta- 
tions. So,  roy  father,  honest  man !  before  he  left  Liverpool, 
took  and  introduced  me  to  roy  anlkrlpated  husband.  He  was  a 
partner  in  a  great  warehouse  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and 
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we  found  him  in  his  counting-house.  The  scene  was  ludicrous 
beyond  description.  I  refused  to  go  into  the  office,  saying  to  my 
father,  I  would  not  set  a  foot  in  it  until  the  gentleman  came  out 
and  asked  me,  ou  which  be  laid  hold  of  my  arm,  and  dragged 
me  forward. 

''Hoot,  Mary !  what  nonsense  is  that,  woman?  What  need 
ye  be  feared  to  gang  in  an'  speer  for  your  ain  born  cousin  ? — 
your  ain  flesh  and  blood,  dame  ?  Come  alang,  stoopit  gowk 
that  ye're.  What's  the  meanin'  o*  a'  thi?  shilly-shallying  ?"— And, 
so  saying,  he  dragged  me  on  through  a  long  passage,  speaking 
all  the  way,  while  the  clerks  were  peeping  through  below  their 
red  curtains;  and  I  beard  one  say  to  another,  ''Look  here, 
Henry !  here's  something  rather  elegant  coming."  I  saw  two 
young  gentlemen  looking  qut,  one  at  each  side  of  the  curtains ; 
but  I  turned  iny  face  to  the  other  side,  and  was  dragged  into  an 
elegant  counting-room  at  the  further  end,  where  we  found  my 
cousin.  George  Nicholson,  writing  at  bis  desk.  He  did  not  even 
deign  to  Hft  hb  eyes  as  w.e  entered,  until  my  father  spoke ;  and 
theu, recognising  his  uncle,  became  and  shook  hands  with  him, 
and  said  something,  I  daresay  kind  enough,  but  I  regarded  it 
nol,  for  I  was  in  a  fever.  I  hated  the  Quaker-look  of  the  fel- 
low,^and  trembled  for  my  father's  introduction. 

It  was  bad  enough !  for,  honest,  simple  man !  he  was  so 
proud  of  me,  that  I  believe  he  was  convinced  in'liis  own  heart;, 
that  there  was  not  such  a  girl  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  There 
was  an  exultation  in  his  countenance  that  day,  as  he  led  me  in- 
to the  office,  which  no  living  can  conceive  but  those  who  saw  it. 
And  then  he  introduced  me  in  something  of  these  terms : 

"  George,  I  have  the  pleasure  o'  introducin'  to  you  my  dar- 
ling daughter  Mary.  I  needna  tell  ye  how  prood  I'm  o*  her, 
when  I  inform  you  that  she's  mistress  o'  the  deed  languages,  o' 
the  French,  o*  music,  o'  pudding-making,  an'  o'  multiplication*^ 
table.  She  has  been  a  dear  daughter  to  me  ae  way  an'  a' 
ways.*' 

My  cousin  smiled ;  but  it  was  not  a  smile  of  derision  or  con- 
tempt ;  it  was  rath'er  a  smile  of  benevolence,  mixed  with  sorrow. 
And  before  he  made  any  answer,  he  began  and  wrote !  Yes,  the 
insolent  mercantile  boor  actually  smiled,  and  then  began  and 
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wrote  out  his  letter,  folded  it,  and  sealed  it,  before  he  took  any 
notice  of  the  object  of  this  grand  introduction,  his  own  cousin, 
and  the  beauty  of  all  Scotland!  He  then  came,  and,  bowing: 
diffidently,  said,  *'I  am  very  glad  lo  see  my  fair  cousin — very 
glad  indeed;"  and  held  out  his  inky  hand;  but  mine  clung:  ^^ 
my  side  with  perfect  rigidity.  My  father  was  confounded  at  my 
sauciness  and  absurdity;  his  eyes  dilated,  and  his  mouth  was 
elongated  the  wrong  way.  But  at  length  be  found  breath  to  say — 

**  There's  naebody  can  faddom  thae  women  fo'ks,  nephew 
George.  Od,  there's  sickan  a  speerit  o*  contrary  in  them,  that 
whatever  they  maist  wish,  that  they  pretend  lo  avoid.  I'm  no 
sayin'  it  is  sae  wi'  ilka  thing,  sic  as  braw  claes.  They're  apt 
enough  to  snap  at  them ;  but  with  regard  to  men  it  is  especially 
the  rage.   D —  it,  mon,  lak*  her  i'  your  arms  an'  smack  her  up." 

I  was  in  a  perfect  agony,  for  I  was  ashamed  of  my  father,  and 
I  disliked  my  cousin  exceedingly ;  but  he  was  too  modest  a  man 
%o  take  my  father's  advice.  He  had,  I  thought,  the  most  forbid- 
ding features  I  had  ever  seen.  His  face  was  all  of  the  same 
while,  tallowy  colour;  his  mouth  large;  and  his  eyes  and  eye- 
lids hca>^  and  immovable.  He  was  of  the  common  size,  well 
formed,  and  firmly  knit,  and  had  a  particularly  well-shaped 
head;  his  hair  was  dark  ehesnut,  and,  though  coarse,  rather 
looked  well  at  a  distance.  But  to  my  father's  ridiculous  injunc- 
tion he  only  answered  with  a  Anile,  which  was  like  one  cryr 
Ing— 

'*  No,  no  ;  my  cousin  and  I  shall  be  belter  acquainted  before 
I  take  any  such  liberties.  But  as  she  Will  of  course  live  with  my 
mother,  I  hope  it  shall  not  be  long  until  we  arc." 

"Do  you  live  there,  sir?"  said  f,  with  an  air  of  the  most  per- 
fect disdain. 

**No,"  said  he;  " being  often  obliged  to  do  business  with  the 
.ships  at  all  times  of  the  day,  and  all  times  of  the  nighj,  I  am 
sorry  that  it  is  not  in  ray  power  to  lodge  with  my  parents." 

"  I  am  very  glad  of  it,  sir,"  said  I. 

My  father  was  dumbfoundered,  as  he  calls  it. 

"Mary!  od,  lassie,  ye  hae  nae  common  civility,  for  a'  that  f 
hae  wared  on  ye,"  said  he ;  "after  I  hae  made  ye  mistress  0*  the 
deed  languages^  the  French,  the  music,  the  pudding-makiog^ 
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ad'  the  multiplication-table,  will  ye  insult  me  afore  ray  f4ce  by 
speaking  to  your  cousin  George  in  that  gate  ?  the  lad  that  I  hae 
a  greater  regard  for  than  ony  o'  a'  your  kin,  an'  wha  I  wa^  like 
weel  to  be  nearer  allied  to." 

O !  I  wished  the  floor  of  the  office  would  open  and  swallow 
me  up.  This  was  really  more  than  I  could  stand.  I  was  led  to 
expect  ray  cousin  to  be  a  proper  man — a  first-rale  man ;  and  I 
had  engraved  his  picture  on  my  heart  as  every  thing  that  was 
handsome,  manly,  and  beautiful.  How  I  was  disappointed ! 
and  how  I  was  distressed  at  my  father's  coarse  and  broad  insi- 
nuations ! 

But  though  I  am  sure  George  could  not  miss  to  see  the  quan- 
dary that  I  was  in,  and  my  dislike  to  him,  which  I  did  not  try  to 
disguise,  he  still  kept  his  calm,  stupid  equanimity  of  counte-* 
nance,  and  said,  with  a  smile,  that  was  rather  a  gape — 

'^  But  though  I  cannot  lodge  with  my  parents,  along  with 
you,  cousin  Mary,  I  have  very  handsome  lodgings  of  my  own 
above  the  warehouse  here,  into  which  I  will  be  happy  to  intro-^ 
duce  you,  and  the  oftener  I  see  you  in  them  the  better." 

**  I  hope  it  shall  be  long  before  you  see  me  there,  sir,"  said  I, 
with  a  toss  o'f  my  head. 

"Say  ye're  no  sure,  Mary,"  said  my  father,  pulling  me  away; 
**  for  aw  that  I  hae  wared  on  ye,  ye're  no  to  suppose  yoursel'  sae 
far  aboon  aw  the  rest  o*  your  kin.  Gome,  come!  we'll  up  to 
George's  rooms,  an'  see  if  he  has  ony  room  for  a  wife  in  them. 
An'  mair  nor  that,  Mary,  well  see  if  he  has  aught  in  the  bottle." 
And  so  saying,  he  dragged  me  up  stairs  after  George,  who  led 
the  way. 

We  were  introduced  to  very  elegant  apartments,  and  to  an  old 
lady  who  was  George's  aunt,  but  no  relation  of  mine.  She  was 
what  my  father  called  a  fine  douse  body,  and  received  us  very 
kindly;  but  I  continued  as  shy  as  it  behaved  a  great  beauty,  and 
mistress  of  so  many  accomplishments,  to  be.  I  think  I  rather 
astonished  the  old  woman;  she  was  aware  that  there  was  an  in- 
tention of  connecting  our  families,  that  the  mites  of  the  one 
should  support  the  respectability  of  the  other ;  and  she  seemed 
to  have  a  perfect  veneration  for  her  nephew,  which  I  could  not 
but  wonder  at,  as  I  thought  I  could  have  spit  upon  him.    We 
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returned  to  the  offioe,  where  we  left  G«oi*ge,  he  having  some^ 
thing  to  write  out  for  my  fhther,  with  which  he  was  to  call  in 
the  Qgening,  and  we  took  oar  leave.  As  we  went  along  the  pas- 
sage, a  handsome  young  man  came  oat  of  one  of  the  offices,  and, 
bowing  most  respectfully  and  gracefully,  asked  my  father  if  he 
would  not  like  to  take  a  turn  through  the  warehouses.  My  fa-' 
ther  said  he  would.  The  young  man  then  looked  hack  into  the 
office,  and  called,  '^  Edward,  come  hither;'^  on  which  a  lillle 
dwarfish  fellow  came  and  joined  u».  He  was  brother  to  the  first, 
the  Henry  before  nientioned,  who  wd»  the  handsomest  and  most 
beautiful  young  roan  whom  I  had  ever  seen  in  my  life.  The 
plan  had  been  made  up  between  them  during  the  time  we  were 
with  their  mastery  and  my  fattier,  in  his  simplicity,  accepted  of 
the  ofiler,  saying,  ^'  O,  wi'  a'  my  heart.  I  would  like  to  see  what 
kind  o'  stuff  Geordie  deab  in,  honest  lad,  to  see  if  it  can  afford 
to  maintain  a  wife." 

We  walked  slowly  through  one  large  apartment  after  another, 
heaped  with  bales  of  goods  to  the  very  ceiling — Edward  con- 
ducting my  father,  and  astonishing  him  with  the  enormous  value 
of  the  wares  they  surveyed.  I  paid  little  attention  to  them,  or 
aught  else  save  one  delightful  object,  for  Henry  and  I  were  walk- 
ing at  a  respectful  distance  behind,  my  right  arm  under  his  left, 
and  his  right  hand  gently  squee^ng  the  fingers  of  mine.  Hov 
my  heart  played  pittie-pat !  thurtip,  thump,  thump !  I  felt  my 
face  colouring  as  deep  as  the  peony-rose,  for  I  was  afraid  he 
would  feel  it  with  his  arm  across  my  breast,  so  I  took  my  hand 
from  his  and  put  R  aside.  Henry  led  me  into  all  the  by-eorners, 
and  twice  attempted  to  kiss  me,  which  I  repufsed  with  the 
highest  apparent  disdain  and  offence;  although,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  innate  modesty  that's  implanted  in  a  virgin's  breast,  I 
could,  with  all  my  heart,  have  complied.  He,  however,  kissed 
my  hand  both  times,  which  I  could  not  prevent. 

But  now  my  father  missed  us  while  in  a  eomer,  and  turned 
back  with  the  most  startled  look  I  ever  beheld,  calling  oat, 
**  Mary!  where  are  ye,  you  jaud?  D— -  it,  are  ye  begun  to 
skulk  into  comers  with  your  cousin's  clairks,  to  kiss  an'  court 
wi'  them,  and  turn  up  your  nose  at  their  master  ?  Come  an' 
gang  alang  wi'  me  here,  and  gie  me  your  arm." 
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I  wasobtiged  to  comply;  so  we  walked  all  four  abreast,  my 
father  genteelly  observing,  *M  dinna  ken  what  you  an'  this 
young  chap  hae  been  about,  Mary,  but  your  face  is  as  red  as  a 
Gollop  cuttit  out  o'  the  theegh  o'  a  heeland  stott/' 

I  am  sure,  sir,  you  will  pity  me  when  you  read  this.  My 
father  was  an  upright  honest  man,  and  you  knew  him  par- 
tially;  but  there  were  few  more* unlettered  and  vulgar  men  of 
the  same  rank  in  Scotland.  I  was  now  obliged  to  listen  to  my 
father's  inquiries  at  Edward,  whether  I  would  or  not.  They 
were  very  amusing,  however,  bad  he  never  made  any  remarks 
to  me. 

'^  What's  aw  thae  square  things  biggen  up  aboon  ane  an- 
itherr 

"  These  are  all  tea-chests,  sir,  full  of  tea." 

'^  That  aw  tea  ?  Guide  us !  What  a  sipping,  an'  plotting,  an* 
scandal,  will  gang  on  through  the  kintry  afore  a*  that  is  maskit ! 
How  muckle  may  aw  that  tea  be  worth?" 

"We  have  upwards  of  100,000/.  worth  of  tea  in  the  warc- 
hQu§e  just  now,  sir." 

"  A  hundred  thoosan'  pun's  ?  Od,  callant,  ye  maun  surely  be 
mista'n  ?  An'  how  muckle  profit  may  that  leave  ?" 

"  It  is  rather  an  equal  and  sure  speculation  the  tea.  I  wish  I 
could  say  the  same  of  the  West  India  produce.  On  tbe  tea,  just 
now,  Mr.  Nicholson  can  realise  20  per  cent." 

'*  Twenty  per  cent,  on  100,000/. !  That  beats  aw  I  ever  heard 
in  my  life !    Then  that's  6,000/.  a-year  ?" 

''  Twenty  thousand  pounds,  sir,  if  it  is  all  sold.  And  haply, 
if  the  trade  is  brisk  to  the  Continent  and  America,  we  may  sell 
as  much  again." 

"  Twenty  thoosan'  pun's!  An'  as  muckle  again !  That's  forly 

thoosan'  pun's,  isn't  it  ?    Mary,  d'ye  hear  that,  ye  jaud  ?    D 

it,  ye  may  ride  in  your  coach  an'  sax  yet,  if  ye  behave  yourseF. 
It's  a  mercy  my  father  didna  mak'  me  a  tea-dealer,  or  I  wad  hae 
lost  mysel'.  Now,  Mr.  Edward,  you're  a  gayan  ceevil  auld-far- 
rant  callant,  how  muckle  d'ye  think  the  gudes  i'  aw  thir  ware- 
houses may  be  worth?" 

"  The  last  time  we  took  stock,  sir,  the  value  \fas  upwards  of 
a  miiUofi,  at  prime  cost." 

l5. 
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^^  I  wad  hae  thocht  they  would  hae  been  worth  roair  than  a 
million.    That's  ten  thoosan'  pun's,  U  not  it  ?'* 

**Tcn  hundred  thousand,  if  you  please,  sir." 

'*  Ten  hunder  thoosarCt  the  callant's  dementit!  There's  no  as 
mony  goods  i'  the  British  dominions  as  wad  come  to  that.  Ten 
h wider  ihoosarCl    How  muckle  is't  ?" 

''  It  is  just  ten  times  one  liundred  tliousand  pounds,  you  know, 
.sir.    I  shall  show  you  it  in  numbers." 

'<  Ay,  cast  it  up,  an'  let  Mary  see  it.  I'm  uae  grit  dab  at  the 
figuring.  Mary,  come  here,  ye  gipsy.  Look  at  this !  This  beats 
aw  that  ever  I  saw  in  my  Ufe  !  But  there's  an  awfu'  deal  o'  no- 
things in  the  soom.  I  like  it  aw  the  waur  o'  that.  If  that's  aw 
sterling  properly,  they  should  buy  up  the  national  debt,  an' 
charge  the  ^terest.  Mary,  ye  jaud,  ye  see  what  ye  hae  laid 
down  at  your  feet.  If  ye  step  outower  it,  ye  deserve  something 
that  I  sanna  name.  Come,  callant,  let  gae  the  winches  hand.  I 
wistna  what  ye  hae  been  say  in'  or  doin'  till  her ;  but  ye  bae 
made  her  nose  as  red  as  a  lobster-tae." 

Edward  laughed  outright.  Henry  blushed  as  deep  as  I  did  ^ 
and  thus  was  I  dragged  away  from  the  only  nAan  I  ever  had  the 
least  disposition  to  love.  But  the  next  day,  at  St.  George's 
Church,  he  placed  himself  in  the  pew  next  to  my  uncle's,  with 
his  face  straight  to  the  very  place  where  he  knew  I  would  sit,  at 
the  corner  of  the  seal  next  my  aunt.  His  eye  never  quitted  mine 
the  whole  day,  and  I  beeameso  much  affected,  that  I  was  obliged 
to  cover  my  face  with  my  hands,  and  lo<^  through  my  fingers 
•at  him.  And  then  I  saw  that  the  dear  young  man  lored  me  so 
well,  that  three  or  four  limes  he  was  obliged  to  wipe  a  tear  from 
his  eye  with  his  white  cambric  handkerchief.  My  heart  was 
melted :  I  would  have  done  any  thing  for  his  comfort  and  peace 
of  mind  that  he  could  desire  of  me. 

In  the  crowded  lobby  Of  the  church  he  whispered  an  assigna- 
tion in  my  ear.  I  nodded ;  and  the  very  ne^t  day,  when  I  should 
have  gone  to  one  of  my  classes,  I  went  to  the  quay,  and  met  with 
Henry.  He  received  me  so  kindly  and  loviffgfly,  thai  I  was  de» 
lighted  with  his  gentlemanly  manners.  He  asked  me  into  his 
mother's  house,  which  1  could  Hoi  refuse;  so  I  went  with  him 
into  a  very  elegant  house,  which  convinced  me  of  that  which  i 
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never  durst  ask,  tjiat  he  was  one  oi  tny  comsin's  partners.  He 
introduced  me  to  his  mother,  a  splendid,  good-^looking  lady,  co*- 
rered  with  rings,  bracelets,  gold  chains,  and  jewels  of  aU  kinds. 
**  I  am  quite  safe  now  in  my  love,"  thought  I.  "  This  must  be 
the  house  of  a  senior  partner jof  roycousln's-^it  is  by  far  the  most 
^egant  of  all  that  I  have  seen." 

The  lady  brought  wine,  filled  a  glass  for  each  of  us,  and  one 
for  iierself,  which  she  drank  to  my  good  health,  and  welcome  to 
Liverpool;  adding,  that  I  was  the  most  lovely  young  lady  she 
had  ever  seen  from  Scotland ;  but  as  her  son  Henry  might  have 
something  to  whisper  to  me  in  private,  she  would  leave  us  to 
ourselves,  which  she  did,  bidding  me  beware  of  him,  for  he  was 
a  sly,  insinuating  rascal. 

He  and  I  were  stttlng  on  the  same  sofa,  and  I  felt  that  I  never 
was  m«re  happy  in  my  life,  until  he  whispered  in  my  ear  some- 
thing that  I  did  not  comprehend.  Both  the  language  and  the 
proposal  being  quite  new  to  me,  I  asked  if  he  was  dreaming, 
and  speaking  through  his  sleep  ?  or,  if  that  was  not  the  cjrse,  I 
begged  he  would  explain  himself. 

This  he  did  by  using  some  freedoms  with  me  which  perfetMly 
astonished  and  confounded  me,  but  which  I  repulsed  with  the 
highest  indignation ;  and,  deep  as  I  was  in  love,  I  had  the  spirit 
to  say,  ^^  You  are  a  villain,  sir!  I  am  ix)nvinced  that  you  are  an 
unpiJocipled  villain,  to  offer  this  rudeness  to  me  in  your  own  pa^ 
rent's  house.  Leave  mie  instantly,  and  let  tne  never,  sjee  your  face 
again  !"  and  then  Lbegan  a  crying  for  vexaitioh. 

He  kneeled  at  my  feet  and  imfdored  my  pardon,  saying  that 
he  was  so  deeply  in  love  wUh  me,  so.  completely  over  head 
and  ears  in  love  with  me,  that  really  he  did  not  know  what  he 
was  saying  or  doing,  and  .was  not,  at  present,  master  either  of 
his  words  or  actions.  Therefore  he  hoped  I  would  be  induced 
to  forgive  him,  as  his  ^ror  originated  wholly  in  overpowering 
love. 

What  could  I  db  ?  I  forgave  him  on  the  condition  that  he  was 
never  to  do  the  like  again,  which  he  fd^ithfolly  promised,  and 
sealed  it  wkh  a  kbs;  and  away  we  went  from  bis  mother's 
house,  without  saying  good  bye.  As  we  left  the  door  he  cast  his 
eyes  down  the  quay,  and,  wheeling  round,  muttered  to  himself, 
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'4 Good  God !"— "  What  is  the  mailer  ?"  said  I.  "  Oh,  nothing 
nt  all/'  said  he,  and  wheeled  me  rouDd  the  comer  of  his  mo- 
ther's, and  up  a  close;  and -then  we  walked  about  until  my  class- 
hour  was  out,  and  then  I  went  hgme  and  left  him.' 

My  cousin  George  came  to  hU  dinner  next  day,  and  comiog 
rather  early,  desired  a  word  with  me  in  the  garden  before  din- 
ner. I  refused,  saying  that  he  could  have  nothing  to  say  to  me 
which  I  desired  to  hear.  He  answered,  '^  But  whether  you  de- 
sire to  liear  it  or  not,  my  dear  cousin,  you  must  hear  it.  And 
if  you  will  not  hear  it  privately  from  me,  you  must  hear  it  pub- 
licly to-night,  which  will  be  a  great  deal  more  disagreeable  to 
you.    Mary,  I  therefore  beg  your  private  ear  for  a  few  minutes." 

I  walked  into  the  garden  with  him,  crying  all  the  way,  and 
refusing  to  give  him  my  arm ;  and  at  length  he  said,  '^  I  hope, 
Mary,  you  were  not  aware  of  the  dreadful  error  you  were  .guilty 
of  yesterday  ?"  I  stood  still  petrified  with  amazement,  studying 
some  saucy  answer,  but  could  find  none,  till  he  continued :  ^^I 
saw  you  come  out  of  a  notorious  house  of  bad  fame  with  one  of 
ray  own  clerks." 

''  It  is  a  falsehood,  sir — a  made  manifest  falsehood !  for  it  was 
in  the  gentleman's  own  mother's  house  that  I  was,  and  a  better 
house  than  your  own,  or  tliose  of  any  of  your  connexions,"  said 
I,  fiercely,  and  ireddening  with  anger.  George  gave  one  of  his 
most  disagreeable  smiles,  which  were  always  the  kindest,  and 
said,  ^'Mary,  Mary !  be  calm,  and  do  not  make  a  fool  of  your- 
self, my  dear  girl ;  I  do  not  ask  your  good  opinion,  as  it  appears 
I  am  your  aversion ;  but  you  are  left  under  the  protection  of  my 
parents,  and  I  must  not  see  you  deceived  by  a  finished  black- 
guard, one  of  my  own  inferior  servants,  but  whom  I  have  turn- 
ed out  of  my  employment  this  day.  A  young  rascal,  who  is 
over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  and  has  two  or  three  wives  or  mis- 
tresses in  keeping  already.  You  may  look  as  angry  as  you  will, 
Mary ;  but  I  assure  you,  that  had  any  one  seen  you  who  knew 
yon,  as  I  saw  you,  your  fortune  was  marred  for  ever.  And  if 
my  father  and  mother  knew  that  you  had  been  in  that  notorious 
and  celebrated  house,  with  a  young  profligate,  you  would  be 
packed  off  to  Scotland  this  night,  as  one  quite  unfit  for  all  vir- 
tuous society.     I  have  paid  (he  young  vagabond  off,  and  I  will 
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miss  him,  for  he  was  very  dever  in  his  department ;  but  if  you 
would  just  confide  in  me,  and  tell  me  if  he  made  any  imperii-' 
nent  or  disagreeable  proposals  to  you,  how  I  would  chastise  the 
puppy! 

^^  He  could  not  make  any  proposal  half  so  impertinent  or  dis- 
agreeable, sir,"  said  I,  ^'  as  your  assumed  interference  with  me 
or  with  any  company  I  choose  to  lieep.  Wtio  gave  you  a  right 
to  question  and  snub  me  in  that  manner,  I  should  lil&e  to  know?'' 
And  then,  conscious  that  I  had  done  wEong,  and  thaf  my 
character  was  completely  in  my  relation's  power,  whom  I  de- 
spised, I  fell  a  crying  most  bitterly.  He  proffered  me  his  arm  ; 
but  I  was  so  angry  I  struck  it,  and  continued  weeping.  George 
only  smiled  at  my  frantic  rage,  and  said,  with  the  greatest 
suavity— 

^'  You  ought  not  to  be  offended  at  me,  cousin  Mary ;  for  what 
I  have  done  and  said  has  been  with  the  kindest  intentions.  Be- 
lieve me,  your  person  and  character  are  both  dearer  to  me  than 
my  own,  and  in  my  bosom  the  secret  is  safe./  But  it  was  a 
shanieful  business,  and  you  must  beware  of  the  like  ugain.  The 
scoundrel  knew  you  were  ray  relation,  and  that  it  was  all  our 
parents'  purpose  that  you  should  become  my  wife;  therefore 
his  attempt  on  you  was  most  diabolical.  And  I  must  warn  you 
that  his  rage  against  me  for  paying  him  his  wages,  telling  him 
he  was  a  villain,  and  kicking  him  out  of  the  office,  has  so  en- 
raged him  against  me,  that,  out  of  revenge,  he  will  practise 
every  art  to  entrap  you.*' 

"You  kick  him  out  of  the  office,  sir!*'  exclaimed  I,  choked 
with  crying,  <'  You  kick  him  out  of  the  office  !  It  sits  you  well 
to  tell  me  such  a  thing,  who  VkUoyr  belter  !  Go  ^bout  your  bu- 
siness, and  leave  me  to  myself,  you  ugly,  intermeddling  crea- 
ture!" George  left  me  with  a  smile,  still  not  one  of  derision, 
but  rather  of  pity ;  and  I  betook  myself  straight  to  my  bed,  re- 
fusing to  come  to  dinner,  or  even  to  admit  any  one  into  my 
room. 

^^  I  fear  she  is  going  to  be  a  wayward  girl,  this  niece  of  mine," 
said  my  aunt. 

"Her  appearance  is  very  much  in  her  favour,"  said  my  uncle : 
"  I  think  I  never  saw  a  more  beautiful  young  woman,  and  that 
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a  little  experience  and  cultivation  might  make  her  a  being  scarce 

to  be  equalled." 

^'That  is  exactly  my  opinion,  father/'  said  George;  ^<  for  as 
yet  she  knows  no  more  of  the  world,  nor  of  propriety  of  con- 
duct in  genteel  society,  than  a  child  at  the  breast.  But  we  must 
keep  an  eye  upon  her,  poor  woman,  for  Mary  is  a  treasure  not 
to  be  lost."    He  was  as  good  as  his  word  in  this  last. resolve. , 

I  lay  down  in  my  bed  and  cried  till  I  was  sick.  I  had  a  feel- 
ing that  I  bad  done  egregiously  wrong ;  but  I  am  ashamed  of 
the  result  when  left  to  my  private  cogitations.  I  found  that 
I  did  not  like  Henty  the  Worse'  for  all  that  had  happened,  but  a 
great  deal  the  better.  Even  his  behaviour  to  me  in  his  pretend- 
ed mother's  house  rather  endeared  him  to  me  than  otherwise ; 
it  lieing  all  out  of  slieer  love  for  my  person,  which  had  put  him 
beside  himself,  so  that  he  did  know  what  be  was  doing.  He 
had,  moreover,  begged  pardon  for  his  offence,  and  promised  me 
never  to  do  the  like  again.  What  could  he  do  more?  And 
then  to  be  turned  out  of  a  lucrative  engagement,  and  all  for  his 
.  love  to  mei  It  was  cpiito  irresistible;  and  I  cannot  describe  how 
dearly  I  loved  him  !  Alas  for  poor,  dependant,  infatuated  wo* 
man  !  for  the  primal  carse  is  upon  her,  and  pretended  love  is  a 
salve  to  her  for  eyery  injury !  Henry  watched  my*  goings  out 
and  comings  in,  and  he  always  became  the  welcomer  and  the 
more  welcome ;  but  I  took  good  care  never  to  go  near  his  mo^ 
thei'*s  house  again,  nor  ever  to  mention  her  to  him.  We  had 
assignations  for  meeting  every  day,  generally  only  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes. But,  O,  how  sweet  they  were !  There  was,  however, 
a  guardian  angel,  who  set  a  watch  over  me ;  and  every  one  of 
those  mcetioffs  Were  instantly  made  known  to  him  where  and 
when. 

I  at  length  set  off  with  my  lover  In  the  mail-coach  most  pri* 
vately,  as  we  thought,  to  Gretna  Green,  firmly  resolved  to  throw 
myself  into  the  arms  of  a  man  who  was  not  worth  fifty  pounds, 
and  abandon  all  my  friends  and  my  affianced  husband  (by  oar 
parents),  who  was  worth  thousands  a-year.  I  am  sure  you  must 
blush  for  me,  sir ;  but  I  shall  tell  the  truth.  There  was  part  of 
our  journey  in  the  mail  by  night.  The  coach  was  full,  but  I 
leaned  on  my  lover's  breast ;   and,  O,  it  was  sweet !  passing 
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s^wcel !  —  any  fondling  freedoms  which  he  now  used  i>eing  all 
l^ilimate. 

As  we  passed  the  bridge  of  Sark,  on  the  Border,  a  chaise-and- 
four  drove  past  us  at  full  speed. 

**  There  goes  a  pair  for  Graitney  Grten !"  said  one  gentleman. 

^^I  thought  I  saw  only  two  gentlemen  in  the  ehaise/'  said  an- 
other:  '^  I  would  not  wonder  if  ihey  ^re  rather  in  pursuit  of  a 
pair  of  runaways." 

My  lover's  countenance  changed  1  it  became  elongated  to  nn 
inordinary  length,  and  as  pale  as  death.  Ttie  passengers  winked 
to  each  other.  I  was  mad  at  him  for  his  pusillanimity ;  bdng 
determined  on  my  part  to  marry  him,  in  spite  of  all  opposition. 
The  chaise-and-four  drew*  up  before  the  mail,  and  ordered  a 
stop.  The  guard  obeyed,  knowing  well  the  respectability  of 
the  men  who  ordered  it,  from  personal  acquaintance ;  and  io  a 
moment,  my  uncle  was  at  the  one  door,  and  my  cousin  George 
at  the  other.  I  being  next  the  door- which  my  uncle  opened,  he 
seized  me  by  the  wrist,  saying — 

<<Come  out  here,  miss;  you  go  00  farther  on  this  Cool's  crran4 
at  present." 

'*  I  shall  not  move  a  foot,  sir,"  said  I,  ''  for  you  nor  any  other 
man  alive!  Ill  go  wlierel  please,  and  see  who  dai^s  hinder 
me !"  But,  before  I  had  said  this,  Georgia  had  pulled  jny  lover 
x>ut  by  the  collar,  and  had  him  rolling  in  the  mud. 

>'Then,  you  see,  you  must  go  to  the  ojd  smith  by  yourself," 
said  myxincle,  ^^  where  you  will  make  rather  an  odd  figure.. 
I  doubt  if  he  could  find  one  in  the  village  who  would  accept  of 
you  now.    Come,  come  out  here,  and  no  more  words  about  it." 

Seeing  that  I  was  left  by  myself,  what  could  I  do  ?  So  Z 
stepped  out  of  the  coach,  crying  bitterly,  and  aU  the  wjiiile  de- 
claiing  that  '^  I  would  not  Qome  out  for  any  man's  pleasure." 
My  uncle  gave  the  guard  and  coachman  each  half-a-crown,  and 
away  drove  the  mail  at  full  speed;  and  there  were  we  left  stand- 
ing, two  on  each  side  of  the  road.  The  first  sight  I  got  of  my 
lover,  he  was  rising  from  the  mud,  perfectly  bedraggled,  his  face 
as  white  as  a  clout  with  rage,  or  else  With  terror. 

"  Henry !  my  dear  Henry !"  cried  I;  «'  are  you  going  to  suflfej: 
yours^f  and  me  both  to  be  guided  in  this  way  ?" 
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'*No!  by  the  powers!"  and  he  took  another  terrible  oaih, 
which  I  do  not  choose  to  write  down ;  '^  I  shall  so  punish  him, 
that  he  shall  rue  his  insolence  the  longest  day  he  has  to  live." 

So  saying,  he  threw  off  his  coat  and  vest,  that  were  loaded 
with  mud  (his  grey  beavar  was  off  before,  lying  in  bad  cucnm- 
stances),  and  forward  he  came  to  wreak  due  vengeance  on  my 
cousin,  squaring  most  beautifully.  I  thought  my  uncle  would 
interpose  and  command  peace,  but  he  stood  still  on  the  green 
gcbund,  kept  hold  of  my  arm,  and  only  smiled  at  my  lover's 
intolerable  wrath. 

"  That  is  Uke  a  man,  Henry  l*"  cried  I.  "  We'll  see  now  who 
kicks  best !  He  kick  you  out  of  his  office !  The  insolent  boobj'! 
Give  it  him,  Henry !  Give  it  him !  O  knab  him,  kuab  lUm,  kuab 
him  !    We  can  walk  to  Graitney  on  foot." 

My  lover  came  forward,  as  I  said,  in  beautiful  scientific  style, 
inch  by  inch,  and  whirling  his  closed  fists  round  each  ether  all 
the  way.  My  heart  danced*wlth  Joy  at  perceiving  what  a  drub- 
bing my  cousin  George  was  now  to  get,  who,  poor  fellow,  stood 
just  like  a  stump  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  without  either  mov- 
ing^r  speaking.  Henry  sprang  forward,  at  length,  like  a  dra- 
gon, upon  him,  bringing  him  a  stroke  that  might  have  felled  an 
ox ;  but,  unluckily,  he  had  sprung  too  far  forward,  for  his  stroke 
fell  upon  the  back  of  my  cousin's  shoulder,  while,  at  the  same 
time,  by  a  blow  so  quick  and  short  that  I  never  perceived  it,^he 
knocked  Henry  down.  Yes,  as  I  live,  he  knocked  my  beloved 
flat  OB  his  back  on  the  abominable  road  !  But  he,  like  a  man, 
though  his  shirt  was  previously  like  the  driven  snow,  rolled 
himself  over,  sprung  to  his  feet  a  horrible  sight,  and  again  ad- 
vanced to  the  charge,  grinning  and  flying  on  my  cousin  like  a 
mad  dog.  My  eyes  were  now  dazzled  so,  that  I  could  not  see 
any  thing  distinctly ;  and  whether  it  was  by  a  blow  or  a  trip  I 
cannot  tell,  but,  in  one  moment,  George  had  him  lying  flat 
again,  while,  all  the  time,  the  insensate  blockhead  never  moved 
or  regarded,  save  by  smiling  most  unseemly  at  each  fall.  Henry, 
howe^'er,  like  a  man,  arose  once  more,  and  moved  to  the  attack 
more  cautiously;  but  the  result  was  eventually  the  same— -down 
he  went  flat  once  more,  bleeding  horribly  at  lioth  mouth^and 
nose.  He  now  lay  still;  wallowing  in  the  mud,  and  curring  most 
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potently;  while  my  cousin  George  kicked  him  behind,  in  a  very 
disgractful  manner.  I  could  stand  it  no  more,  but  turning 
round  my  back,  I  exclaimed,  "Odolt!  dolt!  dolt!"  and  cried 
very  bitterly.  / 

George  then  took  him  by  the  feet,  and  trailed  him  off  the  road 
to  the  green  ground,  saying,  *' We  must  not,  however,  leave  the 
blackguard  lying  there,  to  l>e  trodden  to  death/' 

"  What,  will  you  not  even  take  the  poor  young  man,  whom 
yon  have  half  murdered,  home  in  your  carriage?"  said  I. 

"  No.  If  it  were  to  save  him  from  a  place  I  shall  not  name, 
be  should  not  set  his  foot  in  my  carriage,  the  dog !"  said  my 
unclel 

^^  He  is  more  afraid  than  hurt,"  said  George.  ^>  In  fact,  he  is 
hardly  hurt  at  alf.  But  just  look,  cousin  Mary !  could'  you  take 
a  beast  like  that  into  the  carriage  with  you  ?" 

I  took  one  look  of  my  lover,  and  certainly  never  saw  any 
thing  more  disgusting,  for  he  wa»  writhing  and  curshig  amid 
blood  and  mire;  but  yet  I  drew  back  to  lend  him  what  assist- 
ance I  could,  till  my  uncle  said,  with  an  offended  tone— 

^'Come,  come !  we  have  enough  of  this  flummery,  and  far  too 
much.  Let  us  go.**  So  taking  my  one  arm,  and  George  the 
other,  they  dragged  me  into  the  chaise ;  the  po3tilions  wheeled 
round,  and  we  drove  again,  full  speed,  for  Liverpool,  and  I 
never  saw  my  beautiful  lover  more — that  appalling  sight  was 
the  last. 

After  I  had  cried  myself  quiet,  my  unele  said  to  me,  *'  Really, 
Mary,  you  are  the  most  reckless  girl  that  ever  was  born.  What 
do  you  think  is  to  become  of  you,  or  what  are  we  to  do  with 
you  ?  Were  you  not  apprised  that  this  young  fellow  was  a 
scoundrel  of  the  lowest  grade  ?"    I  kept  a  sullen  silence. 

*'  You  will  scarcely  believe,"  continued  he,  ^'  but  it  is  a  good 
thing  my  son  there  can  convince  you,  by  showing  you  the  docu- 
ment, that  that  young  villain,  who  has  not  got  the  half  of  what 
he  deserves,  has  taken  out  his  passage  for  America,  and  paid  the 
fare;  but  out  of  revenge  upon  us,  or  some  more  depraved  mo- 
tive, he  laid  this  plan  of  working  out  your  ruin  before  he  went 
away.  And  how  nearly  had  he  effected  it !  Had  there  not  been 
more  watchful  eyes  over  you  than  your  own,  you  were  ruined 
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for  ever.    And  even  as  it  is,  I  know  not  what  to  do  with  you ; 

for  your  aunt  knows  all,  and  is  perfectly  indignant."      ' 

''  You  can  send  me  home  to  my  parents,  sir/'  said  I ;  <<  I  wish 
I  had  never  seen  you  nor  your  nasty  town.  And  I  insist  on  Ijdog 
sent  home  to  my  parents  from  the  very  next  stage." 

**  And  what  will  you  do  if  sent  home  to  your  parents  ?" 
said  he. 

''  I'll  do  what  I  please,  sir,"  said  I ;  ^'  and  I  shall  not  be  ac- 
countable for  my  doings  to  you  or  any  other  man  whatsoever.  I 
assure  you,  I  shall  not,'' 

"  You  were  left  to  our  care,  Mary,"  said  he,  "  and  if  I  were  to 
pack  you  off  to  your  parents,  it  must  be  with  some  explanation. 
Do  you  not  see  that,  in  that  case,  you  are  ruined  for  ever,  and 
can  never  set  up  your  face  in  society  again  iti  this  world  ?  And, 
moreover,  your  beautiful  and  manly  lover  is  on  the  road-*are 
you  sure  that  you  could  pass  him  without  giving  him  a  friendly 
call  ?  I  have  been  thinking,  that  the  only  thing  I  can  do  'wiih. 
you  is  to  place  you  in  some  genteel  pbce  of  confinement  until 
this  young  villain  has  left  the  country,  and  then  place  you  at 
a  boarding-school,  where  no  such  thing  is  known.  And  if  you 
behave  yourself  well  in  future,  all  that  is  past  will  be  as  if  it 
had  never  been." 

^^  No,  no,  my  dear  father,"  said  George;  ^^  I  cannot  think  of 
having  Mary  any  way  confined.  Let  her  go  home  with  me,  to 
my  aunt,  who  knows  nothing  about  the  matter,  and  never  shall 
from  me.  She  is  a  widow  lady,  Mary,  of  the  highest  respect- 
ability, though  somewhat  reduced  in  circumstances,  and  she 
will  be  kinder  and  more  indulgent  to  you,  both  for  your  own 
sake  and  mine,  than  you  can  conceive.  You  shall  be  free  to  go 
wherever  you  list,  although,  for  a  short  period,  there  shall  al- 
ways be  an  eye  upon  you  that  I  can  trust.  This  I  warn  you  of, 
to  keep  you  on  your  guard ;  for,  as  I  said  to  you  before,  your 
character  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own.  And  when  once  a  cer^ 
tain  runagate  has  fairly  left  the  country,  you  shall  be  at  liberty 
to  go  to  all  balls,  assemblies,  plays,  preachings,  and  wherever 
you  please ;  and  whenever  you  tire  of  your  lodgings,  you  shall 
lie  at  liberty  to  change  them." 
•   I  remained  sulky  and  silent;  but,  on  reaching  Liverpool,  I 
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was  asked  what  course  I  had  determined  on.  Now,  all  the  way^ 
I  had  been  considering  of  that.  I  felt  that  I  could  not  face  my 
aunt  on  any  consideration,  after  eloping  with  one  of  her  son's 
discarded  servants.  No,  no !.  I  would  rather  have  thrown  my- 
self into  the  Mersey,  for  she  was  a  haughty  English  dame,  and 
proud  of  her  riches.  I  had,  moreover^  been  thinking  all  the 
way  of  George's  kind  attentions,  benevolence,  and  steady  bra* 
very ;  and  though  I  could  not  love  him — oh  no,  I  never  could 
love  him  ! — I  was  compelled  to  respect  him ;  so,  on  entering  Li- 
verpool, being  asked  again  what  I  had  determined  to  do,  I  said 
I  had  determined  to  take  my  cousin  George's  offer  of  an  asylum 
for  the  present.  His  aunt,  Mrs.  Gibbs,  received  us  kindly,  but 
with  apparent  astonishment  at  such  a  late  hour,  and  asked  if 
we  had  been  over  the  march  together?  George  replied  that 
we  had.  -    , 

"  Then  may  I  have  the  pleasure  of  welcoming  her  to  her  own 
bouse  as  Mrs.  Nicholson  ?*' 

"  To  her  own  house,  certainly,  as  much  as  it  is  mine ;  but,  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  not  yet  as  Mrs.  Nicholson.  We  were  only  over 
to  Scotland  on  a  jaunt ;  and  she  is  Miss  Mary  Wales,  or  cousin 
Mary^  as  formerly.  I  cpmmit  her  to  your  care,  dear  aunt ;  and 
hope  you  will  be  kind  to  her  as  your  own  da  tighter." 

Mrs.  Gib)3s  promised,  and  performed  that  promise  faithfully; 
for  a  more  affectionate  being  I  never  met  with.  She  gained  so 
much  on  my  affections,  that  I  could  not  but  be  obliging  to  her, 
and  I  was  so.  There  was  nothing  that  I  would  not  have  done 
for  her,  and  was  always  sorry  there  was  so  little  that  I  could  do. 
We.slept  in  the  same  room,  and  went  to  sleep  at  the  same  time 
—but  she  was  far  too  early  a  riser  for  me.  There  was  one  night 
she  was  seized  with  a  sudden  illness,  a  sort  of  aguish  fit,  when  I 
arose,  and  made  her  a  white-wine  posset,  which  I  made  her  take 
very  warm ;  but,  perceiving  that  she  still  continued  to  shlver» 
instead  of  returning  to  my  own  bed,  I  bounded  in  beyond  her, 
and  took  her  in  my  bosom,  when,  to  my  astonishment,  the  good 
lady  began  sobbing  and  weeping.  I  asked  her  what  ailed  her — 
if  she  was  growing  worse  ?  She  said  no,  she  was  getting  better, 
and  would  soon  be  quite  well ;  but  such  kindness  and  afiectionate 
anxiety  she  never  met  with,  no  not  from  any  of  her  own  family. 
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The  next  morning,  at  breakfast,  whenever  she  spoke  to  me,  or 
of  me,  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes;  and,  at  length,  George 
asked  what  it  was  that  affected  her  so  much  ? 

'*  O  George,  you  do  not  know  what  a  treasure  you  and  I  are 
possessed  of  in  this  house!"  said  she,  crying  afresh ;  ''  if  ever  an 
angel  appeared  on  earth  in  the  form  of  a  woman,  your  Sbusin 
Mary  is  that  one." 

^^I  am  glad  to  hear  yon  say  so,  aunt,"  said  George;  ^*  fori 
confess  that,  with  the  exception  of  her  personal  beauty,  I  have 
not  been  able  to  discover  any  of  cousin  Mary's  angelic  qua- 
lities." 

'*  Ah!  you  do  not  know  her  as  I  do,  George!  There  is  a 
shyness  ingrained  in  n  maiden's  nature  towards  men,  especially 
her  admirers,  that,  though  perfectly  ridiculous,  and  often  re- 
pented of,  prevents  the  lover  entirely  from  perceiving  the  good 
qualifications  of  his  mbtress." 

She  then  launched  out  into  eulogiums,  and  a  narration  which 
I  do  not  choose  to  repeat,  but  which  I  perceived  to  affect  George 
very  much.  Shortly  after  this,  he  gave  me  many  valuable  and 
elegant  presents  of  dress  and  jewels.  There  was  nothing  be- 
longing to  first-rate  elegance  of  dress  that  I  wanted ;  and  all 
came  directed  to  me  in  parcels,  without  the  least  intimation  from 
whom,  so  that  I  could  do  nothing  else  with  them  but  use  them. 
When  I  mentioned  the  things  to  George,  he  shook  his  head, 
and  said  he  fearedl  had  loo  many  admirers  in  Liverpool  for  my 
good. 

After  it  was  known  that  my  first  dearly  beloved  Henry  Russell 
had  fairly  sailed  for  America,  there  was  no  restraint  laid  on  me 
whatever.  I  went  to  plays,  baUs,  and  assemblies ;  and,  pro- 
vided the  gentlemen  with  whom  I  went  were  acquaintances  of 
my  uncle's  family,  there  were  no  objections  made— so  I  led  a  gay 
life;  and,  convinced  that  my  former  errors  were  not  known,  I 
was  exceedingly  happy.  But  there  was  something  in  my  appear- 
ance, or,  I  am  afraid,  in  the  lightsomeness  of  my  manners,  that 
drew  all  the  bucks  of  Liverpool  after  me.  I  had  invitations 
every  where.  To  parties  on  the  river,  parties  to  the  country — to 
parties  without  end.  I  often  got  half-a-dozen  or  ten  billets-doux, 
or  invilaUons,  in  a  forenoon,  every  one  of  which  I  laid  open  be- 
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fore  Mrs.  Glbbs  and  my  cousin,  and,  of  course^  the  certainly  of 
my  reformation  was  now.  fairly  imbibed.  But  Ihere  was  one 
evening,  at  a  rout  and  ball  given  by  Mrs.  Fairley,  that  I  fell  in 
with  a  Sir  James  Callington,  wlio  never  quilted  me  the  whole^ 
evening,  and  at  length  asked  permission  to  call  on  me.  I  did 
not  know  well  what  to  say;  for  I  cou>d  not  well  refuse  Sir 
James's  call,  and  yet  I  did  not  know  how  it  might  be  taken. 
''  The  trutk  is.  Sir  James,"  said  I,  '*  that  I  live  with  my  aunt 
there  at  present,  above  part  of  the  warehouse  of  Nicholson  and 
Co.  ;  and  I  truly  think  that  it  hardly  suits  your  quality  to  call  at 
such  a  place.  If  you  please,  we  will  rather  tnjst  to  chance  for 
meeting  again." 

"Do  you  imagine  that  I  do  not  know  where  you  live?"  said 
he ;  "  that  1  do,  well;  for  I  have  been^watching  you  out  and  in 
for  many  a  day,  and,  wherever  you  dwell,  that  is  superior  to  a 
palace  for  me ;  I  shall,  therefore,  take  the  liberty  of  calling  on 
you  to-morrow  at  three,  as  I  particularly  wish  to  be  better  ac- 
quainted with  you ;  and  I  shall  take  my  chance  of  a  reception 
from  your  aunt  and  cousin." 

As  soon  as  I  got  home,  I  told  all;  how  Sir  James  had  made  up 
to  me,  detained  me  as  his  partner  the  whole  evening,  and  asked 
permission  to  call  on  me  to-morrow,  which  I  had  declined ;  but 
he  would  take  no  refusal,  saying,  that  he  would  take  his  chance 
of  a  reception  from  my  relations.  There  was  none  of  them  said 
any  thing,  good  or  badj  so  he  called  next  day,  George  came  up 
with  him,  and  took  wine  with  him ;  but,  being  sent  for  to  the 
office,  was  obliged  to  leave  us.  Sir  James  said  every  thing  that 
was  kind  and  flattering  to  me,  and  asked  me  to  accompany  him 
to  a  ball  which  a  celebrated  teacher  of  dancing  was  giving,  and 
be  his  partner.  I  said  I  would  go  with  the  greatest  pleasure  if 
aunt  Gibbs  would  go  with  me.  He  said  he  thought  we  might 
dijipense  with  her  company,  but  this  I  protested  against ;  so,  the 
next  day,  tickets  were  sent  to  us  both ;  and  as  I  testified  n  destine 
to  go,  my  will  being  the  rule  of  action  in  our  small  community, 
Mrs.  Gibbs  and  I  went.  Sir  James  attached  himself  to  me  the 
whole  night.  We  paraded  the  asscmbly-rodms  together,  we  sat 
together,  and  we  danced  together;  and  when  any  other  gentle- 
man asked  me  to  a  quadrille  or  counlry*Klance,  his  answer  was 
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uniformly  the  same  — '^  The  lady  Is  engaged  for  the  next,  sir/' 
I  was  rather  chagrined  at  this,  hut  could  not  help  it.  In  the 
<M)urse  of  the  night  he  opened  his  mind  to  me,  telling  me  how- 
much  he  was  in  love,  and  that  he  was  resolved  to  offer  me  his 
^hand  and  heart,  as  he  found  it  Impossible  to  exist  without  me ; 
but  that,  for  fear  of  giving  offence  to  his  noble  relations,  from 
whom  he  had  high  hopes  of  emolument,  there  was  a  necessity 
that  we  should  be  married  privately,  and  keep  our  marriag'e  a 
secret  for  some  time.  I  said  that  would  require  some  considera- 
tion ;  and  so  we  parted  for  that  night. 

After  that,  he  continued  to  ply  me  early  and  late  with  his  assi- 
duities and  love-letters  (and  bis  I  never  showed) ;  and  though  I 
began  to  fear  I  was  going  wrong,  I  persevered  in  the  same  path, 
indulging  Sir  JamSs  with  my  company  whenever  I  could.  It  is 
said  that,  whenever  a  man  thinks  seriously  about  any  error,  he 
generally  thinks  aright;  but  a  woman  never.  ''The  woman 
that  deliberates  is  lost."  The  more  I  pondered  on  my  alliance 
with  Sir  James,  the  more  I  was  delighted  with  it.  The  title  of 
Lady  CalUngton  was  so  fascinating,  I  could  not  resist  it ;  and, 
will  it  be  believed,  that  the  thoughts  of  my  father  was,  of  all 
others,  my  strongest  inducement  ?  I  knew  I  was  the  pride  of  his 
heart,  and  I  thought  how  elevated  he  would  be  to  see  Sir  James 
and  Lady  Callington  in  his  remote  dwelling.  I  pictured  him  to 
myself  in  our  lUtle  gallery  in  the  parish  church,  with  Sir  James 
and  I  at  the  head  of  it,  and  he,  standing  with  his  hands  in  his 
vest-pockets,  his  arms  akimbo,  his  mouth  primmed,  and  his 
under  lip  protruded — the  very  emblem  of  satisfaction  and  pride; 
and,  in  short,  after  a  month's  intense  courting,  I  consented  to 
elope  with  Sir  James,  on  his  solemn  promise  l>eing  given  me  that 
we  should  be  married  by  the  Lord  Bishop  of  London,  and  every 
thing  transacted  in  the  most  honourable  way. 

We  had  not,  however,  passed  twenty  miles,  before  I  began  to 
repent  of  my  rashness,  and  to  dread  that  there  was  a  dangerous 
gulf  before  me;  for  he  began  to  say  he  did  not  see  the  absolute 
necesdty  of  the  ceremony  of  marriage,  at  least  for  a  parson,  be- 
tween two  whose  hearts  were-bound  in  an  indissoluble  union. 
I  held  my  peace,  and  said  not  one  word,  but  thought  to  myself, 
— '"  Gentleman,  lUl  take  care  of  you." 
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We  reached  Lichfield  at  a  late  hour.  He  urged  me  to  diink 
wine,  on  the  fear  that  I  would  he  so  much  fatigued.  I  would 
not  taste  it,  hut  made  some  tea  for  him  and  me.  He  rung 
the  bell,  and  asked  for  the  chamher-raaid.  She  attended ;  and 
he  went  out  with  her.  I  was  all  eye  and  ear,  and  heard  thb 
order  given  in  a  whisper,  which  is  best  heard  in  a  quiet  house 
— "  Make  my  sister's  bed  in  the  same  room  with  mine,  or  the 
one  adjoining.* — "Yes,  sir." 

This  convinced, me  that  I  was  a  lamb  in  the  fangs  of  a  wolf, 
and  I  knew  not  what  to  do ;  but  I  called  my  natural  obstinacy 
up  to  my  assistance;  and  when  Sir  James  desired  me  to  go  to- 
bed,  until  he  got  his  bottle  of  wine  with  the  landlord,  I  refused, 
and  said  I  was  not  disposed  to  sleep  any  that  night.  He  entreated 
me,  but  I  continued  the  more  and  the  more  obstinate ;  so  I  sat 
and  read  on  my  manual,  and  he  and  the  landlord  look  their  wine, 
and  talked  politics,  until  they  grew  both  considerably  flushed.  I 
knew  not  what  to  do.  At  length  Sir  James  said,  "  I  wished  to 
see  you  safely  lodged  in  your  chamber,  my  dear  sister,  before  I 
went  to  mine."  When  he  called  me  sister^  I  gave  him  such  a 
look !  He  did  not  misunderstand  it ;  and  even  the  pluffy  land- 
lord noted  it.  My  lover  took  the  rebuke ;  he  rose  and  bid  me 
good  night,  and  added  that  the  maid  would  show  me  to-bed 
when  I  listed.  It  was  not  long  before  the  maid  came  in.  1  was 
sure  she  was  in  his  pay,  so  I  resolved  to  be  on  my  guard.  "  It 
is  very  late,  indeed,  miss,"  said  she;  "I  wish  you  would  go 
to  rest."  '^ 

**  Will  you  be  so  kind  as  sit  with  me  here  till  day  ?"  said  I. 

"  No,  I  tliank  you,  miss;  that  I  can't  do  on  no  account  what- 
somever.  But  if  you  will  go  to  your  chamber,  you  shall  have  a 
nice  comfortable  one,  where  you  shan't  want  nothing  thai  a  lady 
can  desire  to  have."  I  refused;  whereon  she  curtsied  and  bid 
me  good  night,  smirking  and  nodding  in  a  most  villauous  way. 
My  heart  grew  sick  within  me,  and  all  my  splendid  visions  of 
Lady  Callington  faded  from  my  view,  like  a  meteor  of  the  morn- 
ing. I  felt  that  I  was  an  egregious  fool,  and  would  have  given 
all  the  world,  and  ten  times  more,  to  have  been  safely  back  at 
any  of  my  homes  again ;  and  yet  I  could  nut  see  with  what  &ce 
I  could  enter  any  of  them.    It  might  haply  be  from  fatigue  and 
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want  of  needful  rest,  but  I  never  had  fell  so  unhappy  in  my  life 
as  I  did  that  morning ;  and  I  deemed  it  impossible  for  any  crea- 
ture to  be  more  wretched. 

A  little  after  daybreak,  when  all  the  city  and  the  hotel  were 
OS  still  as  death,  and  not  a  mouse  stirring,  I  thought  I  heard  a 
gentle  step  on  the  stairs,  and  I  felt  as  if  my  heart  had  sprung 
into  my  throat.  Sir  James  immediately  entered  in  deshabille. 
"  ftly  dearest  Mary,"  said  he,  "  I  entreat  that  you  will  retire  to 
rest,  if  it  were  but  an  hour ;  else  the  fatigue  of  the  journey  will  j 
kill  you.  What  means  this  perversity  ?  Come,  let  me  conduct 
you  to  your  chamber,  my  dearest  love."  And  so  saying,  ]ie 
pulled  me  from  my  seat  with  both  his  hands.  I  was  in  such  a  | 
quandary,  that,  though  I  tried  to  speak,  I  could  not ;  my  tongue 
refused  all  utterance,  and  I  could  only  whisper,  "No,  no  !"  He 
dragged  me  towards  the  door ;  but  I  resisted  so  effectively  he 
could  not ;  and  the  struggle  continued  until  we  were  both  nigh 
out  of  breath.  I  felt  myself  getting  very  angry,  and  yet  I  durst 
not  irritate  him,  hdving  no  other  protector.  But  offence  loosed 
my  tongue.  *'  I  will  not  be  used  in  this  rude  manner,  Sir  James,"  I 
said  I,  ''by  you  or  any  man  living  ;  therefore  please  to  unhand 
me,  for  I  don't  like  this  house,  nor  the  people  that  are  in  it;  and, 
once  for  all,  I  shall  not  go  to-bed  within  its  walls." 

"What  have  you  to  fear,  Mary,  when  you  have  me  for  your 
protector  ?"  said  he ;  "  you  could  trust  my  honour  thus  for,  and 
now  distrust  it  all  at  once  ?" 

I  was  now  hard  put  to  it ;  for  fidn  would  I  have  told  him  what 
an  unprincipled  villain  I  thought  he  was,  and  how  deeply  he 
had  imposed  on  my- simplicity.  But  I  durst  not.  So  I  was 
obliged  to  say,  "No,  no.  Sir  James,  it  is  not  your  honour  that  I 
dread ;  but  I  am  terrified  for  the  people  of  this  house.  I  think 
it  is  a  bad  house,  and  bad  people  in  it,  and  I  dare  not — I  will 
^  not  go  to  sleep  in  it." 

"Well,  well,  then,  for  your  own  comfort  and  pleasure,  I  must 
teach  you  a  little  submission^"  said  he ;  and,  lifting  me  In  his 
arms,  he  carried  me  off.  I,  however,  got  my  feel  against  the 
stair,  and  resisted  with  all  my  force,  screaming  out  at  the  same 
time.  But  the  people  of  the  house  had  got  their  lesson,  for  no 
one  regarded.     At  length,  when  I  was  in  the  last  extremity, 
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having  been  lifted  off  luy  feet,  and  only  hanging  by  the  railing 
of  tlie  stair  with  one  hand,  the  back-door  that  led  into  the  stable- 
yard,  of  which  the  ostler  kept  the  pass-key,  was  suddenly  thrown 
open,  and  a  gentleman  rushed  along  the  passage,  when  the  fol- 
lolling  sharp  dialogue  ensued : — 

*'  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  violence  ?  Unhand  that  lady, 
sir,  this  instant." 

*  *  Indeed !    By  wh  ose  orders  ?" 

*'By  mine,  sir." 

*'By  yours?  No,  nor  for  ten  such.  This  lady  is  mine,  sin 
My  own,  and  under  my  protection." 

'*  It  is  a  lie,  sir.*' 

**  A  lie,  sir !  You  dare  not  say  so,  villain,  for  your  heart's 
blood." 

'^  I  say  it  is  a  lie,  sir ;  a  d — d  insolent  lie.  If  the  lady  were 
your  own,  you  would  not  need  to  force  her  in  that  brutal  style, 
half-naked  as  you  are." 

'*  A  lie,  sir  ?    A  lie,  sir  ?    Do  you  know  whom  you  speak  to, 

sir  ?" 

**  Yes,  I  do ;  I  know  I  speak  to  one  of  the  vilest  scoundrels  that 

treads  English  ground.     The  lady  is  mine  ;  and  therefore  I  say 

unhand  her  this  moment." 

''No,  I  won't." 

'*Then  take  that  as  part  of  your  guerdon,"  said  George  Ni- 
cholson— for  it  was  he;  and  that  moment  he  knocked  Sir  James 
down,  who  fell  backward  on  the  stair,  grasping  the  air  with  his 
hands,  and  staring  wildly.  I  kneeled,  and  clasped  my  cousin's 
knees  ;  and,  in  the  fulness  of  gratitude,  uttered  these  words : — 
"  Dear,  dear  George,  now  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  indeed.  Now 
I  know  I  have  a  heart  and  an  arm  that  will  protect  me." 

"  Yes  you  have,  dearest  5Iary,"  returned  he.  "  Please  to  step 
into  your  room,  and  I  shall  take  counsel  with  Sir  James." 

I  did  as  he  comnianded  me,  but  left  the  door  open,  and  peeped 
out. 

"I  shall  have  satisfaction  for  this, sir,"  cried  Sir  James,  trem- 
bling with  rage.  "Ample  and  dreadful  satisfaction!  Have  you 
the  spirit,  sir,  after  this, outrage  sir,  to  give  me  the  satisfaction 
of  a  gentleman,  sir  ?" 

Digitized  by  Google 


igO  TALES. 

*'I  came  prepared  for  that,  Sir  James,"  said  George;  '^for  I 
have  brought  my  pistols  and  second  along  with  me,  Sir  Adara 
Johnston,  who  shall  settle  the  terms  with  you,  or  any  one  whom 
you  shall  appoint." 

'^  And  who  the  devil  are  you,  sir,  if  it  be  your  high  mighli- 
ness's  will  ?"  said  Sir  James,  disdainfully. 

"  My  name  is  George  Nicholson,  of  Liverpool." 

"Oh,  oh !  I  know  who  you  are  now  ! — a  dealer  in  tea,  and 
soap,  and  sugar -candy,  and  treacle,  and  tobacco,  and  Bath- 
bricks.  Foil !  go  about  ^our  business,  sir!  I  don't  choose  to  de- 
grade myself  so  low  as  that.  What !  a  baronet  of  the  United 
Kingdom  fight  a  duel  with  a  musty  grocer  !  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  Ha ! 
ha!  ha  !  Good  that !    Good,  good." 

"Now,  in  calm  blood.  Sir  James,  I  ween  that  the  highest 
nobleman  in  the  land,  presuming  to  offer  such  an  injury  to  Die 
as  you  have  done,  is  obliged  to  give  me  the  satisfaction  of  a 
gentleman.  The  young  lady  is  my  relation,  living  under  my 
protection,  and  my  affianced  spouse;  and  when  you  dared  to 
seduce  her  from  under  my  roof,  with  your  cursed  false  pre- 
tences, did  you  not  ween  yourself  obliged  to  answer  tome  for  it?" 

"JVo,  sir;  I  won't  answer  to  you,  nor  any  low  musty  grocer 
on  earth,  for  any  thing  that  I  have  done  or  ever  shall  do.  Do 
you  understand  me  ?  A  dealer  in  tea,  and  treacle,  and  seed- 
corn,  demand  of  Sir  James  Callington  to  give  him  the  satisfac- 
tion of  a  gentleman  I  Ho !  ho !  ho !  I  wish  you  good  morning, 
sir." 

George  sprung  up  the  stair  before  him,  saying,  in  a  loud, 
angry  key,  "  Do  you  indeed  refuse  to  give  me  the  satisfaction  of 
a  gentleman  ?" 

"Yes  I  do,  sir." 

"But  I  say  you  shall." 

"  No,  I  won't." 

"Then  here's  for  you,  paltry  dog !"  said  George  ;  and  hav- 
ing a  heavy  horse-whip  in  his  hand,  he  began  applying  it  lb 
Sir  James's  "fair  bodye"  with  such  emphasis,  that  every  lash 
sounded  like  the  crack  of  a  pistol*  Sir  James  at  first  forced  up 
^nd  tried  to  seize  the  whip ;  but  George,  with  one  kick  of  his 
foot,  made  him  stumble  to  the  foot  of  the  stair.    Sir  Jame$  then 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC      ^ 


HISTORY  OF  A  BOBDER  BEAUTY.  I9I 

took  to  his  heels;  and  the  dioiDg -room  on  the  first  floor,  in 
'which  I  stood,  heing  nearest  to  him,  and  the  door  open,  he 
bolted  into  it,  George  all  the  while  plying  the  whip.  Sir  James, 
then,  wUh  fumbling  haste,  unlatched  a  window,  and  flew  out 
head  foremost,  not  without  receiving  some  tremendous  lashes 
00  his  back,  which  was  only  covered  by  his  shirt.  I  looked  out 
after  him,  and  saw  him  scampering  over  a  great  dunghill,  in 
his  holland  shirt  and  trousers,  in  which  state  he  had  the  effron- 
tery to  come  down  stairs  and  address  me !  If  any  thing  could 
have  made  me  laugh  that  morning,  I  would  have  laughed  at. 
the  exhibition  Sir  James  made;  but  I  have  made  up  my  lee-way, 
as  the  Liverpool  people  say,  for  many  a  laugh  I  have  taken  at 
it  since. 

I  stepped  without  hesitation  into  my  ^cousin's  chaise,  along 
with  General  Sir  Adam  Johnston;  and  I  certainly  felt,  that  morn- 
ing, that  my  cousin  was  not  only  the  bravest  and  most  deter- 
mined man  I  ever  saw,  but  the  most  civil  and  best-bred.  He 
never  once  mentioned  Sir  James's  name  to  me,  nor  for  what  pur- 
pose either  he  or  I  came  there. 

But  the  matter  did  not  end  here.  Before  we  reached  Chester 
we  were  overtaken  by  Sir  James  and  a  Dr.  Benlham,  as  his  se- 
cond, who  gave  George  a  challenge.  It  was  accepted  in  a  mo- 
ment. I  then  ventured  to  interfere,  and  entreated  my  cousin 
not  to  put  his  hfe  in  balance  with  that  of  sucba  blackguard.  I 
even  endeavoured  to  hold  him  in  the  carriage  by  force  ;  but  he 
only  laughed  at  me,  and  said  he  suspected  the  horse-whipping 
could  not  cool  without  some  sharper  blows.  All  the  four 
gentlemen  then  retired  out  of  my  sight,  and  I  heard  four  shots 
fired.  At  the  first  fire  George  was  slightly  wounded  in  the 
right  shoulder;  and  at  the  second  fire  he  fell.  Sir  James  ran 
up  with  Benlham,  when  the  latter  pronounced  my  cousin  shot 
through  the  head,  and  added,  "Shift  for  yourself;  for  I  can- 
not leave  him  in  this  condition.  I  must  put  my  life  in  venture 
until  I  see  what  can  be  done  for  lum,  or  at  least  until  I  can  put 
him  into  better  hands."  ^^ 

"I'm  d-r—  glad  I  have  shot  the  - — r,"  said  Sir  James;  and 
scampered  off  as  fast  as  he  could,^ven  faster  than  he  did  over 
the  dunghUi  at  Lichfield.    When  I  saw  him  coming  running 
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across  the  field  without  his  second,  I  guessed  something  was  far 
wrong ;  but  qaite  unacquainted  with  these  matters,  I  knew  not 
what  it  was ;  and  as  Sir  James  came  breathless  to  his  carriage, 
which  stood  alongide  of  ours,  I  called  out  to  him,  ''  For  the  lore 
of  heaven.  Sir  James,  tell  me  what  has  happened?"  The  hoiv- 
rid  unfeeling  answer  that  he  gave  me  cannot  be  repeated ;  and 
that  instant  he  entered  his  carriage,  which  went  off  at  the  full 
gallop ;  and  that  night  he  got  aboard  a  vessel  on  his  way  to 
Spain. 

I  could  not  rest  in  the  carriage ;  and  though  horrified  at  the 
idea  of  seeing  my  brave  deliverer  lying  shot  through  the  head, 
I  could  not  resist  hasting  to  the  place,  where  I  found  the  two 
gentlemen  busily  engaged  in  steeping  the  wounds  with  wet 
handkerchiefs ;  but  my  cousin  lay  quite  insensible.  The  wounds 
were  thus :  —the  first  shot  had  grazed  the  right  shoulder  where 
it  joins  the  nape,  and  merely  ruffled  the  skin ;  the  next  had 
taken  effect  exactly  an  inch  higher,  about  where  the  spine  joins 
the  skull,  and  had  not  only  entirely  deadened  sensation,  but 
continued  to  bleed  incessantly.  Sir  James  had  meant  to  shoot 
him  through  the  head  both  times,  and  it  was  astonishing  how 
nearly  he  had  effected  it.  Dr.  Befltham  assured  me  my  cousin 
would  revive,  for  that  there  was  no  fracture ;  but  I  was  afraid 
he  would  bleed  to  death,  and  besought  them  to  stem  the  bleed- 
ing. The  doctonsaid,  he  judged  it  best  and  safest  to  encourage 
the  bleeding  for  a  while ;  but  at  my  entreaties  he  dressed  the 
wound  and  bound  it  up.  We  then  bore  him  to  the  carriage  in 
my  Indian  shawl,  with  a  good  deal  of  difficulty,  and  his  face 
being  downward,  he  vomited  a  little  by  the  way.  The  doctor 
thj?n  said  all  would  soon  be  well.  He  placed  him  in  a  half- 
lying,  half-sitting  posture  in  his  carriage,  and  ordered  the  pos- 
tilions to  drive  to  Chester,  that  being  the  nearest  town  to  where 
we  then  were.  Dr.  fientham  assured  me  my  cousin  was  living, 
but  merely  stunned.  I  did  not  in  the  least  believe  it,  but  ween- 
ed that  I  was  riding  in  the  coach  with  a  corpse.  However,  we 
bad  not  driven  for  ten  minutes,  until  he  opened  his  eyes.  The 
motion  of  the  carriage  revived  him,  but  there  was  no  specula- 
tion in  those  eyes.  He  saw  none  of  us,  regarded  nothing  that 
passed  among  us ;  and  though  I  squeezed  his  hand,  and  spoke 
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10  him,  he  never  looked  at  me.  Dip.  Bentham  directed  us  lo  the 
house  of  a  i)r.  Bullef,  who  lived  next  door  to  theCily  Exchange, 
assuring  us  that  ^e  tnight  place  full  reliance  on  his  skill,  and 
then  left  us,  to'  shift  tor  liimself,  as  he  said. 

I'hit  hight  my  uncle  received  Ihe  following: — 

**  iSir, — Vobr  son  foiigtit  a  duel  this  morning  with  Sir  i,  C , 

at  a  place  called  Shiltburn,  and  is  wounded,  but  not.  danger- 
ously.   He  lies  at  DK  Buller*s,  in  the  city  of  Chester.' 

"  Yotirs,  most  truly,  *«  1  B." 

"f  be  next  morning  my  uncle  and  aunt  arrived,  and  found  me 
sitting,  crying,  at  George's  bedside.  He  had  begun  to  speak  to 
nie,  i)ut  so  incoherently,  that  I  weened  he  had  lost  his  senses 
altogether;  and,  when  thinking  it  was  on  mj  account,  1  fell  a 
weeping  bit lerly.  Just  then  my  uncle  and  aunt  entered,  and, 
rushing  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  accosted  their  sou,  time  about, 
iti  the  moslanxioifs  manner,  fle  regarded  them  not,  but  stared 
the  other  wa^,  as  if  isomethih^  had  pefplexed  hirii. 

**  I*or  your  own  sakes,  and  for  riiinc,  dp  not  disturb  him," 
said  t.  "br.  Butler's  orders  are,  that  he  be  kept  perfectly 
quiet.** 

**  Where  is  the  woiind?'  asked  my  uncle,  in  a  whisper.  I 
told  him.     "  And  what  was  the  quarrel  about  ?'*  said  he. 

<'  It  was  about  me,"  said  I.  '^What  else  did  you  think  cousin 
George  would  quarrel  about  ?" 

**  You?  You  minx !  You  runagate  from  all  decency  and  de- 
corum," exclaimed  my -aunt,  with  great  vehemence,  "  You  seem 
to  have  been  born  for  the  dtsgraee  a«d  ruin  of  our  house.'' 

**  Who  says  that?"  cried  George,  in  a  voice  of  frenzy,  and  sit- 
ing up  in  the  bed.  **  Who  speaks  in  that  style  to  my  Mary  ? 
Bring  me  my  whip,  and  I'll  give  him  another  flogging.  No ; 
bring  me  my  pistols— my  pistols ! — my  pistols !  I  say  she  was 
bom  to  be  an  honour  and  a  blessing  to  our  family,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  you— you  d<^ !" 

He  then  fell  back  upon  the  bed,  uttering  loud  moans,  while 
my  aunt  howled  outright.  Dr.  Butler  then  rushed  into  the 
room,  and  compelled  my  uncle  and  aunt  to  retire;  and  he  would 
never  suffer  them  again  to  enter,  telling  them  that  I  was  the 
best,  the  most  patient,  and  most  attentive  nurse,  that  their  son 
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could  get  in  all  England.  George  recovered  but  rery  slowly, 
which  was  wonderful^  as  the  wound  was  really  nothing.  My  aunt 
sent  word  to  my  father^  who  came  down,  and  railed  on  me  in  a 
shameful  manner;  but  I  had  not  a  word  to  say,  t  had  behaved 
so  ill,  and  had  been  so  terribly  unlucky  in  my  love  adventures. 
I  was  brought  up  in  the  assurance  that  I  was  a  43  re  at  beautt. 
Of  course,  my  mind  was  stored  with  vanity  and  romance ;  aud 
I  wanted  to  xnaike  a  dash  some  way  ior  other.  I  had  a  longing 
for  notoriety,  which  I  could  not  resist ;  and  the  drcumstanoe  of 
my  writing  this  narrative  Is  a  proof  that  it  remains  in  my  nature 
to  this  day. 

From  the  time  that  my  cousin  came  so  opportunely  to  my 
rescue  at  Leicester,  I  resolved  to  repay  him  with  my  hand  and 
heart,  If  ever  he  again  aslLcd  them.  He  did  so,  and  we  were 
married ;  and  now,  when  I  have  long  lost  him,  I  must  say,  that 
that  fellow,  with  the  white  greasy-coloured  face,  the  large  moulh, 
and  the  heavy,  nnmoving  eyelids,  was  the  bravest,  the  kindest, 
the  most  benevolent  being,  and  the  best-bred,  most  complete 
gentleman,  I  have  ever  known.  Alas !  I  enjoyed  his  fellowsliip 
oTily  for  a  shoi^  space.  He  died  suddenly  on  the  8th  of  Novem- 
ber, 1814,  and  left  me  a  wealthy  widow,  without  any  fBonily; 
l:rut  I  shall  venerate  10s  memory  while  I  live. 
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It  has  frequently  occurred  to  me,  Ibat  if  any  member  ot  the 
Bar,  who  has  been  for  a  few  years  in  practice  in  our  criminal 
courts^  possessing  the  not  uncommon  qualities  of  a  moderate 
understanding,  a  mind  open  to  conviction,  and  a  tolerable  share 
of  attention  to  the  cases  which  occur,  would  communicate  to 
the  world  the  result  of  his  experience!  he  would  do  more  to 
enlighten  the  public  mind  upon  the  nature  and  practical  opera- 
tion of  that  most  valued  of  our  institutions^the  Trial  by  Jury— 
than  could  be  effected  in  any  other  mode.  No  man  can  have  at- 
tended, even  for  a  single  day,  either  as  a  juror  or  a  witness,  in 
anyone  of  our  courts,  whether  dvil  or  criminal,  without  having 
been  struck,  if  he  be  of  an  observant  habit,  by  verdicts  utterly 
at  variance  with  the  focts  upon  which  those  verdicts  have  been 
founded. 

One  of  the  most  extraordinary  and  most  interesting  trials  of 
which  I  find  any  account  in  my  note-book,  took  place  on  the 
Northern  Circuit)  very  little  less  than  fifty  years  ago.  It  is  in« 
structive  in  many  points  of  view.  To  those  who  believe  that 
they  see  the  finger  of  Providence  especially  pointing  out  the 
murderer,  and  guiding,  in  a  slow  but  unerring  course,  the  foot- 
steps of  the  avenger  of  blood,  it  will  afford  matter  of  deep  me- 
ditation and  reffection. 

In  the  year  17 — ,  John  Smith  (I  use  fictitious  names)  was  in- 
dicted for  the  wilful  murder  of  Henry  Thomson.  The  case  was 
one  of  a  most  extraordinary  ipature,  and  the  interest  excited  by 
tt  was  almost  unparalleled.    The  accused  was  a  gentleman  of 
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considerable  property,  residing  upon  his  own  estate,  in  an  xxo^ 
frequented  part  of shire.  A  person,  supposed  to  be  an  en- 
tire stranger  to  him,  had,  late  in  a  summer's  day,  requested  and 
obtained  shelter  and  hospitality  for  the  night.  He  had,  it  was 
supposed,  after  taking  some  slight  refreshment,  retired  to-bed  in 
perfect  health,  requesting  to  be  awakene^d  at  an  early  hour  the 
following  morning.  When  (fee  sei*vant,  appointed  to  call  him,^ 
entered  his  room  for  that  purpose,  he  was  found  In  his  bed,  per- 
fectly 4ead;  and,  from  ihe  appearance  of  the  body,  it  was  ob-^ 
yious  that  he  had  been  so  for  many  hours.  There  was  not  the 
slightest  mark  of  violence  on  his  person,  and  the  countenance 
retained  the  same  expression  which  it  had  borne  during  life. 
Great  consternation  was,  of  course,  excited  by  this  discovery,. 
and  inquiries  were  immediately  niade-^first^  as  t<^  whp  the  stran- 
ger was— and,  secondly,  as  to  how  he  met  with  his  death.  Both 
were  unsuccessful..  As  to  the  former,  np  information  could  be 
obtained— no  clue  discovered  to  lead  lo  the  knowledge  either  of 
his  name,  his  person^  or  his  occupatiop.  .  He  had  arrived  on 
horseback^  and  was  seen  passing  thrpugh  a  peighl)ouring  vil- 
lage 9bout  an  hour  before  he  reached  the  hpuse  where  his  exist' 
ence  Was  so  mysteriously  lernijnatedj  hi^t  ^oi^^d  be  traced  np 
farther.     Beyond  this,  all  was  conjecture. 

With  respect  iq  the  death,  as  little  cpuld  be  learned  as  of  tfte 
dead  man ;  it  was,  it  1^  true,  sudden— a \^ fully  sy^den  5  but  Iftere- 
was  no  reason,  that  alone  ^xcppted^  to  suppose  that  it  w^s,  <^QS^ 
by  the  hand  of  man,  rather  than  by  the  hand  of  God.  A  corq- 
ner'sjury  was,  of  course,"  summoned;  and  aftpr  an  invcstigalipo^ 
in  which  little  more  copld  be  prove4  than  that  wh^pl^  I  h^ve 
here  slated,  a  verdict  wa;?  returned  lo  \\x^  effect  Ihjit  the  4$^<^as^(t 
died  by  (he  visiitation  of  God,  Days  aqd  weeks  passed  on,  ao^ 
little  further  was  kftown.  In  the  me^n  lime,  rumour  had  i)Ql 
bcQU  idle :  susptciQns,  vague,  indeed,  and  undc^ned,  feut  of  a 
dark  and  fearful  character,  werp,  ^t  grst,  whisppredj  s^nd  after- 
wards boldly  expressed.  The  precise  obj^c^pjf  ihP^  suspicion? 
was  not  clearly  indicatpd  i  jsqmp  impUqalfd  on^  person,  some 
another :  but  they  all  pointed  ^0  SinilU,  thP  W«ster  pf  tfop  hpuJS?, 
a^  concerned  iii  th^  4e^ih  of.  the  ^traDjjpr.  As  uiu»l  »»  such 
pases,  cKPumsl^upe*  tptajly  ^qc^9nec^e^  wUU  \\\^  tir^waicUoo  i^ 
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question,  matters  many  years  antecedent,  and  relating  to  other 
persons,  as  veil  as  other  times,  were  used  as  auxiliary  to  the 
present  charge.  The  character  of  Smith,  in  early  life,  had  been 
exposed  to  much  observation.  While  his  father  was  yet  alive, 
he  had  left  his  native  country,  involved  in  debt,  known  to  have 
been  gi^lty,  of  great  irregularities,  and  suspected  of  being  not 
over-scrupulous  as  to  the  mode  of  obtaining  those  supplies  of 
money  of  which  he  was  continually  in  want,  and  which  he 
seemed  somewhat  inexplicably  to  procure. 

<^  And  he  had  left  in  youth  his  father-land ; 
Bui  from  the  hour  he  waved  his  parting  hand 
Each  trace  wax'd  fhinter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recall. 
His  sire  was  dust ;  his  vassals  could  declare, 
'Twas  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  there: 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  tiU  conjecture  grew 
Gold  In  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 

^^  He  came  at  last  in  sudden,  lonetiness, 
And  whence.they  knew  not,  why  they  need  not  guess ; 
They  more  might  marvel,  when  the  greeting's  o'er, 
Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  before. 
Years  had  roll'd  on,  and  fast  they  speed,  away 
To  those  that  wander,  as  to  those  that  stay. 
He  came;,  nor  yet  is  past  his  manhood's  prime,. 
Though  sear'd  by.  toil,  and  something  touch'd  by  time." 

Ten  years  and  more  had  efapsed  since  his  return;  and  the 
events  or  his  youth  had  been  forgotten  by  many,  and  to  many 
were  entirely  unknown:  but,  on  this  occasion,  they  were  re- 
vived, and,  probablyj  with  considerable  additions ;  and,  in  fine, 
the  magistrates  were  induced  to  commit  Mr.  Smith  to  gaol,  to 
take  his  trial  for  the  wilfut  murder  of  Henry  Thomson.  As  it 
was  deemed  essential  to  the  attainment  of  justice,  to  keep  secret 
the  examination  of' the  witnesses  who  were  produced  before  the 
magistrates,  all  the  information  of  which  the  pabllc  were  in  pos- 
session, before  the  trial  took  place,  was  that  which  I  have  here 
narrated.    Such  was  the  state  of  things  upon  the  morning  of 
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\}^  trial  Sel4Qm,  perlwp5,  h^a  spjePvla.UojR  ii^^a  ^g  husy  ^s  U 
WAS  ^pp^  Hii*  pcpasio«T  Wagers^  tc^  a  qftmldprable  a9]LOui;i^  v^re 
4c|i«Q4iB^  ufop  tUq  «vent  pf  Ibe  ica§te.?  8P  Mfhlly  4q  »ie»  IUIr]^ 

^Uv  concerned,  even  iboypb  Ibt*  Ufc  pX  91  feJtew-qvp^ttr?  fe  w- 

tbis  murder  e^cite4  a  p)Q4  4wl  of  aUiPaUpQ.  He  h^cji  r^<?Qm- 
mended  them,  if  Ibey  ept^rlaipfid  jre^sa^^We  da\ibls  of  ft^  ft!)^ 
ciency  of  th^  evidence  to  ensure  a  conviction,  to  throw  out  the 
bill;  explaining  lo  them  most  jaslly  and  dearly  that,  in  4he 
event  of  their  doing  so,  if  any  additional  ovidenoe  should,  at  a 
future  time,  be  discavered,  the  prisoner  €(Hild  a§ain  be  appre- 
hended and  tried  for  the  etl^te;  whereas,  if  t^ey  fouBd  a  true 
Bill,  and,  fron)  doficienoy  of  proof,  he  vm^  now  acquitted  on  his 
tnal,  he  could  never  again  be  moksted,  6v«b  theagk  the  testi- 
mony against  him  should  be  morally  as  clear  as  light.  The 
grand  jury  after,  as  was  supposed,  very,  (onslderable  toeussion 
among  themselves,  and,  as  was  rumoured,  by  a  majority  of  only 
one,  returned  a  -true  bill.  After  the  charge,  it  was  conjectured 
that  the  proofe  offered  to  the  Grand  Jury  must  have  been  strong 
to  authorise  such  a  finding ;  and  a  strong  impression  in  conse.- 
quence  prevailed  that  there  would  uhimately  be  a.convictlon. 

The  Counsel  fbr  the  prosecution  opened  his  case  to  the  jury  in 
a  Planner  that  indicated  very  little  expectation  of  a  conviction. 
He  began  by  knploring  them  to  divest  their  minds  of  all  that  they 
had  heard  before  they  came  into  the  box :  he  entreated  them  to 
^^eBd  to  th^  «vi4e^c^,  ^p4  ju4a«l  frpip  th^t.  ^Jppci.  Re  sifted 
tbat,in  VUp  cQUfsp  of  his  ^J^ppriepc^,  wWk  Va%  v^ry  ^jr^^,  \y? 
l^d  never  mpt  wWh  a  i:^8B  htvftlve4  ;p  Ae^j^r  ipi^st^y  ttan  ^^at 
^PPH  whicli  he  w-a^  tben  ^dAr^^^Pg  them.  Xb^  Pf  i^WPier  ^t  tb^ 
bar  wa?  9-  Vi9tXi  piQVHi^  IP  a  r?sp?(:tAbte  s{9Xm  bEn  ^PQtetli  4d4 
^naintaipip^  a  ^  ehar^o^pr,  fle  ivft^,  tp  aU  ajjppart^nc?,  \p,  \\ie 
pp^^essiou  pf  copsiij^rabje  prpper^y ;  ap4  w^^^pv^  tb^  or^ipayy 
tepuplations  tp  comput  sp  fyji^l  a  criipp..  Wift  respev^  M^y^.  ppq- 
|i^.rly  of  th^  4opeased»  U  V(^$trppg^  ^ps;pcp^4  t^li^th^  h^  f^Mt^ 
bepn  roW>^4  of,  pr  \n,  «^onie  ipexfiVcftWP  ?i*wnj^P  PHMi^  *w^y  wUh, 
goM  ^n4  jewe^  (^  ^  v^^y  lavg€  ajpounJt;  y^t,  \a  cf^p^ouf,  lys  irqs 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


THE  T&tAL.  iq^ 

)).oiind  to  a4n4t  tl^9t  po  portion  Qf  Ut  however  triAing,  could  be 
tF^cQ4  tq  Ifee  ijirisQoeic*  A^  tQ  apy  mptlv^  of  inalice  or  reve^cf ,. 
i^oflje  could  l?^  posskifeiUty be  assipped ;  fqr  (be  pxisoAer  awd  Ihc  4^ 
€ease4  were,  9§  &r  a^  covki  be  a^ccrt^ioed,  ipUil  ^travgers  to  eac(^ 
otl)er>  Still  Uw(B  werQ  m03t  e^jLtraprdina^ry  clrouin^aucea  eoi^- 
oecled  ^Itl^  ^U  deatli,  prc^ua^t  wUli  suspv^lon  nt  leost^  apd  im- 
pecio^sly  (Jtewandwf  explanatjioii  |  aud  it  was  Ji**ti<ie,  n^  Iq^s  to- 
tb^  qci^uj^ed  tl\w  t^  l)iq  public,  tb^t  llie  c^se  should  undergo  ju- 
dicial ip^^li^atjuQu.  Tl?jB  4^ee^ed  Uonry  Thofusoii  wa$  a  Jew- 
»lk^>  rf«i4iJIS  i»  IiQnd««i  wcalllpy,  «>ftd  ^n  con^ejr^^  bu^Q!e«a; 
^nd,  as  was  ^be  Qu«toni  cif  bi3^  tiflaeit  U  tb^  b^bll  qf  per^oni^lly 
CQ^duoiiag  l¥$  {MriOCli)»l  t,rap^£iCli?i)S  wUb  tbe  foreign  mercb(t|i|s 
with  wbow  be  tead^.  He  bad  tf^vejled  mucb  In  ihe  cuwsc  Qf 
his  bv^ipes^  ip  Germwy  Wd  Hollaudi  aiMl  U  W9S  t^  weet  it 
}iull  a  trailer  gf  the  If^ttfir  patioA,  of  whom  he  wa#  to  mabe  a 
l^rge  purchase,  X\\^X  ^  b^  left  Jwndon  9,  ^nenth  before  bis 
d^(^tb*  It  Wfvuld  be  proved  bx  tbe  landlord  of  the  i^n  wber^  b^ 
h^d  reslideda'IU^  be  and  hU  cprre^ppndent  b^  been  there  s  a^d 
^  Whitby  jeweUer  of  tbe  tQwn»  well  gc^naioted  with  bQlb  pi- 
ties, b9d  ^euMf'Tbomswi  JiAer  ^h?  departure  of  the  PutcblMn^ 
aud  could  speak  po§itKely  ip  there  beiwg  then  in  bis  po^^st^ion 
jQWcte  pf  tergc  v^lue,  ?^ud  goW,  wd  ce»t^ip  biHs  pf  excbwge, 
tbp  parses  tp  whvjb  be  CPnld  d^^ribc*^  Tbls  w«s  en  tbe  n>or«- 
lAg  of  Thomson's  depmlui^  ^'oip  Hull,  09  Us  return  tp  I^PQdOPt 
9Pd  Wi^s  pQ  tbe  df^y  but  ope  preceding  thgt  on  wh^eb  be  arrived 
«^t  ^be  bQn^  qf  Ibe  prisoner.  Wbat  hjid  becqipe  of  hyaa  lu  the 
liPlervsil  could  MPt  be  ascerl^jU^d;  uoi:  wa^  tbe  priApner-s  boi^ 
situated  Iq  tbp  road  which  be  qugbt  tp  bf^ve  t^n.  No  reU^uc^r 
bqwever,  could  be  placed  on  tb^t  circun^stQuce ;  for  ijt  w^  put 
at  ^U  u(^9o«lf\aP  fp^  persQUA  wbq  tv^v^led  with  property  abpiH 
tbera,  to  leave  tbe  direct  ro^4,  even  for  a  ec^lder^bJe  di^tavce, 
in  qf^v  tq  ^epure  thQin^elves  af  effeql^lly  a^  poffaWe.fro^  tbe 
Prtrtw:^  bar  Vlt<W  tbc^  r^WWte  P*i1?  of  ftC  country  we^  greatly 
^pCe^ted.  }iq  bad  not  }}^ex^  oee^  ff  om  tbe  ti^u^  of  bis  leavlikg 
Jj^ii  Mtt  b^  ^ea^bfHi  tbe  vin^4^  «w;t  ^iQb»<pg  Smith'^  bouM, 
and  tbrPUgh  wblcb  he  pa^Aed,  wUbout  even  a  woroei^tary  hajf. 
8p  V:a^  wpft  tq  oMgbt  at  Sg^ilj^^'^  gate^  ^d  the  pe|:t  ^wrBlng  wa* 
dl^G^veml  dead  in  bis  bed.    Qexipw  com/e  tp  the  iO<^t  ^\t^Of^ 
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dioary  part  of  the  case.  It  would  be  prored,  beyond  the  pSssf- 
billty  of  a  doobt;  that  the  deceased  dfed  by  poisan^^l&an  of  a 
most  soblle  nature,  most  active  in  its  operation,  and  possessing 
the  wonderful  and -dreadful  quality  of  leaving  no  external  mark 
or  token  by  which  its  presence  could  be  detected.  The  iogre- 
dienls  of  which  it  was  composed  were  of  so  sedative  a  nature, 
that,  instead  of  the  body  on  which  it  had  been  used  exhibiting 
any  contortions,  or  marks  of  suffering,  it  left  upon  the  features 
nothing  but  the  calm  and  placid  quiet  of  repose.  Its  effects,  and 
indeed  its  very  existence,  were  but  recently  known  in  this  coun- 
try, though  it  had  for  some  time  been  used  in  other  nations  of 
Europe;  and  it  wa»  supposed  to  be  a  dbcovery  of 'the  German 
chemists,  and  to  be  produced  by  a  powerful  distillation  of  the 
seed  of  the  wild  cherry-tree,  iso  abundant  in  the  Black  Forest. 

But  the  fhct  being  ascertained,  that  the  cause  of  the  death 
was  poison,  left  open  the  much  more  momentous  question, — by 
whom  was  tt  administered?  It  could  hardly  be  supposed  to  be 
by  the  deceased  himself;  there  was  notliing  to  induce  such  a 
suspicion ;  and  there  was  this  important  circumstance,  which  of 
itself  almost  negatived  its  possibility,  that  no  phial,  or  vessel  of 
any  kind,  had  been  discovered,  in  which  the  poison  could  have 
been  contained.  Was  it  then  the  prisoner  who  administered  it? 
Before  he  asked  them  to  come  to  that  conclusion,  it  would  be  ne- 
cessary to  state  more  distinctly  what  his  evidence  was.  The  pri- 
soner's flimily  consisted  only  of  himself,  a  housekeeper,  and  one 
man-servant.  The  man-servant  slept  in  an  out-house  adjoining 
the  stable,  and*  did  so  on  the  night  of  Thomson'^  death.  The 
prisoner  slept  at  one  end  of  >the  house,  and  tiie  housekeeper  at 
the  other,  and  the  deceased  had  been  put  into  a  room  adjoining 
the  housekeeper's.  It  would  be  proved,  by  a  person  who  hap- 
pened to  be  passing  by  the  house  on  the  night  in  question,  alx)ut 
three  hours  after  midnight,  that  he  had  been  induced  to  remain 
and  watch,  from  having  his  attention  excited  by  the  dream- 
stance,  then  very  unusual,  of  a  light  moviiig  about  the  house  at 
that  late  hour.  That  person  would  state  most  positively,  that 
he  could  dbtirictly  see  a  figure,  holding  a  Ught,  go  fromHhe 
room  in  which  the  prisoner  slept  to  the  housekeeper's  room; 
that  two' persons  then  eame  out  of  the  housekeeper's  room^  and 
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€|ie  Ugbl  4iS$qpipeAred  ^r  $i  m)i|i4e.  Wl|«tlier  the  two  persons 
^^eut  ipto  Xfeon»o^'§  toov^  Uf  couW  Wf  fee,  ^^  ^l^  iHn^^  pf 
t.}^^,t  room  looked  j»ftot;her  way ;  Imt  ib,  »bout  a  miptt^^  tl^ey  rch 
V^m^^f  p^salpg  ^|te  j|lp»g  tUe  }^^$e  \o  Srniitti'a  fqqip  qgaiq ;  ^p^l^ 
ypL  ^t)Qut  five  miiuit^il  ttys  lig^it  w^  e^UngMisb^^  pntl  ^e  s^w  H 

S^f^  wft#  ftip  evid^pcp  Hi^p  which,  tue  magfistrf^tos  ba4  qopa- 

miU^d  ^ntiih;  pnd.>  §<Bf  ularly  eoaug^i,  »Uiw  h|S  comoiittal  the 
l^j^ft^e^per  tad,  |?^p  raUftiag^  iipr  couW  aqy  tr*ce  gf  hgr  fee 
#sppver€d.  WUW^  the  l^stt  w«»k,  the  wHne»#  wfe^  «^w  the 
ttgii^t  bMr  bciep  |Bt9Pe  particularly  ^ftmipflcl;.  »*4,  i^  order  tg  f^ 
fr^^ti  hi|^  ?aeflniory,  he.  h*d  |^^9  planed,  ftt  dayk,  i«  ib^  very  wot 
where  h^  bad  stood  on  Ibat  mgbt,  dndafletber  p«?sqw  was  ptooc^ 
with  biiQ,  The  whAle  s^Qe,  as  h^  bad  desorUied  U»  wits  ftcted 
ovw  «g^» ;  but,  i|  was  utterly  topoAsiWe,  froa^  the  ejms^  siboTO" 
^Ofi^tiQDedr  to  9S(5€rt|ila,  when  the  light  d^appeavedy  wheUafr 
the  parties  b^d  gope  iuto  Tbooison's  room.  As  if)  ho^ev^?,  |o 
thf^W  sWl  deeper  mystery  over:  this  e^traordi^avy  trs^Bsaei^oq, 
tbo  Wit.^efi^  persisted  ip  ^4m&  a  new  fe^^i^re  to  bis  fpruver  stato- 
B^e^t  s  tfb^t  after  tb«  perp^ns  h^  ipeturqed  wUb  the  light  |^l;o 
Sinilh>  roQin,  ap4  befiw:?  it  w^s  ejttipguish^d,  bei  bad  Iwipe  pf»- 
c^ved  iioWMi  da?!^  object  tQ  Intpfvope  betweop  Ibe  Ugbt  und  ^he 
Wipdpw,  ^Ipiosc^si  large  «»  the  pUiTfij^e  qtya^  wipdow  M^ejf,  i^p^ 
which  h^  descpibod  by  sayioft,  it  oppe^red  «*  |f  a  dpw  bfid  boop 
plpcpd  b^^fore  the  light.  Ifpw,  In  Smjlb's  rpo«3^  thero  l^^s 
polbing  which  (5o^W  »c?ottnl  for  Ihl^  fippftiiRnQe :  hj^  bi34  w§s 
ip  c(  dififerent  p^^U  ^nd  there  was  neither  wpboard  «oi  prg^  in 
ibe  ^oop),  wbi^b)  \>^l  fo.r  the  bed?  W'9i|i  entirely  epipty,  the  voopv 
Sp  which  he  dress^  i>e|pg  s^t  a  d^ta^pe  beyopd  it>  fip  would 
^\e  only  op^  fact  piore  (^id  the.  Iwrped  Cppppel),  9Pd  he  hiw^ 
dime  his  duty ;  it  would  thm  be  fpi:  tb^  Jury  tp  do  tb^ips.  WtWn 
a  few  d$ys  Ibero  tad  been  fopnd,  in.  the  priftpp^r's  hP«|s?t  tbe^ 
4lPPPer  pf  a  spi^U  ho^lle  of  a  very  slpgiihir  4es(^iptipn ;  H  w^s 
apparently  not  of  Eiiglish  mapu£sictpre,  and  wosi  df^scribedy  by 
the  medical  men;  as  being  of  the  description  used  by  chemists  to 
preserve  Ibpse  liquids  which  are  most  likely  to  lose  their  virtue 
by  exposure  to  the  air.  To  whom  it  belonged,  or  to  what  \t^e 
it  h^d  bOQP  applied}  there  was  no  evidence  to  show.^ 
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Such  was  tbe  address  of  the  Counsel  for  the'prosecutioD  ;  and, 
during  its  delWery,  I  had  earnestly  watched  the  countenance  of 
the  prisoner,  who  hnd  listened  to  it  with  deep  attention.     Twice 
only  did  I  perceive  that  it  produced  in  him  the  slightest  emo^ 
tion.    When  the  disappearance  of  hiii  housekeeper  was  men- 
tioned, a  smile,  as  of  scorn,  passed  over  Ids  lip ;  and  the  notice 
of  the  discovery  of  the  stopper  obviously  excited  an   interest, 
and,  I  thought,  an  apprehension;  but  it  quickly  subsided.-    I 
need  not  detail  the  evidence  that  was  given  for  the  prosecution : 
it  amounted,  in  substance,  to  that  which  the  counsel  stated; 
nor  was  it  varied  in  any  particular.  The  stopper  was  produced, 
find  proved  to  be  found  in  the  house ;  but  no  attempt  was  made 
to  trace  it  to  the  prisoner's  possession,  or  even  knowledge. 

When  the  case  was  closed,  the  learned  Judge,  addressing  the 
counsel  for  the  prosecution,  said,  he  thought  there  was  hardly 
sufficient  eWdence  to  call  upon  the  prisoner  for  his  defence ;  and 
if  the  Jury  were  of  the  same  opinion,  they  would  at  once  stop 
the  case.  Upon  this  observation  from  the  Judge,  the  Jury  turned 
round  for  a  moment,  and  then  intimated  their  acquiescence  in 
his  Lordship's  view  of  the  evidence.  The  Counsel  fblded  up  thetr 
briefs,  and  a  verdict  of  acquittal  w^s  about  to  be  taken,  when 
the  pilsoner  addressed  the  court.    He  stated,  that  having  Been 
accused  of  so  foul  a  crime  as  murder,  and  having  had  his  cha- 
racter assailed  by  suspicions  of  the  most  afflicting  nature,  that 
character  could  never  be  cleared  by  his  acquittal  ^  upon  the 
ground  that  the  evidence  against  him  was  inconclusive,  without 
giving  him  an  opportunity  of  stating  his  own  case,  and  calling 
a  witness  to  counteract  the  impressions  that  had  been  raised 
against  him,  by  explaining  those  drcumstauces  which,  at  pre- 
sent, appeared  doubtfhl.   He  urged  the  learned  Judge  to  permit 
him  to  state  his  case  t&the  Jury,  and  to  call  his  housekeeper, 
with  so  much  earnestness,  and  was  seconded  so-  strongly  by  his 
'  counsel,  that  Lord  Mansfield,  though  very  much  against  his  in- 
clination, and  contrary  to  his  usual  habit,  g^ve  way,  and  yielded 
to  the  request. 

^'  Dil  fociles— lorrens  diceudi  copia^ulils." 
The  prisoner  then  addressed  the  Jury,  and  entreated  their  pa- 
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tience  for  a -short  time.  He  repeated  to  tliem  that  he  never  could 
feel  satisfied  to  be  acquitted,  merely  because  the  evidence  was 
not  conclusive ;  and  pledged  himself,  in  a  very  short  time,  by 
the  few  observations  he  should  make,  and  the  witness  whom  he 
should  call,  to  obtain  their  verdict  upon  much  higher  grounds— 
upon  the  Impossibility  of  his  being  guilty  of  the  dreadful  crime. 
With  respect  to  the  Insinuations  which  had  been  thrown  out 
against  him,  he  thought  one  observation  would  dispose  of  them. 
Assuming  It  to  be  true  that  the  deceased  died  from  the  effect  of^ 
a  poison,  of  which  he  called  God  to  witness  that  he  had  never 
even  heard  either  the  name  or  the  existence  until  thb  day,  was 
not  every  probability  in  ifavour  of  his  Innocence  ?    Here  was  a 
perfect  stranger,  not  known  to  have  In  his  possession  a  single 
article  of  value,  who  might  either  have  lost,  or  been  robbed  of 
that  properly  which  he  was  said  to  have  had  at  Hull.    What  so 
probable  as  that  he  should^  In  a  moment  of  despair  at  his  loss^ 
have  destroyed  himself?  The  fatal  drug  was  stated  to  have  been 
familiar  In  those  countries  In  which  Mr.  Thomson  had  travelled, 
while  to  himself  It  was  utterly  unknown.     Above  all,  be  Im- 
plored the  Jury  to  remember,  that  although  the  eye  of  malice 
had  watched  every  proceeding  of  his  since  the  fatal  accident, 
and  though  the  most  minute  search  had  been  made  Into  every 
part  of  his  premises,  no  vestige  had  been  discovered  of  the  roost 
trifling  article  belonging  to  the  deceased,  nor  had  even  a  rumour 
been  circulated  that  poison  of  any  kind  had  been  ever  In  his  pos- 
session.     Of  the  stopper,  which  had  been  founds  he  disowned 
all  knowledge;  he  declared,  roost  solemnly,  that  he  had  never 
seen  it  before  it  was  produced  In  court ;  and  be  asked,  could  the 
.    fact  of  Its  being  found  In  his  house,  only  a  few  days  ago^  when 
hundreds  of  people  liad  been  (here,  produce  upon  an  Impartial 
mind  even  a  momentary  prejudice  against  him  ?    One  fact,  and 
one  only,  had  been  proved,  to  which  It  was  possible  for  him  to 
give  an  answer — the  fact  of  his  having  gdne  to  the  bed-room  of 
his  housekeeper  on  the  night  In  question.   He  had  been  subject, 
for  many  years  of  his  life,  to  sudden  fits  of  Illness ;  he  had  been 
seized  with  one  on  that  occasion,  and  bad  gone  to  her  to  procure 
her  assistance  In  lighting  a  fire.    She  had  returned  with  him  to 
his  room  for  that  purpose,  he  having  walled  for  a  minute  in  the 
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li»iktoftge  Whilst  sh^  pilt  oti  her  clotliefs,  ^hicfa  Would  aec5tfnl  fofr 
the  mometitiiry  dUnptiearance  of  the  light ;  aild  dfteir  she  had 
remained  in  his  roohi  a  ft  w  mimif es,  finding  himself  better,  he 
had  dismissed  her,  and  mttred  again  to^hed,  from  trhich  he  had 
ndl  risen  when  he  tras  informed  of  the  death  of  his  gtt^t.  It 
had  been  said  that,  dfter  his  committal  to  {>i1son,  his  hbtiseke^per 
had  dlsafp^red.  fie  avowed  that,  finding  his  enemies  dettr- 
mined,  If  possible,  to  aecomi[>hsh  his  rnitt,  he  had  thottght  it  pte- 
bable  they  might  tamj^ef  With  his  Sefvant?  be  had,  ikeirefere, 
kept  her  out  of  thell-  way ;  but  for  What  purpose  ?  Not  to  ptie- 
vent  her  testimony  being  given,  fof  she  was  now  i^ndet*  the  eairc 
tuf  his  solicitor^  and  would  instantly  appear  foY  th6  ]^drp6se  of 
<snifirmtng,  as  t^t  as  she  Was  cotid^rtied,  the  Statement  wlildi  he 
had  Just  made. 

Stith  Was  the  prtsoner^s  address,  Which  prbdu<*ed  a«rfef>f  pth/^et- 
ftd  efltect.    It  Was  delivered  in  a  firm  «nd  impressive  matitier, 
and  its  simplicity  and  atilessness  gave  ft  ail  appearaiifee  of  tt-nth. 
The  housekeeper  Was  theu  put  Into  the  boit,  and  examined  by 
the  Counsel  for  tht?  prisoner.    Adcordii^g  to  the  eustom,  At  that 
time  almost  uid versa),  of  excluding  wittt^sses  £Nim  cbutt  tintil 
thdf  testimony  was  re^ijuired,  she  had  been  kept  ai  a  house  near 
at  hand,  ahd  had  not  heard  a  single  WOTd  of  the  trial.     There 
Was  nothing  remarkable  in  her  manh^  or  appearance;  ske 
might  be  about  thirty-five,  or  a  little  more  •  with  regulai'  ihough 
not  agreeable  features,  and  an  air  perfectly  A-ee  frcfm  embaf fasS- 
ifletlt.    She  repeated,  almost  in  the  pHsOner^s  oWn  Words,  thfe 
story  that  he  had  told  of  his  having  called  hef  up,  and  her  hav- 
ing accompanied  him  to  his  room,  adding  that,  after  leaving  blm, 
she  had  retired  to  her  own  room,  and  been  awakened  by  the 
rtian^servattt  in  the  morning,  with  an  account  of  thd  traveller's 
death.    She  had  now  to  undergo  a  tross-e^amlnafion ;  and  I 
ihay  as  well  stale  here  that  trhlch,  though  not  khown  to  me  fill 
afterwards,  wttl  assist  the  reader  In  understanding  the  following 
scene  t— The  Cotrnsel  for  the  prosecution  had,  iii  his  own  mtnd, 
flrttached  considerable  Ithportance  to  the  eihjumstance  mentidhed 
by  the  Witness  who  saw  the  light,  that  While  the  prisoner  ahd 
the  housekeeper  were  in  the  rbom  df  the  fornler,  something  like 
a  door  had  intervened  between  the  tandle  and  Ihe  window, 
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which  was  totally  irreconcilable  with  the  appearance  of  the 
room  when  examined;  and  he  had  half-persuaded  himself  that 
there  must  be  a  secret  closet  which  had  escaped  the  search  of  the 
officers  of  justice,  the  opening  of  which  would  account  for  the 
appearance  alluded  to,  and  the  existence  of  which  might  dis- 
cover the  property  which  had  so  mysteriously  disappeared.  His 
object,  therefore,  was  to  obtain  from  the  housekeeper  (the  only 
person  except  the  prisoner  who  could  give  any  clue  to  this)  such 
information  as  he  could  get,  without  alarming  her  by  any  direct 
inquiry  on  the  subject,  which,  as  she  could  not  help  seeing  its 
importance,  would  have  led  her  at  once  to  a  positive  denial.  He 
knew,  moreover,  that  as  she  had  not  been  in  court,  she  could  not 
know  how  much  or  how  little  the  inquiry  had  already  brought 
to  light ;  and  by  himself  treating  the  matter  as  immaterial,  he 
might  lead  her  to  consider  it  so  also,  and,  by  that  means,  draw 
forth  all  that  she  knew.  After  some  few  unimportant  questions, 
he  asked  her,  in  a  tone  and  manner  calculated  rather  to  awaken 
confidence  than  to  excite  distrust, — 

During  the  time  you  were  in  Mr.  Smith's  room,  you  stated 
that  the  candle  stood  on  the  table,  in  the  centre  of  the  room  ? 
—Yes. 

Was  the  closet,  or  cupboard,  or  whatever  you  call  it,  opened 
oncCj  or  twice^  while  it  stood  there  ? — A  pause :  no  answer. 

I  will  call  it  to  your  recollection :  after  Mr.  Smith  had  taken 
the  medicine  out  of  the  closet,  did  he  shut  the  door,  or  did  it 
remain  open  ? — He  shut  it. 

Then  it  was  opened  again  for  the  purpose  of  replacing  the 
bottle,  was  it  ?— It  was. 

Do  you  recollect  how  long  it  was  open  the  last  time?— Not 
above  a  minute. 

The  door,  when  open,  would  be  exactly  between  the  light  and 
the  window,  woidd  it  not  ? — It  would. 

I  forget  whether  you  said  the  closet  was  on  the  ri^ht,  or  left, 
hand  side  of  the  window  ?— The  left. 

Would  the  door  of  the  closet  make  any  noise  in  opening  ?— 
None. 

Can  you  speak  posiUvely  to  that  fact  ?   Have  you  ever  opened 
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it  yourself,  or  only  seen  Mr.  Smith  open  it  ?— I  never  opened  it 
myself. 

Did  you  never  keep  the  key  ? — ^Never. 

Who  did?— Mr.  Smith  always. 

At  this  moment  the  witness  chanced  to  turn  her  eyes  towards 
the  spot  where  the  prisoner  stood,  and  the  effect  was  almost 
electrical.  A  cold  damp  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow,  and  his 
face  had  lost  all  its  colour;  he  appeared  a  living  image  of  death. 
She  no  sooner  saw  him  than  she  shrieked,  and  fainted.  The 
consequences  of  her  answers  flashed  across  her  mind.  She  had 
been  so  thoroughly  deceived  by  the  manner  of  the  advocate,  and 
by  the  little  importance  he  had  seemed*  to  attach  to  her  state- 
ments, that  she  had  been  led  on,  by  one  question  to  another,  till 
she  bad  told  him  all  that  he  wanted  to  know.  During  the  inter- 
val (occasioned  by  her  illness)  fo  the  proceedings,  the  solicitor  for 
the  prosecution  left  the  court.  It  was  between  four  and  five 
o*clock  when  the  Judge  resumed  his  seat  upon  the  bench,  the 
prisoner  his  station  at  the  bar;  and  <he  housekeeper  hers  in  the 
witness-box:  the  court,  in  the  interval,  had  remained  crowded 
with  the  spectators,  scarce  one  of  whom  had  left  his  place,  lest, 
during  his  absence,  it  should  be  stized  by  some  one  else. 

The  cross-examining  Counsel  then  addressed  the  witness :— I 
have  very  few  more  questions  to  ask  of  you ;  but  beware  that 
you  answer  them  truly,  for  your  own  life  hangs  upon  a  thread. 

Do  you  kno^this  stopper? — I  do. 

To  whom  does  it  belong  ?— To  Mr.  Smith. 

"When  did  you  see  it  last?— On  the  night  of  Mr.  Thomson's 
death. 

At  this  moment  the  solicitor  for  the  prosecution  entered  the 
court,  bringing  with  him,  upon  a  tray,  a  watch,  two  money- 
bags, a  jewel-case,  a  pocket-book,  and  a  bottle  of  the  same  ma- 
nufacture as  the  stopper,  and  having  a  cork  in  it;  some  other 
articles  there  were  in  it,  not  material  te  my  story.  The  tray  was 
placed  on  the  table  in  sight  of -the  prisoner  and  the  witness; 
and  from  that  moment  not  a  doubt  remained  in  the  inind  of  any 
man  of  the  guilt  of  the  prisoner. — A  few  words  will  bring  my 
tale  to  its  close.  'I'he  house  where  the  murder  had  been  com- 
jnilted  was  between  nine  and  ten  miles  distant.     The  solicitor, 
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as  soon  as  the  cross-examination  of  the  housekeeper  had  dis- 
covered the  existence  of  the  closet,  and  ils  situation,  had  set  off 
on  horseback,  with  two  sheriff's  officers,  and,  after  pulling  down 
part  of  the  wall  of  the  house,  had  detected  this  important  place 
of  conceuhnent.  Their  search  was  well  rewarded :  the  whole 
of  the  property  belonging  to  Mr.  Thomson  was  found  there, 
amounting,  in  value,  to  some  thousand  pounds ;  and,  to  leave 
no  room  for  doubt,  a  bottle  was  disco vered,  which  the  medical 
men  instantly  pronounced  to  contain  the  very  identical  poison 
which  bad  caused  the  death  of  the  unfortunate  Thomson.  The 
result  is  tod  obvious  to  need  explanation. 

The  case  presents  the,  perhaps,  unparalleled  instance  of  a  man 
accused  of  murder,  the  evidence  against  whom  was  so  slight  as 
to  induce  the  Judge  and  Jury  to  concur  in  a  verdict  of  acquittal; 
but  who,  persisting  in  calling  a  witness  to  prove  his  innocence, 
was,  upon  the  testimony  of  that  very  witness,  convicted  and 
executed. 


Digitized  by  VjjOOQIC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  MISERIES  OF  ARTIFICIAL  TEETH. 


Every  one  has,  it  is  said,  one's  Vnisfortune,  a  favourite  griev- 
ance, which  grow^  to  a  head,  withdrawing  the  attention  from 
other  evils,  and  carrying  oflf  the  discontents  of  the  system, — a 
sort  of  healthy  disease,  if  I  may  so  express  it.  So  ^tna  and 
Hecla  have  been  called  safety-valves  of  the  earth,  great  pimples^ 
which  every  now  and  then  relieve  our  venerable  mother  from  a 
too  great  heat  of  the  system.  My  pimple,  or  safety-valve,  has 
been  my  teeth,  or  rather,  my  want  of  teeth ;  true,  I  have  had 
what  some  may  think  greater  misfortunes ;  I  have  lost  money — 
much  more  than  was  convenient;  have  lost  friends  also;  and, 
perhaps,  [  may  say,  consequently,  I  have  lost  an  eye,  and  three 
fingers  on  the  sword-hand  by  the  cut  of  a  sabre.  Some  people 
would  call  these  greater  misfortunes.  Bah !  They  did  not  hinder 
me  from  eating,  talking,  and  laughing,  as  usual ;  but  when  I 
lost  my  teeth — my  invaluable  incisores  and  molares^  and,  by  the 
rigid  laws  of  society,  was  obliged  to  supply  their  place  with  false 
ones,  then,  indeed,  and  for  the  first  time,  I  felt  what  is  meant 
by  the  troubles  of  life,  and  such  like  lugubrious  phrases; — then, 
when  an  embargo  was  laid  on  my  mouth,  aud  I  could  not  eat, 
talk,  or  laugh  as  I  had  been  used  to  do,  my  fortitude  was  shaken, 
and  I  felt  that  man  is,  indeed,  born  to  trouble-  But  I  believe  it 
is  usual^  in  a  piece  of  autobiography,  for  the  reader  to  be  intro- 
duced, with  more  or  less  of  form,  to  the  writer.  Briefly  then,  to 
my  intimates,  and  at  the  Club  generally,  I  am  Jack  Webster 
merely,~^o  the  rest  of  the  world,  my  name  and  addition  are 

Major  Webster  of  the Regiment  of  the  line;  pretty  well 

known,  I  believe,  as  a  Sub  in  the  Peninsular  War,  a  Captain  at 

18. 
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Waterloo,  and,  since  peace,  a  Major,— though  peace  itself  has 
been  war  to  the  Major,  as  you  shall  see.  More  I  say  not  on  this 
head ;  the  intelligent  reader  will  pick  up  an  idea  of  my  charac- 
ter, as  he  will  surely  sympathise  with  my  misfortunes,  in  the 
course  of  the  following  narrative.  No  one,  as  I  have  said,  knew 
less  of  pain  and  grief  than  I  did  before  I  lost  my  teeth, — those 
*'  inestimable  instruments  of  mastication,  utterance,  and  beauty/' 
as  they  are  styled  in  the  affiches  of  advertising  dentists.  Since 
then  I  am  certainly,  in  some  sort;- an  altered  man.  How  far  I 
am  excusable,  from  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  I  now  proceed 
to  show :—  ' 

About  five  years  ago,  (I  am  now  five-and-forly,  or  tbereabont,) 
I  first  perceived  little  dusky  specks  between  my  front  teeth,  and 
shortly  after,  on  the  occasion  of  a  sharp  but  temporary  bout  of 
illness,  felt  a  tenderness  about  my  gums,  and  found  that  my  teeth, 
like  those  of  a  portcullis,  had  a  tendency  to  drop, — this  I  men- 
tioned to  my  medical  man,  who,  after  examining  them  closely, 
told  me,  with  all  the  cold-blooded  precision  which  they  affect  on 
these  occasions,  that  be  thought  it  more  than  probable  that  I 
should  ''  not  be  able  to  save  them  !'^ — Not  save  them !  Heaven 
and  earth !  the  idea  of  being  toothless  had  never  seriously,  and 
to  its  full  extent,  occurred  to  me  for  a  moment.  This  my  Me- 
phistophiles  of  a  doctor  well  knew,  and  stood  grinning  at  my 
consternation,  much  like  his  prototype  in  the  inimitable  Designs 
of  Relzsch,— the  twenty-third  of  the  series,  I  think  it  is.  How- 
ever, his  prediction  was  true ;  out  tfiey  all  came, — not  all  at  one 
time,  however,— and  only  in  the  upper  jaw ;  but  the  front  teeth 
in  this  all  deserted,  on  different  occasions,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks.  One — the  first,  a  front  tooth— I  shall  never  forget  it — 
came  out  as  I  was  sucking  an  orange;  and  not  being  sufiidently 
on  my  guard,  went  down  my  throat  bjfore  I  was  aware  of  any- 
thing being  the  matter;  I  felt  it,  indeed,  rather  scrape  on  my 
oesophagus  as  it  passed,  but  thought  I  had  only  swallowed  a 
pip,  or  some  such  matter ;  my  tongue,  however,  soon  detected 
the  gap  that  was  left,  and  told  me — more  gently,  certainly,  than 
any  other  tongue  could  ^ — the  grievous  event  that  had  hap- 
pened. To  be  brief,  they  all  followed,  one  ofter  another ;  not,  I 
mean,  down  my  throat;  I  was  too  much  on  my  guard  for  that ; 
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for  though  teeth  are  the  necessary  instruments  of  digestion, ^^ey 
are  not,  I  bdiere,  very  digestible  things  themselves.  But  this  was 
only  a  foretaste  of  what  I  was  doomed  to  sufifer,  as  you  shall  see. 
"When  I  next  saw  the  doctor,  I  told  him  what  had  happened, 
which,  indeed,  it  was  not  possible  for  me  to  open  my  mouth 
without  doing ;  when  he  told  me,  with  another  Mephistophelian 
smile,  that  it  was  of  no  great  consequence,  as  I  could  easily  get  a 
new  set.  Ttiis  idea  was  some  comfort  to  me  at  the  moment;  un- 
Ibrlunafe  people  catch  at  straws,  and  are  easily  made  gratefnl, 
for  I  almost  forgave  him  the  display  of  his  own  firm  white  set 
with  which  he  conveyed  the  intelligence  to  me ;  though  it  was, 
I  am  now  sure,  at  the  thought  of  the  unlinown  misery  I  was 
going  to  endure  in  the  wearing  of  artificial  teeth.  Next  morn- 
ing, my  mouth  muffled  up,  and  squeezed  into  the  corner  of  my 

cab,  I  drove  to  Mr. ,  the  fashionable  dentist  in Street. 

The  case  was  a  plear  one ;  not  a  peg  (or  a  stump)  to  hang  a  doubt 
Yipon.  I  must  have  ^^  a  "whole  set,"  or  <'  an  under  and  upper 
piece,**  as  they  are  technically  called.  Such  was  the  decision — 
disinterested  one,  no  doubt— of  the  man  of  teeth.  Here  I  would 
fain  give  to  the  uninitiated  reader  an  idea  of  the  dire  and  compli- 
cated piece  of  machinery  which  was  proposed  to  me ;  but  no,— 
my  t^raphic-powers  are,  I  feel,  quite  unequal  to  the  tas.k.  To  the 
inquisitive  loiterer  through  the  streets  of  London,  who  has  ever 
been  drifted  by  the  current  of  Sydney's  Alley  and  St.  Martin's 
Court,  into  the  neighbourhood  of  May's  Buildings,  little  expla- 
nation ^11  be  necessary ;  and  I  think  it  better  to  refer  those  who 
would  have*  an  adequate  idea  of  what  sort  of  "  infernal  ma- 
chines" some  people  carry  about  with  them  in  their  mouths,  to 
this  place,  which  is  the  market  for  this  kind  of  ware — the  Bezes- 
teen  of  tooth-di'a^ers.  Here,  on  every  hand,  are  to  be  seen  glass 
cases  filled  with  alt  sorts  and  descriptions  of  this  precious  mer- 
chandise, ''  from  a  single  tooth  to  a  full  set,"  grinning  Insulting- 
ly, in  all  the  pride  of  white  and  scarlet,  on  the  toothless  passen- 
ger;  but  many  cannot,  or  wtll  not.  Visit  the  shops  of  these  ple- 
beian tooth-drawei'S ;  let  them  imagine,  then,  a  something  which 
presents  to  the  i^ight  about  so  much  of  the  teeth  and  gums  as  are 
to  be  seen  when  the  lips  are  drawn  forcibly  back,  called  in  Eng- 
lish a  *'  piece,  or  set;"  and  at  Paris  somewhat  more  elegantly 
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^'  un  raUlier,"  It  consists  of  two  parts,-r-the  cadre  or  firame, 
and  Ihe  teeth  themselves;  the  former  is  a  piece  of  metal,  or  of 
the  tusk  of  the  hippopotamus,  or  of  the  walrus,  made  to  fit  in 
some  degree  to  the  gums,  and  a  part  of  the  roof;  to  this  human 
teeth  are  usually  riveted,  though  sometimes,  to  save  expense, 
the  material  of  the  frame  itself  is  employed.  In  order  to  keep  this 
machine  from  falling  out  of  the  month,  which,  from  its  weight 
and  bulk,  it  has  a  strong  propensity  to  do,  a  stiff  spiral  wire 
spring  is  employed;  one  of  which  is  attached  on  each  side  of  the 
two  pieces,  and  unites  them,  so  that  when  the  teeth  are  put  into 
their  natural  posture,  the  springs  being  bent  back  into  the  hollow 
of  the  cheek,  force  the  two  pieces  against  the  upper  and  lower 
jaws  respecli^'ely,  and  keep  the  whole  apparatus  in  its  place, 
that  is,  until  something  disturbs  it,  and  after  all,  in  a  most  un- 
comfortable and  precarious  state.  All  this,  and  n^uch  more,  I 
learned  on  my  first  visit  to  the  dentist;  quite  enough,  indeed,  to 
open  my  eyes  to  the  unfortunate  situation  in  which  I  was  placed. 
I  went  home,  therefore,  in  no  very  Jocund  mood,  pondering  over, 
and  balancing  t,he  dire  alternatives  that  were  before  me — no  easy 
matter  to  decide!  On  one  hand  the  question  was  no  less  than  to 
pass  the  remainder  of  my  days  with  a  mouth  filled  with  metal 
plates,  spiral  springs,  and  dead  men's  teeth;  on  the  other,  to  give 
up  talking f  laughing ^  flirting ^  in  short,  the  world — retire  to  some 
^'  nook  merely  monastick,"  and  feed  on  pottage  and  batter  pud- 
dings—" a  trim  reckoning!"  For  a  whole  week  I  mused  and 
calculated  the  sacrifices  on  cither  side ;  the  scales  so  nearly  ba- 
lanced that  each  alternately  seemed  going  down.  The  world, 
with  a  thing  nearly  as  big  as  a  musical  snuff-box  in  one's  mouth, 
{che  boccone  I)  or  a  hermitage  with  toothless  gums,  that  was  the 
question.  Society,  I  well  knew,  by  its  rigid  code,  allows  no  one 
with  any  conspicuous  personal  defects,  remediable  or  not^  to  join 
its  ranks;  and  a  blotched  face,  or  a  broken  mouth,  would  ex- 
clude a  man  from  many  circles  more  decidedly  than  doubtful 
acts,  or  a  broken  reputation.  This  may  be  very  right,  at  least  so 
far  as  regards  the  disqualifying  character  of  personal  defects;  at 
any  rate,  I,  who  had  been  a  strict  disciplinarian  in  this  matter, 
had  no  right  to  expect  any  special  indulgence  in  my  own  favour. 
At  last  the  world  prevailed;  I  was  only  forty,  had  always  lived 
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in  society ;  postponed — not  given  up  matiim'ony ;  1  felt,  too,  hkP 
a  soldier,  ashamed  of  a  retreat ;  and  thouglie,  with  my  experience 
and  savoir  visfre^  under  all  disadvantages  the  last  chances  of  the 
game  were  still  worth  playing  for. 

The  next  morning,  accordingly,  I  drove  to  my  dentist's  again, 
seated  myself  with  a  kind  of  desperate  courage  in  his  vile  ope- 
rating fauleuil,  and  told  him  to  proceed ;  in  five  minutes  he  was 
prepared,  and  at  my  side,  with  a  large  lump  of  bees-wax  in  his 
hand.  This  he  stuffed  into  my  mouth,  pressing  against  the  roof 
and  gums,  to  get,  as  he  said,  a  form  or  mould  for  a  model  of  the 
locale.  No  very  pleasant  operation  this, — a  man's  band,  and 
half  a  pound  of  bees- wax,  for  some  minutes  together,  in  one's 
mouth,— half-stijQed,  and  hardly  able  to  restrain  an  insurrection* 
ary  disposition  in  the  stomach,  to  explode  all  his  wax- work  in 
his  foce.  A  detail,  however,  is  impossible  of  half  the  annoyances 
to  be  endured  between  the  initiative  process  of  '^  taking  the  mo- 
del," and  the  completion  of  the  work.  A  week  at  least  elapses ; 
and  three  or  more  of  these  purgatorial  sort  of  operations.  •  But 
my  job  was  finished,  and  the  engine  was  jammed  between  my 
jaws,  with  about  the  same  sort  of  sensation  on  my  part,  as  I  sup- 
pose a  young  horse  feels  ^rhen  the  breaker's  bit  is  first  brought 
into  his  mouth.  Imagine,  ye  who  never  experienced  the  like, — 
for  I  shall  never  be.  able  to  describe  it, — ^what  I  felt  on  finding 
my  mouth  full  of  metal  plates,  strong  wire  springs,  and  teeth  that 
ought  to  have  been  lying  quietly  with  their  original  owners  in 
some  neighbouring  church-yard, — a  comUnation  of  physical 
and  moral  annoyances,  that  can  hardly  be  equalled,  I  think,  in 
the  class  of  minor  evils,  as  they  are  called.  From  this  time  I  was 
an  altered  man ;  looks,  manners,  temper,  all  gave  way  in  some 
degree,  and  my  spirit  was  fuirly  broken  in  by  this  vile  <'  bit''  in 
my  mouth.  My  friends  all  observed  an  extraordinary  change  in 
me ;  from  gay  to  grave,  from  talk  to  taciturnity,— and  puzzled 
themselves  mightily  about  the  cause.  Some  guessed  one  thing, 
some  another.  I  had  something  on  my  conscience,  seemed  to  be 
the  general  opinion.  Some  crime  committed  in  my  youth,  re- 
morse for  which  had  at  last  overtaken  me.  Some  were  content 
to  say  I  was  only  suffering  the  usual  consequences  of  early  de- 
bauchery and  hard  drinking :  I  was  guiltless,  in  all  and  every  re* 
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spect ;  bat  I  snld  iiolhing.  I  had  only  to  open  my  moulh  to  clear 
up  my  character  and  explain  everything,  but  I  prudently  pre- 
ferred to  keep  my  mouth  shut,  and  suffer  in  silence.     Ail  my  at- 
tempts to  return  to  my  former  habitudes,  and  regain  my  place  in 
society,  were  in  vain ;  the  difficulties  T  had  to  contend  with  were 
too  much  for  me;  and  after  struggling  with  them  for  a  twelve- 
month, I  gave  it  up,  and  made  a  retreat  to  a  small  and  tolerant 
ciixrle  of  old  friends  and  relations  in  a  provincial  city. 
*  I  shall  here  describe  a  few  of  the  di^culties  and  annoyances 
which  I  have  endured,  to  show  the  world  that  I  am  not  the 
cluclien  -  hearted  fellow  that   some   have  supposed,    or  have 
yielded   to  slight  or  imaginary  evils.     I  shall  give  these  In- 
stances of  my  sufferings  without  any  order  or  connection,  save 
that  in  which  they  sliall  occur  to  my  memory,  and  shall  add, 
perhaps,  before  I  loiiclude,  some  part  of  the  mass  of  information 
which  I  have  gained  in  the  course  of  my  experience  in  the  mat- 
ter of  artificial  teeth.     The  subject  is  not  without  its  curious 
points,  its  arcana.     Some  are  piquant  enough,  and  even  border 
on  the  horrid;  they  are  also  for  the  most  part  little  known,  une 
lettre  close  to  the  multitude.    They  can  only  be  known  by  per- 
sonal experience,  and  are  seldom  communicated;  for  vanity,  a 
belter  guard  than  masonic  oaths,  keeps'  the  secret.    And  first,  for 
my  personal  annoyances.     A  man's  mouth  is  useful  in  so  many 
ways  (a  woman's  certainly  not  less  so),  that  to  have,  as  it  were, 
a  padlock  put  on  it,  and  all  its  functions  embargoed,  must,  it  is 
clear,  be  no  trifling  calamity;  thus  I  found,  so  soon  as  my  mouth 
was  fitted  up  with  the  diabolical  machinery  which  I  have  been 
describing,  that,  besides  the  misery  of  such  a  mouthful,  I  could 
neither  eat  nor  talk  with  any  degree  of  ease  or  security ;  laugh- 
ing was  quite  out  of  the  question,  though  I  confess  I  had  not 
much  disposition  to  exercise  thie  faculty  just  at  that  time.  After  a 
short  period,  however,  I  thought  I  would  make  trial  of  the  effi- 
ciency of  my  new  weapons,  and  make  my  first  essays  at  the  clali 
and  in  a  few  morning  calls.     The  results,  however,  were  by  no 
means  so  encouraging  as  to  induce  me  to  venture  on  the  more 
arduous  field-day  of  a  dinner,  or  evening  society ;  for  though 
the  click  of  my  metallic  mouth-piece  was  perhaps  audible  only 
to  my  own  watchful  ears,  yet  now  and  then  the  spiral  springs, 
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"Which  should  remain  curved  in  the  hollow  of  the  cheek,  escnped 
and  sprang  forward,  projecting  between  my  lips  like  l](je  gold 
and  silver  out  of  the  good  girl's  mouth  in  the  fairy  tale,  and 
often  resisted  all  my  efforts,  with  my  handkerchief  to  my  mouth, 
to  force  it  back  into  its  place  again.  On  one  of  these  occasions, 
my  friends  seeing  me,  with  my  eyes  rolling  about,  and  unable  to 
speak,  thought  I  was  going  to  be  choked;  and  one  old  lady,  in 
her  fright,  gave  me  some  hard  thumps  on  the  back,  by  way  of 
relieving  me.  What  could  I  do  with  half-a-dozen  astonished 
faces  turned  towards  me?  Explanation  was  impossible;  I  could 
not  utter  a  word.  A  hasty  and  unexplained  retreat  was  the  only 
course  that  my  military  or  social  tactics  could  suggest ;  this  I  ef- 
fected, and  through  the  doorway  too,  though  I  should  not  have 
refused  the  window;  and  would  have  given  my  half-year's  pay 
to  have  been  able  to  descend  through  a  trap-door  in  the  floor, 
like  the  ghost  in  Hamlet,  veiled  in  blue  smoke.  On  another  oc- 
casion, while  talking  with  some  acquaintances  at  the  door  of  our 
club,  a  sudden  inclination  to  yawn,  not  prudently  resisted  or  in 
time,  again  threw  all  my  tackle  into  disorder,  and  I  remained  for 
some  tkne  a  silent,  though  not  very  attentive,  listener  to  a  poli- 
tical discussion  in  whidi  I  had  been  taking  an  active  part.  My 
silence  at  last,  and  projecting  lips,  drew  upon  me  the  scrutinizing 
eyes  of  my  companions;  if  I  had  altempled  to  speak,  I  should 
certainly  have  delivered  something  much  more  solid  and  sterling 
than  is  usually  depicted  in  such  conversations;  but  then  my  se- 
cret would  infallibly  have  come  out,  clattering  upon  the  pave- 
ment, like  Belphcgor,  when  told  that  his  wife  was  a-coming.  A 
thought,  however,  luckily  occurred  to  me— the  cholera,  which 
was  then  rife  in  the  land.  Screwing  up  my  face,  therefore,  as  If 
in  great  pain,  and  pressing  my  hand  against  my  epigastrium,  I 
hobbled  off,  without  looking  to  the  right  hand  or  to  the  left, 
as  if  labouring  under  an  incipient  stage  of  the  epidemic.  My 
escape,  however,  was  not  yet  complete.  I  was  still  in  the  street, 
and  almost  certain  of  meeting  some  acquaintance,  for  few  men 
have  a  greater  number.  I  therefore  continued  my  retreat  into 
the  Park,  where,  thinking  myself  secure  from  observation,  I  re- 
lieved ray  mouth  of  its  burden,  and  proceeded  to  re- adjust  and 
replace  my  teeth  according  to  the  directions  of  my  dentist, in  such 
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case  made  and  provided,— namely,  by  placing  the  springs  back- 
ward, and  then  pressing  the  two  pieces  togetlxer,  in  the  natnial 
position,  with  the  forefinger  and  thumb  of  each  hand — ^back  it 
into  its  place  in  my  mouth  aeain.  But  all  this  is  not  done  by  an 
inexperienoed  hand  in  a  moment;  it  took  me  some  time,  and  so 
absorbed  my  attention,  that  I  did  not  ol)serve  a  group  of  nurse- 
maids who  had  approached  the  part  of  the  garden  where  I  stood, 
and  who  were  stilling  thdr  little  ones,  to  have  a  better  view  of 
what  I  was  about.  At  last,  as  I  was  cautiously  raising  my  double 
set  of  teeth  to  place  it  in  my  mouth — lifting  up  my  eyes  in  the 
•operation — ^I  beheld  half-a-dozen  funny  faces  peeping  at  me  over 
each  other's  shoulders,  and  only  waiting  that  signal  to  burst  in- 
to a  general  laugh. '  Here  no  generalship  could  be  of  any  avail 
— a  retreat,  anyhow,  was  the  only  thing  to  he  thought  of;  so, 
without  any  more  ado,  I  crammed  my  teeth  into  my  pocket,  and 
made  off  as  fast  as  I  could,  reaching  home  luckily  without  meet- 
ing any  one  to  speak  to.  I  cannot  pretend,  however,  to  detail 
all,  or  half  of  what  I  suffered  in  this  way.  At  last  I  resolved  on 
leaving  London.  Whatever  has  been  connected  with  our  griefs 
seems  a  part  or  a  cause  of  them.  I  would  try  country  air^the 
sea  airi—Madeira— the  Gape — anywhere — to  escape  from  my  an- 
noyances; and  indeed  it  was  necessary  to  think  of  getting  away, 
at  least  for  a  scas6n,  for  ray  acquaintances  began  to  whisper  about 
that  there  was  something  «not  quite  right  about  me.  If  they  had 
said  that  all  was  not  right  in  my  head,  they  would  not  have  been 
far  from  the  truth.  Enfinj  I  thought  of  a  sea-bathing  place  in 
Wales,  where,  unknown  and  unqmzzed,  I  might  practise  on  this 
new  mouth-organ  of  mine  at  leisure,  and  prepare  myself  to  re- 
turn to  the  world  by  degrees.  I  chose  Aberystwith,  and  inquired 
for  a  quiet  boarding-house.  I  can't  live  alone, — that's  the  devil 
of  it.  Nothing  to  fear  here,  thought  I,  when  I  saw  my  fellow- 
boarders:  three  or  four  (dd  ladies — fixtures — such  as  always 
form  the  nucleus  of  these  establishments;  an  East  Indian;  an 
old  Irish  doctor;  and  a  banker,  and  his  wife  and  daughter  (with 
his  cursed  political  economy),  from  the  Neighbourhood  of  Qren- 
cester.  But  who  can  conceal  anything  from  the  scrutiny  of  a  re- 
gular boarding-house  old  lady's  eye?  Before  three  days  were 
over  they  had  found  out  my  secret,  and  watched  every  mouthful 
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Ifook,  With  twmkid  exi>6cUitloii  of  seeing  my  teeth  tumble  into 
my  plate,  tried  to  make  me  talk  for  the  same  benovolenf  purpose, 
and  tsquired,  very  signUlcaiitiyy  if  I  vas  ever  tronUed  with  the 
toothache  ?  Use,  hoirerer^had  now  begun  tio  lessen  the  j^qiiaucy 
of  these  and  similar  annoyanoes.  We  soon  get  accustomed  to, 
and  indulgent  in  our  own  defects ;  besideS|  my  tongue  and  lips 
were  now  drilled  into  better  management  of  the  new-comers, 
orer  which  they  stood  guard  unceasingly,  tile  tongue  especially, 
who  was  constantly  going  his  rounds,  to  feel  that  all  was  right, 
or  iie«4djust  any  disorder  that  had  taken  j^aoe.  Still  I  was  then, 
and  for  the  next  two  or  three  years,  constantly  meeting  with  ae- 
iddents  and  oontre-'iemps  with  my  borrowed  teeth,  of  which  my 
^^oe  will  only  allow  me  the  brief  mention  of  a  few,  as  echanr- 
tiUenSy  of  the  mass  of  miseries  I  hSTe  endutied  from  this  prolilie 
cause. 

On  one  occasion,  I  recollect  being  at  the  opera  wttti  some 
ladies.  Hanging  over  the  front  of  the  box  for  a  moment,  io,see 
who  were  in  tbe  house,  and  speaking  at  tlie  same  time,  out 
sprang  my  unlucky  teeth,  and  fell  into  the  pit.  Without  any 
explanation  (what  could  I  say  without  my  teeth?)  I  hurried 
down,  and  thgugh  the  alley  was  much  crowded,  liegan  to 
seardi  quietly  for  ny  lost  property.  The  men  standing  there 
supposed  at  first  that  i  had  drc^pped  a  glove,  or  some  such  mat<- 
ter,  and  tovk  l&ltle  notice  of  me.  At  last  Z  caught  ^ht  of  my  set 
of  teeth,  partly  concealed  under  the  shoe  of  an  officer  In  the 
Geards.  The  avidity  wUh  which  I  begged  him  to  move  his  foot 
and  pidied  it  up,  excUed  their  notice,  and  made  them  think  that 
I  had  found  something  of  va^ue.  They  l>egan  to  feel  for  their 
snuff-boxes,  etc ;  and  one  of  them,  thinking  that  he  missed  liis 
)^ox,  fpliowed  me  into  the  corridor,  and  requested  to  see  what  I 
had  £)und.  I  refused,  of  course:  high  words  ensued;  and  a 
crowd  came  round  us  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  The  affair 
was  awkward  enough,  and  I  was  completely  at  a  loss  what  to  do. 
Seeing,  however,,  an  o£lcer  of  police  coming  up,  I  took  him  aside, 
and  Bhewiflg  him  the  cause  of  all  the  huldMib,  desired  him  to 
InfcNcm  the  gentleman  that  the  property  was  mine,  and  of  no  sort 
of  value  to  anybody  hut  the  owner;  and  of  not  ipudi  to  him !  he 
might  have  added.   ^  Stood  aloof  while  tliis  explanation  was 
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made,  and  heard  him  exclaim,  <^  But  wtiat  Is  it,  then  ?  why  can't 
isee  it?^  The  man,  finding  no  other  way  out  of  the  affisdr, 
whispered  something— the  bare  fact,  I  suppose— into  his  ear, 
which  was  immediately  followed  by  a  rather  Indecorous  laugh, 
as  it  seemed  to  tne;  the  disposition  to  which,  before  I  could  get 
out  of  hearing,  was  rapidly  extending  itself  among  the  by- 
standers. 

On  another  occasion,  I  was  staying  at  a  friend's  house  in  the 
country.  On  going  to  bed,  I  placed  my  set  of  teeth,  as  was  usual 
with  me,  on  the  table  of  my  dressing-room.  I  had  not  been  long 
asleep,  when  I  was  awakened  by  a  noise,  which,  I  soon  found, 
was  made  by  the  favourite  spaniel  of  the  lady  of  the  house ;  but 
what  had  brought  him  to  my  dressing-room  I  could  nOt  guess. 
I  rose,  however,  and,  just  as  I  was,  took  the  lamp,  and  went  to 
turn  him  out;  when,  lo,  and  behold!  there  was  little  Fidele 
with  my  set  of  teeth  In  his  mouth,  gnawing  away  merrily  at 
them  under  the  table,  it  was  a  set,  the  frame  of  which  was 
made  of  the  tusk  of  the  hippopotamus,  and  he  had  taken  it,  I 
suppose,  for  a  bone;  follow  him  I  must,  for  how  could  I  carry 
on  the  war  without  my  teeth,  and  a  house  full  of  ladies  ?  Not 
l)eing  well  acquainted,  however,  with  the  geography  of  the  ba<dL- 
slaircases,  I  stumbled,  threw  down  the^lamp^  and  brought  out 
all  the  servants  and  the  master  of  the  house^  to  see  what  was  the 
matter.  *  There  was  I  in  my  night  gear  and  red  kerchief  bound 
round  my  head,  and  brandishing  an  umbrella,  which  I  had 
snatchied  up  in  my  hurry  to  make  the  beast  refund  my  grinders ; 
vexed  us  I  was,  I  could  not  help  joining  in  the  laugh  which  my 
•  picturescfue  figure  occasioned.  The  affair,  however,  was  no  joke 
to  me,  and  this  I  was  obliged  to  explain  to  the  assembled  night- 
caps, who,  as  soon  as  Ihey  were  informed  of  the  case,  instantly 
gave  chase,  in  fall  cry,  for  the  recovery  of  my  teeth.  The  spa- 
niel dodged  us  some  time?  but  being  hard  pressed,  stood  at  last 
at  bay,  at  the  door  of  his  mistress's  bed-chamber,  still  holding 
his  t)one,  as  he  thought  it,  between  his  teeth ;  being  a  pet  dog, 
no  one  dared  to  touch  him,  Ibr  fear  of  offending  my  lady,  Into 
whose  fair  hands  alone,  Qud  after  inueh  coaxing,  he  consented 
to  give  up  his  prize.  Of  course  the  affiiir  was  ho  secret  at  the 
breakfast-tabla  next  mpcning,  ahd  the  grave  congratulations 
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were  not  fe^  ^blch  I  received  at  the  success  of  the  chase  of  the 
night  before. .  I  will  hiention  one  more  of  my  misfortunes  hi' this* 
way,  and  that  of  a  somewhat  less  vescatious  character,  or,  at 
least,  in  which  the  expense  of  the  ludicrous  did  not  fail  wholly 
on  me,-K>ne  of  the  city  comipanies  (I  don't  exactly  know  whichX 
bearing  at  the  least  their  share  of  it,  and  thus  it  fell  out.  One 
Lord  Mayor's  day,  I  was  coaxed  by  two  young  nieices  into.taking 
them  to  see  the  procession,  'Uhe  Show,"  as  it  is  still  called ;  and 
accordingly  procured  a  seat  at  the  rich  silversUiith's  first  floor 
Window  in  GheapMet  well,  when  the  show  made  its  appear- 
ance, I,  with  one  on  each  side  of  me^  and  all  our  necks  stretched 
out  of  the  window,  was  playing  the  part  of  showman,  and  ex- 
plaining, as  well  as  I  could  make  it  out,  the  **^  order  of  the 
course,''  when,  at  a  very  exciting  part  of  the  pageant  —  the 
men  in  armour  I  think — down  fell  my.unfortunate  teeth  perpen- 
dicularly into  the  street;  they  did  not  reach  the  ground,  how- 
ever, on  this  occasion;  for  it  so  happened  that  one  of  Birch's  men 
was  passing  just  at  that  moment,  with  a  large  jar  of  mock- turtle 
on  his  bead,  ordered  for  some  city  company,  to  form  a  part,  and 
a  fovoqiite  one  I  understand,^  of  a  grand  dinner  they  gave  on 
this  occasion.  My  little  nieces  laughed  like  mad  things,  and  I 
too:  indeed  the  afiSedr  was  not  very  serious  so  far  as  I  was  con- 
cerned ;  for  this  set  of  teeth  had  done  hard  duty,  and  were  get- 
ting rather  too  old  and  discoloured  to  be  worn  much  longer; 
and  so  ipucb  the  worse,  I  am  obliged  to  confess,  for  the  glass- 
cutters'  company  (or  whichsoever  it  was,  who  had  this  windfall 
added  to  their  annual  banquet).  I  am,  perhaps,  rather  scrupu- 
lous on  some  points,  and  thought  it  light,  on  this  occasion,  to 
send  a  servant  after  the  man  td  bring  him  and  the  soup  back 
again;  but  Birch's  man  was  self-willed,  or  perhaps  much  hur-^ 
ried  on  a  Lord  Mayor's  day;  for  on  he  wjsnt  hb  way  in  spite  of 
my  message,  and  the  destiny  of  the  worshipful  company  was  ful- 
filled. I  was  really  concerned  at  this  part  of  the  adventure;  for  I  * 
am  fond  of  mock-turtle  myself.  It  was  some  alleviation^  however, 
to  think  that,  as  the  specific  gravity  of  my  dents  postiches  was 
much  greater  than  that  of  the  turtle  soup ;  (for  I  saw  it  plainly 
sinking  l>etween  the  pieces  of  floating  fat  and  forced-meat  balls), 
unless  they  should  eat  very  gluttonously,  and  reach  the  bottom  of 
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the  lurMD,  tli«  adcfiiios  which  1  bad  nia4e  W  the  s^up  would 
BOl  be  appnrelit;  aiid>  oo  ihe  other  hand,  if  they  ahould  eat 
their  way  to  the  bottoaiL,  and  pett^ve  aomething  siMjpidous  lying 
there,  it  woidd  not  be  uolil  the  pleasure  of  eatiog  (the  roaio  poiat 
in  a  city  fieaat  I  take  it)  had  been  aelnaliy  '^had  and  received ;" 
aiMl  no  one  would  then  thinit.  of  refunding,  at  leaat  on  a  point  of 
delicacy ;  and  besides,  the  uni^ialadln  artificial  tsethhad  never, 
perhaps,  seen  sudi  a  production  of  art  beiore,  and  nught  easily 
mistake  it  for  a  part  of  the  oalf  s  head^  which  the  cook,  much 
harried  on  a  Lord  M ayor'a  day^  bad  baled  out  of  the  copper  by 
mistake* 
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In  the  broad  plains  of  Ghaldaea,  and  not  the  leasl  illustrious 
of  those  shepherd-sages,  from  whom  came  our  first  learning  of 
the  lights  of  heaven,  the  venerable  Ghosphor  saw  his  age  decline 
into  the  grave.  Upon  his  death-bed  he  thus  addressed  his  only 
son,  the  young  Arasmanes — ^in  whose  piety  he  recognised,  even 
in  that  gloomy  hour,  a  consolation  and  a  blessing ;  and  for  whose 
growing  renown  for  wisdom  and  for  valour  the  faint  pul^s  of 
expiring  life  yet  beat  with  paternal  pride. 

"  Arasmanes,'"  said  he,  "  I  am  about  to  impart  to  you  the 
only  secret  which,  after  devoting  eighty  years  to  unravel  the 
many  mysteries  of  knowledge,  I  consider  worthy  of  transmitting 
to  my  child.  Thou  knowest  that  I  have  wandered  over  the  dis- 
tant regions  of  the  world,  and  have  experienced,  with  all  the 
vicissitudes,  some  of  the  triumphs,  and  many  of  the  pleasures, 
of  life.  Learn,  from  my  experience,  that  earth  possesses  nothing 
which  can  reward  the  pursuit,  or  satisfy  the  desire.  When  you 
see  the  stars  shining  down  upon  the  waters,  you  behold  an  image 
of  the  visionary  splendours  of  hope :  the  light  sparkles  on  the 
wave;  but  it  neither  warms  while  it  glitters,  nor  can  it,  for  a 
single  instant,  arrest  the  projgress  of  the  stream  from  the  dark 
gulf  into  which  it  hastens  to  merge  itself,  and  be  lost.  It  was 
not  till  my  old  age  that  this  conviction  grew  upon  my  mind ; 
and,  about  that  time,  I  discovered,  from  one  of  the  sacred  books 
to  which  my  studies  were  then  applied,  the  secret  I  am  novr 
about  to  confide  to  thy  ear.  Know,  my  son,  that,  in  the  extre- 
mities of  Asia,  there  is  a  garden  in  which  the  God  of  the  Uni- 
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verse  placed  the  first  parents  of  mankinds  In  that  garden  the 
sun  never  sets;  nor  does  the  heauty  of  the  seasons  wane.  There 
is  nether  ambition,  nor  ayarice,  nor  false  hope,  nor  its  child — 
regret.  There  is  neither  age  nor  infirmity ;  diseases  are  banished 
from  the  air;  eternal  youth,  and  the  serenity  of  an  unbroken 
hapidness,  are  the  pfcrogallire  of  aU  things  that  breathe  therein. 
F(^r  a  mystic  and  unknown  sin  our  first  parents  were  banished 
from  this  happy  clime,  and  their  children  scattered  over  the 
earth.  Superhuman  beings  are  t>laced  at  its  portab,  and  clouds 
and  darkness  veil  it  from  the  eyes  of  ordinary  men.  But,  to  the 
-virtuous  and  to  the  bold^  there  is  no  banishment  from  the  pre- 
sence of  God;  and  by  them  the  darkness  may  be. penetrated,  the 
dread  guardians  softened,  )and  the  portals  of  the  dirtne  land  be 
passed.  Thither,  then,  my  ^n-^-early  persuaded  that  the  test 
of  earth  is  paved  with  sorrow  and  with  care-^thilhcr,  Ihcii,  bend 
thy  adventurous  way.  Fain  could  I  have  wished  that,  in  my 
stronger  manhood,  when  my  limbs  could  have  served  my  wffl,  I 
had  learned  iMs  holy  secret,  and  repaired  in  search  of  the  awse9- 
tral  clime.  Avail  thyself  of  my  knowiedga-;  and,  Yn  the  hope  ^ 
thy  happiness,  I  shall  die  contented.''  The  pious  son  pressed  the 
hand  of  hb  sire,  and  promised  obedience  to  his  ktst  command. 

"  6ul,  oil,  my  fether !"  said  he,  *«  how  shall  I  know  In  what 
direction  to  steer  my  course  ?  To  this  latid  who  shall  lot  mf 
guide,  or  what  my  clue  ?  Can  ship  buitt  by  mortal  hands  andhoir 
at  iU  coast;  or  can  we  say  to  the  camel^river,  ^Thonert  ap*> 
proaching  to  the  goat?'** 

The  old  man  pointed  to  the  east. 

"  From  the  east,"  said  he,  "  dawns  the  sun— type  of  thexyro- 
gress  of  the  mind^s  light :  from  the  east  comes  all  of  science  that 
we  know.  Boro  in  its  sultry  regions,  seek  only  to  pierce  to  il« 
extreme ;  and,  guiding  thysebT  by  the  slaris  of  heaven  ever  in  one 
course,  reach  at  last  the  Aden  tliat  shaH  reward  thy  toib." 

And  Ghospolr  died,  and  was  buried  with  his  fiithers. 

After  a  short  interval  of  mourning,  Arasmanes  took  leave  of 
his  friends;  and,  turning  his  footsteps  to  the  east^  sought  the 
gates  of  Paradise. 

He  travelled  for,  and  alone,  for  several  weeks ;  and  the  stars 
were  his  only  guides. 
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%  dtfgrda^  fts  he  progressed,  he  found  that  the  exUt^nce  of 
^den  was  more  and  move  acknowledged.  Accustomed  from  hU 
ho^bood  to  Ite  companionship  of  sagei,  it  uras  their  nbodes  ihat 
he  songht  in  each  toirn  or  eneampmeiU;  throwg^h  which  the  wan- 
derer passed.  By  them  his  atdoor  was  confii^med;  lior  they  all 
agreed  in  thei  dim  and  pemote  tradition  of  some  heautifiil  4regiOB 
in  the  fiirtbest  east,  lh»i  which  the  exisftiiig  races  of  4he^artb 
were  hanished,  add  Whidi  was  jealously  guapded  fcom  proCane 
aftpreach  hy  the  wings  of  the  sf^rlts  of  God.  But,  if  he  com- 
mnidoaled  to  any  one  his  daring  design,  he  had  the  mortiioalioB 
io  meel  only  the  saide  of  derision,  cfr  the  inorednloiiMi  gase  ei 
wonders  by  some  he  was  thought  a  madman,  and  by  others  an 
Impostor.  So  that,  »t  last,  he  prudefBtly  fdfraftned  firom  reveal«> 
Ing  his  intentions,  and  contented  himself  with  seefciog  the  know- 
ledge, and  Usfceniag  to  the  conjectures,  of  othecs* 

At  length  the  trarelkr  emerged  from  a  mighty  forest,  through 
whkh,  icfr  several  days,  he  had  threaded  his  weary  way;  and 
beautified  beyond  thought  was  the  landscape  that  broke  upon 
his  view.  A  plain,  covered  with  the  richest  verdure,  lay  before 
hisn ;  through  the  trees  that  here  and  thcKe  darl^ned  pver  the 
emerald  ground  were  cut  alleys,  above  whkh  arched  ^stoons  oi 
many-»col6uned  Howers,  whose  hues  sparkled  araidat  the  glossy 
foliage,  and  whose  sweets  steeped  the  air  as  with  a  bath.  A 
stream,  dear  as  crystal,  flowed  over  golden  sands;  and,  wbarer 
«ver  the  sward  was  greenest,  gathered  itself  Into  delicioas  foun- 
tains, and  sent  upward  its  dazzling  speray,  as  if  to  catch  the 
embraces  of  the  sun,  whose  beams  kissed  it  in  delight. 

The  wanderer  paused  in  ecstasy;  a  sense  of  luxurious  rap* 
ture,  which  he  had  never  before  experienced,  crepf  into  his  soul. 
^* Behold  !**  murmured  he,  ^*  my  task  is  already  done;  and  Aden, 
l)he  land  of  happiness  and  of  youth,  iies  before  me !" 

Wihle  he  thus  spake,  a  sweet  voice  answered— "  Yes,  O 
bappy  ^^^nger  !«^thy  task  Is  done :  this  is  the  land  of  happiness 
andof^Ottth!'' 

He  tuvned,  and  a  maiden  of  dazzling  beauty  was  bgr  his  side. 
^^  Enjoy  Hie  present,"  said  she,  ^^  and  so  wilt  thou  defy  the  fu« 
ture.  Ere  yet  the  world  was,  Love  brooded  over  Hhe  uniformed 
sheU,  till  from  beneath  the  shadow  of  his  wings  bnrst  forth  the 
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Ufe  of  the  yoaag  crefttton.  Love,  then,  is  the  true  God,  and  whoso 
serveth  him  he  admits  into  the  mysteries  of  a  temple  erected 
before  the  stars.  Behold !  thou  enterest  now  upon  thJe  threshold 
of  the  temple;  thou  art  In  the  land  of  hap]^ess  and  youth !" 
'  Enchanted  with  these  words,  Arasmanes  gave  l^mself  up  to 
the  sweet  intoxication  they  produced  upon  his  soul.  He  suffered 
4he  nymph  to  lead  him  deeper  into  the  vaUey ;  and  now,  from  a 
thousand  vistas  In  the  wood,  trooped  forth  beings,  some  of  fan- 
tastic, some  of  the  most  harmonious,  shapes.  There  was  the 
satyr  and  the  faun,  iand  the  youthful  Bacchus — mixed  with  the 
multiform  ddties  of  India,  and  the  wild  objects  of  Egyptian 
worship ;  but  more  numerous  than  all  were  the  choral  nymphs, 
that  spiritualised  the  reabty  by  Incorporating  the  dreams  of 
beauty;  and,  wherever  he  loolLed,  one  laughing  face  seemed  to 
peer  forth  from  the  glossy  leaves,  and  to  shed,  as  from  Us  owa 
joyous  yei  tender  aspect,  a  tenderness  and  a  joy  over  all  tilings ; 
and  he  asliedhow  this  being,  that  seemed  to  have  the. power 
4of  multiplying  itself  every  where,  was  called  ?  And  Us  name 
was  Eros. 

For  a  time,  the  length  of  which  he  knew  not—- for  in  that 
land  no  measurement  of  time  was  Iiept — Arasmanes  was  fully 
persujaded  that  it  was  Aden  to  which  he  had  attained.  He  fett 
his  youth  as  if  it  were  something  palpable;  every  thing  was 
new  to  him — even  in  the  shape  of  the  leaves,  and  the  whisper 
of  the  odorous  airs,  he  found  wherewithal  to  marvel  at  and  ad- 
mire. Enamoured  of  ihe  maiden  that  had  first  addressed  him, 
at  her  slightest  wbh  (and  she  was  full  of  all  beautiful  caprices) 
he  was  ready  to  explore  even  the  obscunsst  recess  io  the  valley 
which  now  appeared  to  him  unbounded.  He  never  wearied  of 
a  single  hour.  He  felt  as  if  wearine;ss  were  imp<ossible;  and, 
with  every  instant,  he  repeated  to  himself,.  "  In  the  land  of 
happiness  and  youth  I  am  a  dweller.''. 

One  day,  as  he  was  conversing  with  his  beloved,  aqd  gazing 
upon  her  face,  he  was  amazed  to  behold  that,  since  the  last,  time 
he  had  gazed  upon  it,  a  wrinkle  had  planted  itself  upon  the 
Ivory  surface  of  her  brow;  and,  even  whUe  half  doubtiij^  the 
evidence  of  his  eyes,  new  wrinkles  seemed  slowly  to  form  oyer 
the  forehead,  and  the  transparent  roses  of  her  cheek  to  wane 
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and  fade !  He  cioncealedy  as  trell  as  he  cookl,  ihe  mortiieattoB 
and  wonder  that  he  experienced  at  Ihis  strange  phenomenon ; 
and,  no  long;er  daring  to  gaze  upon  a  fiice  from  Which  before 
he  had  drank  delight  as  from  a  fountain,  he  sought  excuses  ta 
separate  himself  from  her,  and  wandered,  confused  and  bewil* 
dered  with  hie^ewa  thoughts,  into  tHe  wood.  The  fauns,  and 
the  dryads,  and  the  youthful  face  of  Baechnsy  aad  the  laughing: 
aspect  of  firois,  came  athwart  him  ^rom  time  to  timej  yet  the 
wonder  that  had  clothed  them  with  ftisdnatidn  was  dulled 
mithin  his  breast.  Nay,  he  thought  the  poor  wine»god  had  a 
eertain  vulgarity  in  his  air,  and  he  almost  yawned  audibly  in? 
the  &ce  of  Eros. 

And  now,  whenever  he  met  his  favourfte  nymph— who  was- 
us  the  queen  of  the  valley^he  had  the  ehagrin  to  perceive  tiiat 
the  wrinkles  deepened  with  every  time ;  youth  seemed  rapidly 
to  desert  her ;  and,  instead  of  a  maiden  scarcely  escaped  fhmi 
childhood,  it  was  an  old  coquet  that  he  had  been  so  desperately 
hi  love  with. 

One  day  he  could  not  resbt  saying  to  her,  f  bough  ivith  some 
embarrassment-^ 

*'  Pray,  dearen,  is  it  many  years  that  you  have  inhaUted  lhi» 
VaUeyr 

*«  Oh,  indeed,  many !"  said  she,  uniting. 

^'  You  are  not,  then,  very  young?"  rejoined  Arasmanes,  uft« 
gaHantly. 

*<  What !"  cried  the  tiymph,  dianging  oolooi^-^^^Do  you  begin 
to  dktbYtr  ag«  in  my  countenance  f  Has  any  wrinUe  yet  ap^ 
peared  upon  Tny  brow  ?  You  are  silent^  Oh,  cruel  Fate  I  will  yoti 
aot  ^re  even  tkis  lov«r  ?"  And  the  poor  nymph  burst  into  tears. 

*^  My  dear  love,"  said  Arasmanes^  painfully,  '^  it  Is  true  that 
time  beglni  to  creep  upon  you ;  but  my  finendsbip  shall  be 
eternal." 

Sirarcely  hlid  he  tattered  these  words  xi^en  tlie  nymph,  rising, 
^ed  upon  him  a  long,  sorrowful  look,  and  then,  with  a  ioud 
ery,  vanished  ft^^m  hte  sight.  Thipk  darkness,  a»  a  vett,  fel 
Dvet  the  plttins;  the  NovsLtr  of  lifo,  with  its  attendant,  paB«- 
tav,  was  gone  firom  the  wanderer^B  path  for  even 

A  ludden  sleep  crept  over  his  sensesr  Be  awoke  confused  and 
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Horefrcthedf  and  a  long  and  gradual  ascent,  but  over  rooontains 
green  Indeed,  and  watered  by  many  streams  gushing  from  the 
heights,  stretched  beA>re  him.  Of  the  valley  he  had  mi^aken 
for  Aden  not  a  vestige  remained.  He  was  once  more  ov  Uie  real 
and  solid  earth. 

For  several  days,  discodtented  and  unhappy,«the  young  ad- 
venturer pursued  hb  course,  still  seeking  only  the  east,  and  sUU 
endeavouring  to  console  himself  for  the  sweet  delusions  of  the 
past  by  hoping  an  Aden  in  the  future. 

The  evening  Vas  still  and  clear;  the  twilight  star  broke  forth 
ever  those  giant  i^ains— free  from  the  culture  and  the  homes 
of  men,  which  yet  make  the  character  of  the  Eastern  and  early 
world;  a  narrow  stream,  emerging  from  a  fissure  in  a  smaU 
rock  covered  with  moss,  sparkled  forth  under  the  light  of  the 
solemn  heavens,  and  flowed  far  away,  till  lost  amongst  the 
.  gloom  of  a  mighty  forest  of  palms.  By  the  source  of  this  stream 
sat  an  aged  man  and  a  young  female.  And  the  old  man  was 
pouring  into  his  daughter's  ear — for  Azraaph  held  to  Ochtor 
that  holy  relationship — the  first  doctrines  of  the  world's  'wis- 
dom; those  wild  but  lofty  conjectures  by  wMch  philosophy 
penetrated  into  the  nature  and  attribute^  of  God;  and  reve- 
rently the  young  maiden  listened,  and  meekly  shone  down  tba 
star  of  eve  upon  the  dark  yet  lustrous  beauty  of  her  earnest 
eountenance. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  a  stranger  was  seen  descending 
Urom  the  hills  that  bordered  the  mighty  plains ;  and  he,  teo, 
worn  and  tired  with  long  travel,  came  to  the  stream  to  refresh 
his  burning  thirst,  and  lave  the  dust  from  his  brow. 

^He  was  not  at  first  aware  of  the  presence  of  the  old  man  and 
the  maiden ;  for  they  were  half  concealed  beneath  the  shadow  of 
the  rock  from  wMch  the  stream  flowed.  But  the  old  man,  who 
was  one  of  those  early  hermits  with  -whom  wisdom  was*  the 
lahlld  of  solitude,  and  who,  weary  vrifh  a  warring  and  savage 
world,  had  long  since  retired  to  a  cav^n  not  far  fron^  the. source 
of  that  stseam,  and  dwelt  apart  with  Nature— the  memories  of  a 
troubled  Past,  and  the  contemplation  of  a  myst^ous  Future,— 
the  old  man,  I  say,  accustomed  to  proffer  to  the  few  wanderers 
that,  from  time  to  time,  descended  the  bll)s  (seeking  (he  (4tl^  of 
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the  east),  the  hospitalities  of  food  and  shelter^  was  the  first  to 
bireak  the  silence. 

Arasmanes  accepted  with  thanl&fulness  the  offers  of  the  her- 
mit, and  that  night  he  became  Ochtor's  gnest.  There  were 
many  chambers  in  the  cavern,  hollowed  either  by  the  hand  of 
nature,  or  by  some  early  hunters  on  the  hill;  and  into  one  of 
these  the  old  man,  after  the  Ghaldaean  had  refreshed  himself 
-with  the  simple  viands  of  the  hermitage,  conducted  the  wan- 
derer :  it  was  covered  with  dried  and  fragrant  mosses ;  and  the 
sleep  of  Arasmanes  was  long,  and  be  dreamed  many  cheerful 
dreams. 

When  he  rose  the  next  rooming,  he  found  his  entertainers 
were  not  within  the  cavern.  He  looked  forth,  and  beheld  them 
once  more  by  the  source  of  the  stream,  on  which  the  morning 
sun  shone,  and  round  which  fluttered  the  happy  wings  of  the 
desert  birds.  The  wanderer  sought  his  hosts  in  a  spot  on  which 
they  were  accustomed,  morning  and  eve,  to  address  the  Deity. 
-**  Thou  dost  not  purpose  to  leave  us  soon,"  said  the  hermit ; 
'<  for  he  who  descends  from  yon  mountaios  must  have  traversed 
^  toilsome  way,  and  his  limbs  will. require  rest." 

Arasmanes,  gazing  on  the  beauty  of  Azraaph,  answered:  '^Ih 
truth,  did  I  not  fear  that  I  should  disturb  thy  reverent  medita* 
■tions,  4he  <*ool  of  the  plains  and  the  quiet  of  thy  cavern,  and, 
more  than  all,  thy  converse  and  kind  looks,  would  persuade  me, 
my  father,  to  remain  with  thee  many  days." 

^'  Behold  how  the  wandering  birds  give  life  and  merriment  to 
'the  silent  stream!"  said  the  sage;  ^'  and  so  to  the  solitary  man 
are  the  footsteps  of  hiskind."  And  Arasmanes  sojourned  with 
Ochtor,  the  old  man. 

*«  This,  then,  is  thy  tale^^'  said  Gchtor  ;*  "and  ihou  still  be- 
lievest  in  the  visionary  Aden  of  thy  father's  dreams.  Doubtless 
such' a  land  existed  once  for  our  happier  sires;  or  why  does  tra- 
dition preserve  it  to  the  race  that  behold  it  not  ?  But  the  shadow 
wraps  it,  and  t-he  angel  guards.  Waste  not  thy  life  in  a  pursuit, 
without  a  elue,  for  a  goal  that  thou  never  mayest  attain.  Lose 
not  the  charm  of  earth  in  seeking  after  tl^  joys  of  Aden.  Tarry 
with  us,  ray  son,  in  these  still  retreats,  xbis  is  the  real  Aden  of 
^bich  thy  father  spake ;  forha?e  comes  neither  passion  nor  care. 
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The  oiortlfieatioiis  ttod  tli«  dlsappointnienta  of  earth  fiiU  not 
upon  the  recluse.  Behold,  my  daughter  hath  found  faironr  in 
ibine  eyes — she  loreth  thee  — she  fs  beautiful,  and  lender  of 
beart.  Tarry  with  u^,  my  6dii,  and  foiipet  the  lessons  thut  tby 
iAtBi  weary  with  a  worid  which  he  yet  never  had  the  courage  to 
ifuit,  gave  t^  fi*om  the  false  wisdom  of  Discontent  *' 

<'  Thou  art  right,  Tenerable  Ochtor,"  cri^  Arasmanes,  with 
enthusiasm ;  ''  give  roe  but  thy  daughter,  and  I  will  ask  fgr  np 
-other  Aden  than  these  plains/' 

The  sun  had  six  thnes  renewed  his  eourae,  and  Arasraanes 
still  dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Ochlor.  In  the  fair  face  of  Azraaph 
J^e  discovered  no  wrinkles — ^her  tnnoeent  lote  did  iiot  pall  upon 
him ;  the  maijestic  calm  of  Nature  breathed  its  own  traxhfvdUUy 
into  his^  soul;  and  in  the  lessons  of  Ochtor  he  look  a  holy  de- 
DghL  fie  found  in  his  wisdom  that  which  at  once  stilled  the 
^passions  and  inspired  the  thoughts.  At  tiaies,  however,  and  of 
iBke  more  frequently  than  ever,  strong  yearnings  afler  the  Aden 
ine  haid  so  vainly  pursued  were  yet  fidl.  He  fell  that  curse  of 
monotony,  which  is  thfe  invariable  efispring  of  quiet. 

At  the  end  of  the  sixth  year,  as^  one  m4»ming^  they  stood 
Without  the  door  of  tj^  cavern,  and  tb^r  herds  led  tranquilly 
around  than,  a  band  of  men  from  the  western  hills  came  sudr 
denly  in  view:  they  were  discovered  before  they  had  time  to 
^consid^  whether  ihey  should  conceal  themselves ;  they  had  no 
cause,  however,  for  fear-^the  strAogers  weve  desirotts  only  of 
fiaod  and  rest.  « 

Foremost  of  this  band  was  an  a|3£<|  man  of  majestic  mien, 
and  clothed  in  the  richest  garments  of  the  East.  Loose  flowed 
his  purple  robe,  and  bright  shone  the  jewels  on  the  girdle  that 
dasped  bis  sword.  A-s  he  advAoced  to  neeost  Oehior,  upon  the 
countenance  of  each  of  the  old  xm»  grew  doubt,  astonishment, 
reoogi^lion^  and  joy;  ^Myi>)M»ther !"  burst  firom  the  lips  of 
both,  and  :the  *old  chief  fell  upon  Ochtor's  bosom,  and  w<epl 
«l<Mid.  The  brothers  remained  alone  the  whole  doy,  and  at 
nightfall  they  parted  wHh  many  team;  aod  Zaou^ides,  the  son 
of  tile  chief  Xwlio  was  with  the  band),  hwiit  to  Ochtor,  and 
Ochior  blessed  him.' 

l^ov  whmi  all  weci^  gone^  ond  silence  ^oaae  mtiie  stepl:  upon 
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lliaplaiDS)  OcbUif  west  forth  alone,  and  Aaeraapb  said  anto:tier 
husband: — '*  M^  father-s  miBd  seems  dls(]ttleled  and  sad;  go 
forthy  I  pray  thee^  my  helored,  and  comfort  hitti ;  the  dews  lie 
Undi  ufyon  the  grass^  and  my  father  is  very  ohf  By  the  bai^ ' 
of  the  stream  stood  Ochtor,  and  his  arms  were  folded  on  bis 
breast ;  the  liver^horses  were  heaid  snorting,  in  the  dislanee, 
and  Uie  wild'zebraa  came  todrinh  at  the  wavte;  and  Ihe  pre** 
asvoa  af  th«  beasts  made  more  imfressl^e  the  soUfude  of  the 
old.  man. 

*<  Why  art  thou  disquieted,  my  father?"  saAd  Arasmanes. 

««  Have  I  not  parted  with  my  near  of  Itih  V 

^'  But  thou  didst  never  hope  to  meet  thean ;  and  are  not  thy 
cbildren  left  thee  r 

Ochtor  waved  his  hand  with;  an  nn^ontod  impatience. 

*'  Listen  lo  me,  Arasmanes.  Know  that  Zamiel  and  i  were 
brothers.  Young  and  ardent,  each  of  us  aspired  to  rule  our 
kind,  and  each  oif  us  imagined  he  had  the  qualities  that  sccui^ 
GOfflimand;  but,  mark,  my  arm  was  the  stronger  in  tlie  field, 
ajid  my  brain  was  the  subtler  in  the  council*  We  tolled  and 
schemed,  and  rose  into  repute  among  our  tribe;  but  envy  was 
b\i6y  with  our  names.  Our  herds  were  seized— we  were  stripped 
oi  our  rank — we  were  degraded  to  the  level  of  our  slaves.  Then, 
disgusted  with  my  race,  I  left  their  cities,  and,  in  these  vast  so^ 
lltudes,  I  forgetf  amblUon  in  coAteot.  But  my  brother  was  of 
iBOre.  hopeful  heart;  with  a  patient  l»row  he  veiled,  the  anger' 
pG  endured.  Eo,,  he-hath  been  rewarded !  His  hour  came— he 
gaUieced  together  hi&  fciends  in  secret — he  smote  our  enemies 
in  the  dead  of  night;  and  at  morning,  behold,. he  was  hailed 
cbieftiun  of  the  tribe.  This  night  he  rides  with  his  son  to  the 
Ung  of  the  City  of  Golden.  Palaces,  whose  daughter  that  son  ia 
about  to  wed.  Had  I  not  weaifcly  renounced  my  tribe<^had  i 
no^  fled  hither,  that  glorious  destiny  would  have  been  min6 ;  I 
should  have  been  ttie  monan?h  of  my  race,  andi  my  daughter 
have  notched  with  kings.  Marvellest  thou  notp  that  I  am  di»* 
qp^ed,  or  tlmt  my^  heart  la  sore  within  me  ?' 

And  Arasmanes  saw  that  the  sage  had  been  superior  to  tlw 
world  .only  while  he  was  sickened  of  the  woiid. 

And  Ochtor  Douri3hed  the  disoontem  he  had  formed  to  bla^ 

so 
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dying  day;  and,  withio  three  months  from  that  night,  A.ra»- 

niaq/es  buried  him  by  the  source  of  the  solitary  stream. 

The  death  of  Ochtor,  and  his  previous  confession,  deeply 
affected  Arasmanes.  He  awoke  as  from  a  long  sleep.  Solitude 
liad  lost  its  spell ;  and  he  perceived  that  inactivity  itself  may  be 
the  parent  of  remorse.  "  If,"  thovght  he,  "  so  wise,  so  pro- 
found a  mind  as  that  of  Ochtor  was  thus  sensible  to  the  memo- 
ries of  ambition, — ^if,  on  the^erge  of  death,  he  thus  regretted 
the  solitude  in  which  he  had  buried  his  years,  and  felt,  upon 
the  first  tidings  from  the  great  world,  that  he  had  wasted  the 
promise  and  powers  of  life,  how  much  iaore  accessible  should  / 
be«to  such  feelings,  in  the^vigour  of  manhood,  and  with  the  one 
great  object,  which  I  swore  to  my  father  to  pursue,  unatlained 
and  even  unatlempted?  Surely  it  becomes  me  to  lose  no  longer 
time  in  these  houseless  wastes;  but  to  rise  and  gird  up  my  loins, 
and  seel£,  with  Azraaph  my  wife,  for  that  Aden  which  we  will 
enfer  together !" 

.  These  thoughts  soon  ripened  into  resolve ;  and  not  the  less 
soon  in  that,  Ochtor  being  dead,  Arasmanes  had  now  no  com>- 
panion  for  his  loftier  and  more  earnest  thotights.  Azraaph  was 
beautiful  and  gentle;  but  the  moment  he  began  to  t^illi  about 
ttxe  stars,  she  unaffectedly  y-awned  in  his  face.  She  was  quite- 
contented  with  the  solitude,  for  she  knew  of  no  other  world; 
and  the  herds,  and  the  streamlet,  and  every  old  bush  around 
the  cavern,  were' society  to  her ;  but  her  content,  as  Arasmanes 
began  to  discover,  was  that  of  ignorance,  and  not  of  wisdom. 

Azraaph  wept  bitterly  on-leaving  the  cavern ;  but^by  degrees, 
as  they  travelled  dowly  on,  the  novelty  of  what  they  saw  recon- 
ciled her4o  change;  and,  oxcept  at  night,  when  she  was  weary 
of  spirit,  she  ceased  to  utter  her  rogrets  for  the  stream  anddhe 
quiet  cave.  They  travelled  eastward  for  several  weeks,  and 
met  >vith  no  living  thing  by  the  way,  save  a  few  serpents,  and 
a  troop  of  wild  horses.  '  At  length,  one  evening,  they  foand 
themselves  in  the  suliurbs  of  a  splendid  eity.  As  tliey  ap- 
proached the  gates  they  drew  back,  dazzled  with  the  lustre,  for 
the  gates  were  of  burnished  gold,  which  shone  bright  and  glit- 
tering as  they  caught  a  sunny  light  from  the  lamps  of  naphtha^ 
that  hudg,  frequent,  from  the  mighty  walls.-^ 
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They  inquired,  as  they  passed  the  gates,  the  name  of  the  city ; 
and  .they  heard,  with  some  surprise,  and  more  joy,  that  it  was 
termed  "  The  City  of  Golden  Palaces." 

"  Here,  then,"  cried  Azraaph,  "  we  shall  be  well  received ; 
for  the  son  of  my  father's  brother  is  wedded  to  the  daughter  of 
the  king." 

''  And  here,  then,  will  be  many  sage^,"  thought  Arasmanes, 
^^  who  will,  doubtless,  have  some  knowledge  of  the  true  situ- 
ation of  Aden;" 

They  were  much  struck,  as  they  proceeded  through  the  streets, 
with  the  bustle,  and  life,-  and  animation,  that  reigned  around, 
even  at  that  late  hour.  With  the  simplicity  natural  to  persons 
who  had  lived  so  long  in  a  desert,  they  asked  at  once  for  the 
king's  palace.  The  first  time  Arasmanes  askedj  it  was  of  a 
young  lord,  who,  very  sumptuously. dressed,  was  treading  the 
streets  with  great  care,  lest  lie  should  soli  the  hem  of  his  robe. 
The  young  lord  looked  at  him  with  grave  surprise,  aud  passed 
on.  The  next  he  asked  fvas  a  rude  boor.  Who  was  carrying  a 
bundle  of  wood  on  his  shoulders.  The  boor  laughed  in  his 
face ;  and  Arasmanes,  indignant  at  the  insult,  struck  him  to  the 
ground.  There  then  came  by  a  judge,  and  Arasmanes  asked 
him  the  same  question. 

^'  The  king's  palace!"  said  the  judge;  *'  and  whaly  want  ye 
with  the  king's  palace  ?" 

^'  Behold,  the  daughter  of  the  king  is  married  to  my  wife's 
cousin." 

*'  Your  wife's  cousin  !  Th«u  art  mad  to  say  it;  yet  stay,  thou 
lookest  poor,  friend  (here  the  judge  frowned  terribly).  Thy 
garments  are  scanty  and  worn.  I  fancy  thou  hast  neither  silver 
nor  gold." 

"  Thou  sayest  right,"  replied  Arasmanes ;  "  I  have  neither." 

<<  Ho,  bo  l"  quoth  the  judge ;  '^  he  confesses  his  guilt ;  he 
owns  that  he  has  neither  silver  nor  gold.  Here,  soldiers,  seize 
this  man  and  woman.  Away  with  them  to  prison ;  and  let  them 
be  brought  up  for  sentence  of  death  to-morrow.  We  will  then 
decide  whether  they  shall  be  hanged  or  starved.  The  wretches 
have,  positively,  neither  silver  nor  gold;  and^  what  is  worse, 
Ibeyownil!" 
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*^U  it  ponililer  cried  llMcnMrdt  md  •  draMtr^f  horror 
erepi  tkrougfi  ercry  by<-4t«iider.  '^Away  wilii  themi — av»y 
vilh  tLem !  Long  life  to  Judge  Kalfi  wliose  eye  nerer  rteepe, 
aad  wlio  pretenres  us  for  ever  finpfn  Ibe  poor!!* 

The  >iidge  wallied  on,  sheddiag  teftisof  ¥ii«aoas  defight  at 
the  reputation  he  liad  acquired. 

Anfmanes  and  Azcaaph  wtn  harried  4iff  %o  x»tooD,  where 
Azraaph  cried  herwlf  to  eleep,  and  ArasuuiDes,  with  folded  arma 
and  downcast  head,  indulged  hia  meditations  on  the  very  estm- 
ordiMiry  noCions  of  erime  tbtA  aeeraed  omrriob  to  the  sons  of  the 
City  of  Golden  IHihices.  They  woie  diatarlied  the  next  momiiig 
hyloud  shoots  beneath  the  windows  of  Ihe  prison.  Ifothiog 
oould  eqval  the  olainonr  that  they  heard ;  hot  it  seemed  the 
clamour  of  joy.  In  fact,  that  raomiBg,  ihe  piineess,  who  had 
married  Azraaph's  cousin,  had  been  safely  brought  to-bed  of 
her  first  cl^ld;  and  great  was  the  Joy  and  the  noise  throughout 
the  dty.  How,  it  was  the  custom  in  (hat  country,  whenerer 
any  one  of  the  royal  famHy  was  pleased  to  augment  the  popula- 
tion of  the  world,  for  the  father  of  the  child  to  go  rotxud  to  all 
the  prisons  in  the  city,  and  release  the  prisoners.  What  good 
fortune  for  Arasmanes  and  Azraaph  that  the  princess  Imd  bees 
brought  to-bed  before  they  were  hanged ! 

And  by^and^l^,  atnidst  cymbal  and  psalter,  with  banners 
above  him  and  spears  around^  came  the  young  flsther  to  the  Jail 
in  which  our  utiforhinate  couple  were  confined. 

'*  Have  you  any  extraordinary  criminals  in  your  prison  T' 
asked  the  prUKie  of  the  heaid  Jattor;  far  he  was  studying^,  at  that 
time,  to  be  atlible. 

^^  Only  one  man,  my  lord,  who  was  eommltted  last  night ; 
and  who  absolutely  confessed,  in  cold  blood  and  without  tor- 
ture, that  he  had  neither  silver  nor  gold.  It  is  a  thousand  pities 
that  smii  a  misereant  should  be  sttflfered  to  go  free!" 

<^  You  are  right,**  said  the  prinee;  <^»nd  what  impudence, 
to  confess  the  ^arlme  i  I  shbokt  lihe  to  see  so  extmordhrary  a 
roan." 

So  saying,  tha  iMiBeedisnioaBledy  and  fallowed  the  ]ail»r  to 
the  eell  in  which  Arasmanea mad faiswtfit  wereconflned^  They 
recognised  their  relation  at  once;  for,  in  that  eaviy  age -oClhe 
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woiidy  people  in  trouble  bad  a  wonderfully  quick  memory  in 
recollecUng  relatives  in  power.  Azraaph  ran  to  throw  herself 
on  the  prince's  necli  (which  the  guards  quickly  prevented), 
and  the  stately  Arasmanes  began  to  utter  his  manly  thanks  for 
the  visit. 

'^  These  people  are  mad/'  cried  the  prince,  hastily.  ''Release 
ibem ;  but  let  me  escape  first."  So  saying,  he  ran  down  the 
stairs  so  fast  that  he  nearly  broke  his  neck ;  and  then,  mount-* 
ing  his  horse,  pursued  his  way  to  the  other  prisons,  amidst  the 
shouts  of  the  people. 

Arasmanes  and  Azraaph  were  now  turned  out  into  the  streets. 
They  were  exceedingly  hungry;  and  they  went, into,  the  first 
baker's  shop  they  saw,  and  asked  the  rites  of  hospitality 

*'  Certainly ;.  but  your  money,  first,"  said  the  baker. 

Arasmanes,  made  wise  by  experience,  took  care  not  to  reply 
that  he  had  no  ^loney ;  '^  but,"  said  he,  ''  I  have  left  it  behind 
me  at  my  lodging.  Give  me  the  bread  now,  and,  lo !  X  will 
repay  thee  to-morrow." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  bakeir;  **  but  that  sword  of  yours 
has  a  handsome  hilt :  leave  it  with  me  till  you  return  with  the 
moneys." 

So  Arasmanes  took  the  bread,  and  left  the  sword. 

They  were  now  refreshed,  and  resolved  to  leave  so  dangerous 
a  (^ty  aa  soon  aslhey  possil^ly  could,  when,  just  as  they  turned 
into  a  narrow  street,  they  were  suddenly  seized  by  six  soldiers, 
blindfolded,  gagged,  and  hurried  away,  whither  they  knew  not. 
At  last  they  found  themselves  ascending  a  flight  of  stairs.  A 
few  moments  more,  and  the  bandages  were  removed  from  their 
mouths  and  eyes,  and  they  saw  themselves  in  a  gorgeous  cham- 
ber, and  alone  in  the  presenqe  of  the  prince,  their  cousin. 

He  embraced  them  tenderly.  "Forgive  me,"  said  he,  "  for 
appearing  to  forget  yoa;  but  it  was  as  much  as. my  reputation 
was  wprth  ip  this  city  to  acknowledge,  relations  who  confessed 
to  have  neither  $il:i?er  npr.go}d.  By  the  beard  of.my  grandr- 
fatl).crrhow  could  you.be  so  imprudent?  Do  you  not  know 
that  you  are  in  a  country  in  w^ich  the  people. worship  only  ooc 
deity,  the  god  of  the  precious  metals  ?  JVot  to  have  the  precious 
pietals  is  not  to  have  virtue ;  to  confess  it  is  tp  be  an  utheistt  No 
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pow«p««iUI  htveMved  fo»fiN»m  4e«lli,  eltlMr  bf  fmnffimg  or 
tlirnitl9D,  if  the  prinocpsy  nf  wife,  bad  nofc  heeo'lockily  brcn^giit 
tombed  tixday." 

<^  Vfhai  a  alr«B0c-^w1ial  a  ImrtMiroiis^cHntiT}''  cried  Avm- 
manes. 

^<  Barbarous  I"  eebocd;  the  prlnoe :  <«  This  is  the  mmt^  civtIEsed 
people  In  the  irhole  world-^iiay,  Ihe  whole  world  acknowledgres 
it.  Id  no  eoiMtry  are  the  people  ea  rich,  and^  therefore,  so 
happy.  For  those  who  have  no  money  it  1%  indeed,  a  bad 
place  of  residence;  for  those  who  have,  it  ia  the  land  of  happl:- 
ness  itsel£  Yes,  it  is  the  true  Aden." 
^^  Aden !  What  then,  yon,  too^  have  heard  of  Aden?" 
^'  Surely !  and  this  is  lt«^the  hmd  of  freedom^-of  happiness 
— of  gold !"  cried  ilie  prince^  with  enthnsiasm ;  ^*  remain  with 
us  and  see.** 

^*  Without  dottbt,'*^  thought  Arasmanes,  *^  tMs  contrtry  lte»  in 
the  fiar  east!  it  has  received  me  inhospitably  at  first ;  bat,  per- 
haps, the  danger  I  escaped  was  but  the  type  and  allegofical 
truth  of  ilie  swerded  angel  '■  of  which  tradftion  hath  spoken. 
But)"  said  he,  aloud,  ''  I  have  no  ^old,  and  ne  i^ver,  O  my 
prince !" 

<<  Heed  not'  that,''  answefed-  the  kind  Sf^amiMl^s:  *^l  have 
enough,  for  all.    You  shall  be  provided  for  this  very  day/' 
"  But  will  not  the  people  recognise  me  as  the  poor  stranger?^ 
The  prince  laughed  lor  several  minutes-  so  loudly,  that  tEiey 
feared  he  was  going  into  Bis.  ' 

'<  What  manner  of  man  art  thou^  Arasmanes?^  said  he,  when 
be  was  composed- enough  to  answer.  <'  Knowest  thou  not  that 
the  people  of  this  city  never- know  what  a  man  has  been  whenhe 
is  once  rich  ?  Appear  (o->morrow  in  purple,  and  they  will  never 
dream  that  they  saw  thee  yesterday  i°  rags.** 

The  kind  ZamieUdes,  then,  conducting  his  cousins  intohls 
own  chamber,  left  them  to  attire  themselves  In  splendid  ga^* 
ments,  wfaioh  he  had  ordered  to  be  prepared  fbr  them.  He  gave 
(hem  a  palace  and  large  warehouses  of  merchandise.  ^^  Behold," 
said  he,  taking  Arasmanes  to  the  top  of  a  mighty  tower  which 
overlooked  the  sea  $  ^^  behold  yonder  ships  that  rise,  like  a  forest 
of  mastSy  from  that  spacious  harbour:  the  six  vessels  with  tbe 
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0Ttett£bgs^.^are  thine.  IvHl  leach  tlice  th«  mysteties  of  Ttade, 
aiid'ttottwl]*8ooD  beas  weAltisy^as  in5««lf.'* 

*  <  And  ^i^htit  is  tradl*^  iwy  lor4  ?**  said'  Arasmaited. 

<^  li  is  the  worship  liot  thje  peo|ile  «f  ttds  country  pay  to  their 
goi,**  answered  the  prince. 

Araamaocswas  uDiversall^i  coiH^ed:;  so  wise,  so  elianning  a 
person  had  never  appeared  in  the  City  of  Golden  Palaces ;  and 
as  for  the  beauty  of  Azraaph,  it  was  declared  the  veiy  master- 
piece of  nature.  Intoxicated  with  the  homage  they  received, 
and  the  splendour  in  which  they  Bved,  their  days  glided  on  in 
a  round  of  loxuriOusi  defight. 

'^  Bight  art  thou,  O  Zamielldesr'  erled  Arasmanes,  as  his 
shi^s  retviraed  laden  with  .new  tvearane'^.  *^  the  City  of  Golden 
Palaces  ia  the  true  Adeni*' 

Arasmanes  liad  now  been  three  years  in  the  city;  and  you 
might  perceive  that  a  great  change  had  come  over  his  person : 
the  hues  of  health  had  faded  from  his  cheelL ;  his  brow  was 
car&'Wor&^-^his  step  slow-^hfe  lips  compressed.  He  no  longer 
ttioughli  tliat  he  lived. in  the  true  Aden;  and  yet,  for  Aden  itself, 
ho  would  scarcely  have  quitted  the  City  of  Golden  Palaces. 
Occupied  solely  with  the  tasli  of  mailing  and  spending  money, 
be  was  consumed  with  the  perpetual  fear  of  losing,  and  the 
perpetual  anxiety  to  increase,  his  stocli.  He  trembled  at  every 
darlier  chmd.  that  swept  over  the  heavens;  he  turned  pale  at 
every  mider  billow  that  agitated  the  gen.  He  Uved  a  life  of 
^lendid  care;  and  the  pleasures  which  relieved  it  were  weari- 
some, because  of  their  sameness.  He  saw  but  little  of  his  once- 
idolizod  Aflraaph.  Her  pursuits  Avided  her  iVom  him.  In  so 
dviBsed  a  country  they  could  not  be  always  together.  If  he 
spoke  of  his  «hips,  he  wearied  her  to  death  ;  if  she  spoke  of  the 
festivals  she  had  adorned,  he  was  equally  tired  of  the  account. 

The  court  was  plunged  in  grief.  Zamielides  was  seized  with 
a  fever.  All  the  wise  men  attended  him  ;  but  he  turned  his  face 
to  the  wall,  and  died.  Arasmanes  motirned  for  him  more  sin- 
cefdy  than  any  one;  for,  besides  that  Arasmanes  had  great  cause 
to  be  gratefiil  to  him;  he  knew,  also,  that,  if  any  accident  ha|^* 
pened  to  his  vessels,  he  bbd  now  no  friend  willing  to  supply  the 
loss.    This  made  him  more  anxious  than  ever  about  the  safety 
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of  his  weallh.  A  year  after  this  event,  the  king  of  the  City  of 
Golden  Palaces  thought  fit  to  go  to  war.  The  war  lasted  four 
years ;  and  two  millions  of  men  were  lillled  on  all  sides.  The 
second  year,  Arasmanes  was  at  a  splendid  banquet  given  at  the 
courl.  A  messenger  arrived,  panting  and  breathless.  ~A  great 
bailie  at  sea  had  been  fought.  Xen  thousand  of  the  king's  sub- 
jects had  been  killed. 

**  But  who  won  the  battle  ?"  cried  the  king. 

"Your  Majesty." 

The  air  was  rent  with  shouts  of  joy. 

'^  One  little  accident  only,"  continued  the  herald,  <^  happened 
the.  next  day.  Three  of' the  scattered  war-ships  of  the  enemy 
fell  in  with  the  vessels  of  some  of  our  merchants,  returning  from 
Opbir,  laden  with  treasure,  and,  in  revenge^  they  burnt  and 
sunk  them." 

'^  Were  my  ships  .of  the  number  ?"  asked  Arasmanes,  witli 
faltering  tongue. 

^^  It  was  of  thy  ships  that  I  spoke,"  answered  the  messenger. 

But  nobody  thought  of  Arasmanes,  or  of  the  ten  thousand 
subjects  that  were  killed.  The  city  was  out  of  its  wits  with  joy 
that  his  Majesty  had  won  the  victory. 

^'  Alas,  I  am  a  ruined  man !"  said  Arasmanes,  as  he  sat  with 
ashes  on  his  head. 

'<  And  we  can  give  no  more  banquets,"  sighed  his  wife. 

'^  And  every  body  will  trample  upon  us,"  said  Arasmanes. 

'<  And  we  must  give  up  our  palace,*'  groaned  the  tender  Az- 
raaph. 

'^  But  one  ship  remains  to  me !"  cried  Arasmanes,  starting  up : 
"  It  is  now  in  port.  I  will  myself  be  Us  captain.  I  will  sail 
myself  with  it  to  Ophir.  I  will  save  my  fortunes,  or  perish  in 
the  attempt." 

^'  And  I  will  accompany  thee,  my  beloved,"  exclaimed  Az- 
raaph,  flinging  herself  on  his  neck;  "  fori  cannot  bear  the  pity 
of  the  wives  whom  I  have  outshone." 

The  sea  was  calm,  and  the  wind  favourable,  when  the  uulbr- 
tunate  pair  entered  their  last  ship;  and,' for  a  whole  week,  the 
gossip  at  court  was  of  the  folly  of  Arasmanes,  and  the  derotion 
of  his  wife. 
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They  had  not  been  many  -^eeks  at  sea  beifore  an  advet^e  wind 
"set  in,  irhich  d4*0ve  them  entirely  out  of  their  destined  course. 
Tn  vain  the  p^ot  toiled^  and  Arasmanes  stormed :  they  were 
lieaten  eastward;  and,  at  length,  even  the  oldest  and  most  ex'*- 
perienced  of  the  mariners  confessed  they  had  entered  seas  utterly 
unknown  to  them.     Worn  and  wearied,  when  tlieir  water  wa» 
^r»t  out,  and  their  provisions  exhausteid,  they  espied  land,  and, 
-at  nightfiill,  th<e  ship  anchored  on  a  green  and  pleasant  shore. 
The  iohabitants,  half  naiied,  and  scarce  escaped  from  the  first' 
sarage  state  of  nature,  ran  forM^  to  meet^  and  succour  them.   By 
mighty  fires  the  seamen  dried  their  wet  garments,  and  forgot 
the  hardships  they  had  endured.    They  remained  several  days 
ivilh  the  hospitable  savages,  repaired  their  vessel',  and  reple- 
nished Its  stores.     But  what  especially  attracted  the  notice  of 
Arasmaned  was  the  sight  of  some  precious  diamond^,  Which,  in 
a  rude  crown,-  the  chief  of  the  savages  Wore  on  -his  head.    He' 
learned  from  signs,  easy  of  interpretation,  that  these  diamonds 
Abounded  $n  a  certain  bland  in  the  farthest  east ;  and  that,  fh>m 
*  time  to  time,  large  fragments  of  rock^  in  which  they  were  fra- 
iDiedded,  were  cast  upon  the  shore.    But,  when  Arasmanes  sig- 
nified his  intention  to  seek  this  Island,  the  savages,  by  gestures 
of  horror  and  dismay,  endeavoured -r^' denote  the  dangers  that 
attended  the  enterprise,  and  to  dissnade  him  from  attempthig  it. 
Naturally  bold,  and  consumed  wMi'  his  tftivst  for  wealth,  these 
•signs  made  hot  little  impression  upon  the  Ghaldttan ;  and  one 
ftir  morning  hie  renewed  his  voyage.    Steering  perpetually  to- 
wards the  east,  and,  with  favouring  winds,  they  came,  on  the 
tentli  day,  in  sight  of  a  mighty  rock,  which  shone  fiir  down 
o^et  the  waters  with  so<  resplendent  a  glory,  as  to  dazzle  the 
eyes  of  the  seamen.  Disimond  and  ruby,  emerald  and  carbuncle, 
glittered  from  the  dark  soil  of  the  rock,  and  promised  to  the 
heart  of  the  hninblest  seaman  the  assurance  of  illimitable 
weallti.    Never  was  human  joy  more  ecstatic  than  that  of  the 
whole  crew,  as  the  shi^  neared  the  coast.    The  sea  was,  in  this 
jdaoe,  narnnr  and  confined,  the  opposite  shore  was  also  in  view 
— l^ek,  rugged,  and  berbless,  with  pointed  roclis,  round  which 
the  waves  sent  their'  white  fetam  on  high,  guarding  Its  drear 
approach :  Mle  recAwd  they,  however,  of  the  opposite  shore,  as 
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th«ir  eyes  straloed  towards  *'  the  Island  of  ^redous  Ston^." 
They  were  in  the  middle  of  the  strail,  wheiiy  suddenly,  the 
waters  heeame  agitated  and  convulsed ;  the  vessel  rocked  to  and 
fro;  something  glittering  appeared  beneath  the  surface;  and, 
at  length,  they  distinctly  perceived  the  scales  and  tail  of  an 
enormous  serpent. 

Thereupon  a  sudden  horror  seized  the  whole  crew ;  they  re^ 
cognised  the  truth  of  that  tradition,  known,  then,  to  all  sea- 
men, that  in  the  farthest  east  lived  the  vast  Snake  of  the  Ocean, 
whose  home  no  vessel  ever  approached  without  destruction. 
Ail  thought  of  the  diamond  rock  faded  from  their  souls.  They 
fell  at  once  upon  theip  knees,  and  poured  forth  unconscious 
prayers.  But  high  above  all  rose  the  tall  form  of  Arasmanes: 
little  cared  he  for  serpent  or  tradition.  Fame,  and  fortune,  and 
life  were  set  upon  one  cast.  ''Rouse  thee!''  said  he,  spurning 
the  pilot,  ''  or.  we  drive  upon  the  opposite  shore.  Behold,  the 
island  of  inexhaustible  wealth  glows  upon  us !-' 

Scarce  had  the  words  left  his  lips,  when^-with  a  slow  and 
fearful  hiss,  the  serpent  of  the  east  seas  reared  his  head  from 
the  ocean.  Dark  and  huge  as  the  vastest  cavern  in  which  ghoul 
or  Afrite  ever  dwelt  was  the  abyss  of  his  jaws,  and  the  hirid  and 
terrible  eyes  outshone  even  the  lustre  of  the  diamond  roek.;. 

"  I  defy  thee,"  cried  Arasmanes,  waving- his  sword  above  his 
head;  when,  suddenly,  the  ship  whirled  round  aild  round ;  the 
bold  Chaldaean  was  thrown  with  violence  on  the  deck;  he  fek 
the  waters  whirl  and  blacken  over  him ;  and  then  all  sense  of 
life  deserted  him. 

When  he  came  to  himself,  Arasmanes  was  lying  on  the  hot 
sands. of  the  shore  opposite  to  the  Diamond  Isle;  wrecks  of  the 
vessel  were  strewed  around  him,  and  here  and  there  the  dead 
bodies  of  his  seamen. ,  But  at  his  feet  lay,  swollen  and  distorted, 
the  shape  oi  his  beautiful  Azraaph,  the  sea-weeds  twbted  round 
her  limbs,  and  the  Reformed  shell-'fish  crawling  over  her  long 
hair.  And  tears  erept  into  the  eyes  of  the  Chaldasan,  and  all  bis 
old  love  for  Azraaph  returned,  and  he  threw  himself  down  Jae- 
side  her  mangled  remains,  and  tore  his  hair ;  the  schemes  of  the 
later  years  were  swept  away  from  his  memory  like  visions,  sod 
he  remembered  only  the  lone  cavern  and  his  adoring  bride. 
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Time  roned  on,  and  Azrdaph  was  buried  in  (he  sands;  and 
Arasmanes  lore  himself 'from  the  solitary  grave,  and,  striking 
into  the  interior  of  the  coast,  sought  once  more  to  discover  the 
abodes  of  men.  He  travelled  far  and  beneath  burning  suns,  and, 
at  night,  he  surrounded  his  resting-places  with  a  circle  of  fire, 
for  the  -wild  beasts  and  the  mighty  serpents  were  abroad ;  scant 
and  unwholesome  was  the  food  he  gleaned  from  the  berries  and 
rank  roots  that  now  and  then  were  visible  in  the  drear  wastes 
through  which  he  passed ;  and,  in  this  course  of  hardship  and 
travail,  he  held  commune  with  his  own  heart.  He  felt  as  if 
cured  for  ever  of  the  evil  passions.  Avarice  seemed  gone  from 
his  breast,  -und  he  dreamt  .that  no  unholy  desire  could  succeed 
to  its  shattered  throne. 

One  day,  afar  off  in  the  desert,  he  descried  a  glittering  caval*- 
cade— glittering  it  was  indeed,  for  the  horsemen  were  clad  In 
armout  of  brass  and  steel,  and  thehot  sun  reflected  the  array 
like  the  march  of  a  river  of  light.  Arasmanes  paused,  and  his 
heart  swelled  high  within  him  as  he  heard  through  the  wide 
plains  the  martial  notes  of  the  trumpet  and  the  gong,  and  re- 
cognised the  glory  and  pomp  of  war. 

The  cavalcade  swept  on;  and  the  chief,  who  rode  at  the 
head  of  the  band,  paused  as  he  surveyed  with  admiration  the 
noble  tlimbs,  and  proud  stature,  and  dauntless  eye  of  the 
Chaldaean.  The  chief  summoned  his  interpreters ;  and,  in  that 
age,  the  languages  of  the  east  were  but  slightly  dissimilar,  so 
that  the  chief  of  the  warriors  conversed  easily  with  the  adven- 
turer. "  Know,"  said  he,  "  that  we  are  bent  upon  the  most 
glorious  enterprise  ever  conceived  by  the  sons  of  men.  In  the 
tfarthest  east  there  is  a  land  of  which  thy  father  .may  have  in- 
formed thee— a  land*of  perpetual  happiness  and  youth,  and  its 
name  is  Aden."  Arasmanes  started ;  he  could  scarce  believe  his 
ears.  The  warrior  continued—"  We  are  of  that  tribe  which  lies 
nearest  to  the  east,  and  thU  laqd  is  therefore  a  heritage  which 
wc,  of  all  the  earth,  have  the  right  to  claim.  Several  of  our 
youth  have,  at  various  limes,  attempted  to  visit  it,  but  super- 
natunA  agents  have  repelled  the  attempt.  Now,  therefore,  that 
I  have  succeeded  to  the  throne, of  roy  sires,  I  have  resolved  to 
invade  and  to  conquer  it  4)y  fdfce  of  anns.    Survey  my  band. 
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Sawest  thou  eTer,  O  Chaldean,  men  of  siafih  limbs  mod  aMqre, 
of  siich  weapons  of  ofiEence^  and  «bielcls  of  proof?  Canst  thou 
^conceive  men  more  worthy  of  such  a  triumph,  or  more  oertain 
to  attain  it  ?  Thoo^  too,  art  of  proportions  beyond  the  ordinary 
.strength  of  men-^lhou  art  deserving  to  be  one  of  us.  Come,  say 
/the  word,  and  the  armourers  shall  clothe  thee  in  steel,  and  thou 
ahalt  ride  at  my  right  hand/' 

The  neighing  of  the  steeds,  and  the  clangour  of  the  music, 
and  the  proud  voice  of  the  chieftain,  ali  inspired  the  blood  of 
Arasmanes.  He  thought  not  of  the  impiety  of  the  attempt— 4ie 
thought  only  of  the  ^ry.:  the  olaject  of  his  whole  life  seemed 
placed  wUhin  his  reach.  Jle  grasped  at  the  offer  of  the  warri<»'; 
and  the  armourer  clad  him  in  steel,  and  the  o$trich*plunae  waved 
over  his  brow^  and  he  rode  at  ihe  eight  hand  of  the  wanxor- 
king. 

The  armament  was  not  without  a  guide ;  for,  living  so- near 
unto  the  rising  of  the  sun,  what  with  others  was  tradition,  with 
them  was  knowledge^  ajid  ma^y  amongst  them  had  tiavdied  to. 
4he  site  of  Ajdep,  and  looked  upon  the  black  cloud  that  veiled  it, 
.and  trembled  at  the  sound  of  the  rushing  hut  invisiiile  wings 
that  hovered  over. 

Arasmanes  confided  to  the  warrior  his  whole  history;  ^y 
^wore  eternal  friendship;  and  the  army  looked  upon  the  Chal- 
daean  as  a  man  whom  God  had  sent  to  their  assistance..  For, 
what  was  most  strange,  not  one  of  the.  army  ever  seemed  to 
imagine  there  was  aught  unholy  or  profane  in  the  daring  enter- 
prise in  which  they  had  enlisted;  accustoi^edrto  consider  blood- 
shed.a  virtue,  what  was  the  erlw^  of  winding  the  gardens  of 
fa^adispiby.  force  ? 

TbK^ogh  wastes  and^es^rts  they  held  th^  way ;  and^  tfaongh 
th«ir*iuimhers  thinned,  daily  by  iatigue,  ands  the  lack  of  iosd,. 
imd  the.  fiery  breath  of  the  burHin^  wiiidfi).  the]^  seemed  not  to 
relax  in  their  ardonr,.  or  to  ii^ne  At  the.  cahimUies  Ihf^.enr 

IMEkRMB  gloomed.  Uke  a  ^ikiUJ  Jaomi  hesrven  .to  oanh. 
stwtolwil  the  palpaUe  and  solid  Night:  that  was.  the  baniar  to 
tte  knd^of  Aden.  Mo  ol^ectgltfaoi^  through  the  impeM- 
trabteihUid^iiWk;.ir(un.  .those  sonMuHless  wiOlsilitti^  hohawier.; 
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DO  hum&n  cbompidn  frowned  before  the  drenr  approach :  all 
would  haye  been  silence,  save  that,  at  times,  they  heard  the  so- 
lemn rush  as  of  some  mighty  sea ;  and  they  knew  that  it  was 
the  rush  of  the  guardian  wings. 

The  army  hailed  before  the  darkness,  mote  and  awed ;  their 
eyes  recoiled  from  the  gloom,  and  rested  upon  the  towering 
crest  and  snowy  plumage  of  their  chief.  And  he  bade  them 
light  the  torches  of  naphtha  that  they  had  brought  with  them, 
and  unsheiUh  their  swords ;  and,  at  the  given  sound,  horseman 
and  horse  dashed  in  through  the  walls  of  night.  For  one  in« 
stant,  the  torches  gleamed  and  sparkled  amidst  the  darkness^ 
and  were  then  suddenly  extinguished;  but,  through  the  gloom, 
came  one  gigantic  hand  wielding  a  sword  of  flame,  and,  where- 
ever  it  turned,  man  smote  his  nearest  man — father  perished  by 
his  son — and  brother  fell  gasping  by  the  death*stroke  of  his 
brother ;  shrieks  and  cries,  and  thejtrample  of  affrighted  steeds, 
rung  through  the  riven  shade  —  riven  only  by  that  mighty 
sword  as  it  waved  from  rank  to  rank,  and  the  gloom  receded 
from  its  rays. 

At  eve  the  work  was  done;  a  small  remnant  of  the  warriors, 
alone  escaped  from  the  general  slaughter,  lay  exhausted  upon 
the  ground  before  the  veil  of  Aden.  Arasmanes  was  the  last 
who  lingered  in  the  warring  gloom ;  for,  as  he  lay  struggling 
beneath  the  press  of  dying  and  dead,  the  darkness  had  seemed 
to  roll  away,  and,  £air  into  its  depths,  he  caught  one  glimpse  of 
the  wonderful  loveliness  of  Aden.  There,  over  valleys  covered 
with  the  greenest  verdure,  and  watered  by  rivers  without  a 
wave,  iMsked  a  puipling  and  loving  sunlight,  that  was  peaceful 
and  cloudless,  for  it  was  the  smile  of  God.  And  there  were 
groups  of  happy  beings  scattered  around,  in  whose  faces  was 
the  serenity  of  unutterable  joy;  even  at  the  mere  aspect  of 
thcif  happiness,  hapi^ness  itself  was  reflected  upon  the  soul  of 
the  Chaldaeafi,  despite  the  dread,  the  horror,  and  the  desolation 
of  the  hour.  He  stretched  out  his  arms  imploringly,  and  the  vi- 
sion faded  lor  ever  from  his  sight. 

Tke  king  and  all  the  prindpal  chiefs  of  the  army  were  no 
more,  and,  with  one  consent,  Arasmanes  was  proclaimed  their 
leader.     Sorrowittl  and  dejected,  he  conducted  the  humbled 
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remnant  of  the  troop  back,  through  the  deserts,  to  the  land 
they  had  so  rashly  left.  Thrice  on  their  return  they  were  at- 
tacked by  hostile  tribes,  but,  by  the  valour  and  prudence  of 
Arasmanes,  they  escaped  the  peril.  They  arrived  at  their  native 
city,  to  find  that  the  brotheir  of  their  chief  had  seized  the  reins 
of  goyernment.  The  army,  who  hated  him,  declared  for  the 
stranger-chief  who  had  led  them  home.  And  Arasmanes,  har- 
ried a  way  by  the  prospect  of  power,  consented  to  their  wUl.  A 
battle  ensued^  the  usurper  was  slain ;  and  Arasmanes,  a  nev 
usurper,  ascended  the  throne  in  his  stead. 

The  Ghaldeean  was  no  longer  young ;  "the  hardships  he  had 
undergone  in  the  desert  had  combined  with  the  anxieties  that 
had  preyed  upon  him  during  his  residence  in  the  City  of  the 
Golden  Palaces,  to  plant  upon  his  brow^  and  in  his  heart,  the 
furrows  of  untimely  age.  He  was  in  the  possession  of  all  the 
sources  of  enjoyment,  at  that  period  when  we  can  no  longer 
enjoy.  Howbeit,  he  endeavoured  to  amuse  himself  by  his  divan 
of  justice,  from  which  every  body  went  away  dissatisfied,  and 
his  banquets,  at  which  the  courtiers  complained  of  his  want  of 
magnificence,  and  the  people  of  his  profligate  expense.  Grown 
wise  by  experience,  he  maintained  his  crown  by  Hatteiing  his 
army;  and,  surrounded  by  luxury,  felt  himself -supported  by 
power. 

There  came  to  the  court  of  Arasmanes  a  strange  traveller.  He 
was  a  little  old  man,  of  plain  appearance,  but  great  wisdom ;  in 
fact,  he  was  one  of  the  most  noted  sages  of  the  East.  His  con- 
versation, though  melancholy,  had  the  greatest  attraction  for 
Arasmanes,  who  loved  to  complain  to  lum  of  the  business  of 
royalty,  and  the  tediousness  of  his  life. 

^'  Ah,  how  much  happier  are  those  in  a  humbler  station !" 
said  the  king:  <^  How  much  happier  was  I  in  the  desert-cave, 
tending  myherds,  and  listeninj^  to  the  sweet  voice  of  Azraaph '. 
Would  that  I  couldrecall  those  days  !" 

'<  I  can  enable  thee  to  do  so,  great  king !"  said  the  sage ; 
'*  behold  this  mirror;  gaz^  on  it  whenever  you  desire  to  recall 
the  past;  and  whatever  pc^tion. of  the  past  you  wish  to  sunamon 
to  your  eyes  shall  appear  beforeydu.'* 
'    The  sage  did  not  deceive  Arasmanes.  The  mirror  4«flected  all 
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ihe  scenes  through  which  the  Ghaldsean  had  passed :  now  he 
was  at  the  feet  of  Ghosphor,  a  happy  boy— now,  with  elastic 
hopes,  entering  into  the  enchanted  valley  of  the  Nymph  ere  yet 
he  learned  how  her  yOiith  could  fbde — now  he  was  at  Ihe  source 
of  the  little  stream,  anil  gazing  oh  the  face  of  Azraaph  by  the 
light  of  the  earliest  star;  whatever  of  these  scenes  he  wished  to  ^ 
live  over  again  reflected  itself  vividly  in  the  magic  mirror.  Sur- 
rounded by  pomp'and  luxury  in  the  present,  his  only  solace  was 
in  the  past. 

"  You  see  that  I-  was  right,^  kiid  he  to  the  sage :  "I  was 
much  happier  in  those  days ;  else  wiiy  so  anxious  to  reniew  them  ?" 
"Because,  O  great  Wng,"  said* the  sage,  with  a  bitter  smile, 
"  you  see  them  without  recallingHhc  feelings  you  then  expe-* 
rienced  as  well  as  the  scenes ;  you  g^ze  on  the  past  with  the 
feelings  you  now  possess,  and  all  that  then  made  the  prospect 
clouded  is  softened  away  by  time.  Judge  for  yourself  if  I  speak 
true.*'  So  saying,  the  sage  breathed  over  the  mirror,  and  bade 
Arasmanes  IooIl  into  it  once  more.  He  did  so.  He  beheld  the 
same  scenes,  but  the  illusion  was  gone  from  them.  He  was  a 
boy  once  more;  but  restlessness,  and  anxiety,  and  a  thousand 
petty  cares  at  his  heart :'  he  was  again  in  the  cave  with  Azraaph, 
but  secretly  pining  at  the  wearisome  monotony  of  his  life :  in 
all  those  scenes  he  now  imagined  the  happiest  he  perceived  that 
he  had  not  enjoyed  the  present;  he  had  been  looking  forward 
to  the  future,  and  the  dream  of  the  unattainable  Aden  was  at 
his  heart.  "  Alas !"  said  he,  dashing  the  mirror  into  pieces,  "  I 
was  deceived ;  and  thou  hast  destroyed  for  me,  O  sage,  even  the 
pleasure  of  the  past !" 

Arasmanes  never  forgot  the  brief  glimpse  of  Aden  that  he  had 
obtained  in  his  impious  warfare ;  and,  now  that  the  charm  was 
gone  from  Memory,  the  wbh^  yet  to  reach  the  unconquered  land, 
returned  more  powerfully  than  ever  to  his  mind.  He  consulted 
the  sage  as  to  its  possibiUty. 

"  Thou  canst  make  but  one  more  attempt,"  answered  the  wise 
man ;  "  and  in  that  I-cannot  assist  thee;  but  one  who,  when  I 
am  gone  hence,  will  vbil  thee,  shall  lend  thee  her  aid." 
"  Cannot  the  vbitor  come  till  thou  art  gone?"  said  Aras- 


manes. 
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^<  No,  nor  nnttl  my  death/'  ansirered  the  sage. 
This  reply  threw  the  mind  of  Arasmanes  Into  great  oonfii^n. 
It  was  troe  that  he  no  where  found  so  mach  pleasure  as  in  the 
company  of  his  friend*— it  was  his  only  solace;  but  then,  if  he 
could  never  Tisit  Aden  (the  object  of  1^  wbok  hfe)  ontii  that 
friend  were  dead— the  thought  was  full  of  affliction  to  him.  He 
licgan  to  look  upon  the  sage  as  an  enemy,  as  an  obstacle  between 
himself  and  the  possessicm  of  his  wishes.  He  Inquired  every 
morning  into  the  health  of  the  sage  ;  he  seemed '.most  pro- 
vokingly  strong.  At  length,  from  wi^es  for  hb  death,  dark 
thonglits  came  upon  the  Ghaldsean,  and  he  resolved  to  expedite 
it.  One  night  the  sage  was  found  dead  in  his  bed :  he  bad  been 
strangled  by  the  order  of  the  king. 

The  very  next  day,  as  the  king  sat  in  his  divan,  a  great  noise 
was  heard  without  the  doors;  and,  presently,  a  hag,  dressed  in 
a  white  garment  of  fordgn  fashion,  and  of  a  hideous  aud  revolt- 
ing countenance,  broke  away  from  the  crowd,  and  made  up  to 
the  king.  ^^  They  would  not  let  me  come  to  thee,  because  I  am 
homely  and  aged,"  said  she,  in  a  shrill  and  discordant  voice ; 
''  but  I  have  been  in  a  king's  court  before  now ! " 

^<  Whatwantest  thou,  woman  ?"  said  Arasmanes;  aud  he  felt, 
as  he  spake,  a  chill  creep  to  his  heart. 

'^I  am  that  visitor  of  which  the  wise  man  spake,"  said  she; 
*'  and  I  would  talk  to  thee  alone." 

Arasmanes  felt  impelled  as  by  some  mighty  power  which  he 
could  not  withstand;  he  rose  froin  his  throne,  the  assembly 
broke  up  in  surprise,  and  the  bag  was  admitted  alone  to  the 
royal  presence. 

^<  Thou  wouldst  re-seek  Aden,  the  land  of  Happiness  and 
Truth  ?"  said  she,  with  a  ghastly  smile. 
'^  Ay,"  said  the  king,  and  his  knees  knocked  together. 
«<  I  will  take  thee  thither." 
*' And  when?" 

^^ To-morrow,  if  thou  wilt!"  and  the  hag  laughed  aloud. 
There  was  something  in  the  manner,  the  voice,  and  the  appear- 
ance of  this  creature,  so  disgusting  to  Arasmanes,  th^t  be  could 
brook  it  no  longer.  Aden  itself  seemed  not  desirable  with  such 
a  companion  and  guide. 
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Without  Youchsafing  a  reply,  he  hastened  from  the  apart- 
ment, and  bade  his  guards  to  admit  the  hag  no  more  to  the 
royal  presence. 

The  sleep  of  Arasmanes  that  night  was  unusually  profound, 
nor  did  he  awaken  on  the  following  day  till  late  at  noon.  From 
that  hour  he  felt  as  if  some  strange  revolution  had  taken  place 
in  his  thoughts.  He  was  no  longer  desirous  of  seeking  Aden : 
whether  or  not  the  apparition  of  the  hag  had  given  him  a  dis- 
taste of  Aden  itself,  certain  it  was  that  he  felt  the  desire  of  his 
whole  life  had  vanbhed  entirely  from  his  breast ;  and  his  only 
wish  now  was  to  enjoy,  as  long  and  as  heartily  as  he  was  able, 
the  pleasures  that  were  within  his  reach. 

'^  What  a  fool  have  I  been,"  said  he,  aloud,  ^'  to  waste  so 
many  years  in  wishing  to  leave  the  earth !  Is  it  only  in  my  old 
age  that  I  begin  to  find  how  much  that  is  agreeable  earth  can 
possess?" 

*^Gome,  come,  come!"  cried  a  shrill  voice;  and  Arasmanes, 
startled,  turned  round  to  behold  the  terrible  face  of  the  hag. 

<^  Gome!"  said  she,  stamping  her  foot;  '^I  am  ready  to  con- 
duct thee  to  Aden." 

"  Wretch!"  said  the  king,  with  quivering  lips,  "  how  didst 
thou  baffle  my  guards  ?  But  I  will  strangle  every  one  of 
them !" 

"  Thou  hast  bad  enough  of  strangling,"  answered  the  crone, 
with  a  malignant  glare.  '^  Hast  thou  not  strangled  thy  dearest 
friend?" 

"  What !  tauntest  thou  me  ?"  cried  the  king ;  and  he  rushed 
at  the  hag  with  his  lifted  sabre.  The  blade  cut  the  air :  the  hag 
had  shunned  the  blow;  and,  at  the  same  moment,  coming  be- 
hind the  king,  she  clasped  him  round  the  body,  and  fixed  her 
long  talons  in  his  breast:  through  the  purple  robe,  through 
the  jewelled  vest,  pierced  those  vulture  fangs,  and,  Arasmanes 
shrieked  aloud  with  the  terror  and  the  pain.  The  guards 
rushed  in  at  the  sound  of  his  cry. 

^^  Villains !"  said  he,  as  the  cold  drops  broke  from  his  brow, 
^^  would  ye  leave  me  here  to  be  murdered  ?  Hew  down  yon 
hell-hag ;  her  death  only  can  preserve  life  to  you." 

**  We  saw  her  enter  not,  O  king,"  said  the  chief  of  the  guards, 

21. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


246  TAIiBS* 

amazed;  .*'  but  she  shall  now  die  the  death."  The  soldiers,  with 

one  aecord»  made  at  the  crone,  who  stood  glaring  at  them  like  a 

hunted  tigress. 

^'  Fools !"  said  she,  '^  know  that  I  laugh  alike  at  stone  walb 
and  qrnied  men." 

They  heard  the  voice — they  saw  not  whence  it  came— the  hag 
had  vanished. 

The  wound  which  the  talons  of  this  hocrible  visitor  had  made 
in  the  breast  of  the  king  refused  to  heal  i  it  gave  him  excrudat* 
Sng  anguish.  The  physicians  tended  him  in  vain;  in  vain,  too, 
did  the  wise  men  preach  patience  and  hope  to  bim.  What  in- 
censed him  even  more  than  the  pain  was  the  insult  he  bad  suf- 
fered— that  such  a  loathsome  and  obscene  wretch  should  dare  to 
maim  the  person  of  a  king ! — the  thought  was  not  to  be  borne. 
But,  what  was  most  strange,  the  more  pain  the  Iking  sufiered, 
the  more  did  he  endeavour  to  court  pleasure:  life  never  seemed 
so  charming  to  him  as  at  the  moment  when  it  became  intoler- 
able. His  favourite  courtiers,  who  had  been  accustomed  to 
flatter  his  former  weakness,  and  converse  with  him  about  the 
happiness  of  Aden,  and  the  possibility  of  entering  it,  found,  that 
even  to  broach  the  subject  threw  their  royal  master  into  a  pa- 
roxysm of  rage.  He  foamed  at  the  mouth  at  the  name  of  Aden 
—he  wished,  nay,  he  endeavoured  to  believe,  that  there  was  no 
such  place  in  the  universe. 

At  length  one  physician,  more  sanguine  than  the  rest,  as- 
sured the  king  that  he  was  able  to  cure  the  wound  and  relieve 
the  pain» 

"  Kno\^,  O  king,"  said  he,  "  that  in  the  stream  of  A-thron, 
which  runneth  through  the  valley  of  Mythra,  there  is  a  mystic 
virtue  to  cure  all  the  diseases  of  kings.  Thou  hast  only  to 
enter  thy  gilded  bark,  and  glide  down  the  stream  for  the  space 
of  twenty  roods,  scattering  thine  offering  of  myrrh  and  frank- 
incense on  the  waters,  in  order  to  be  well  once  more.  Let  the 
king  live  for  ever !" 

It  was  a  dark,  deep,  and  almost  waveless  stream;  and  the 
courtiers,  and  the  women,  and  the  guards,  and  the  wise  men, 
gathered  round  the  banks;  and  the  king,  leaning  on  the  physi- 
dian,^  ascended  his  glided  bark ;  and  the  physician  alone  entered 
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the  vessel  with  him—"  For,"  said  he,  "  the  god  of  the  stream 
loves  it  not  to  be  profaned  by  the  vulgar  crowd ;  it  is  for  liings 
only  that  it  possesses  healing  virtue.'* 

So  the  liing  reclined  in  the  middle  of  the  vessel,  and  the 
physician  took  the  censer  of  precious  odours;  and  the  bark 
diifled  down  the  stream,  as  the  crowd  wept  and  prayed  upon 
the  shore. 

"  Either  my  eyes  deceive  me,"  said  the  king,  faintly,  "  or  the 
stream  seems  to  expand  supernaturally,  as  into  a  great  sea,  and 
the  shores  on  either  side  fade  into  distance." 

"It  is  so,"  answered  the  physician. — "And  seest  thou  yon 
arch  of  black  rocks  flung  over  the  tide  ?" 

"  Ay,"  answered  the  king. 

"  It  is  the  approach  to  the  land  that  thou  hast  so  often  desired 
to  reach  :  it  is  the  entrance  into  Aden." 

"  Dog!"  cried  the  king,  passionately,  "  name  not  to  me  that 
hateful  word." 

As  he  spoke,  the  figure  of  the  false  physician  shrunk  in  size  ; 
his  robes  fell  from  him,~and  the  king  beheld,  in  his  stead,  the 
dwarfish  shape  of  the  accursed  hag. 

On  drifted  the  vessel ;  and  the  crowd  on  the  banks  now  be- 
held the  hag  seize  the  king  in  a  close  embrace :  his  shriek  was 
wafted  over  the  water,  while  the  gorgeous  vessel,  with  its  silken 
streamers  and  gilded  sides,  sped  rapidly  through  the  black  arch 
of  rocks.  As  the  bark  vanished,  the  chasm  of  the  arch  closed  in, 
and,  the  rocks  uniting,  presented  a  solid  barrier  to  their  gaze. 
But,  pierdng  through  the  barrier^  they  shudderingly  heard 
the  ghastly  laugh  of  the  hag,  as  she  uttered  the  one  word— 
"  NEVER !"    And  from  that  hour  the  king  was  seen  no  more. 

And  this  is  the  true  hbtory  of  Arasmanes,  the  Ghaldaean. 
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"  How  is  her  Ladyship  ?"  asked  a  little,  thin,  old  \i(oinan, 
bent  double  with  age,  and  clothed  in  rusty  mournUig.  '^  How 
is  her  Ladyship  ?^  repeated  the  poor  old  creature- with  a  hurried 
earnestness,  and  an  emphasis  so  strong,  that,  iil&e  the  knock 
on  the  Earl  of  AnketeU's  hall-door,  which  had  preceded  the 
question,  it  seemed  impossible  that  the  sound  could  have  been 
caused  by  the  emaciated  and  diminutive  figure  that  stood  at  the 
portal. 

"How  is  her  Ladyship?— well,  I  like  that!"  replied  a  tall, 
corpulent  servant,  whose  red  swelling  cheeks  and  thick  purple 
lips  gave  an  expression  to  his  mockery  somewhat  between  burly 
contempt  and  rage  at  being  so  seriously  disturbed  for  nothing, 
and  by  nobodf . 

'*  How  is  her  Ladyship  ? — well,  what  impudence  the  common 
people  have  come  to  I" 

'^  My  good  fell&w,  I  entreat  you  to  answer  me,"  said  the  old 
woman,  her  fine,  sharp,  and  prominent  old  features,  and  latge 
gray  eyes  casting  forth  an  expression  of  imploring  earnestness. 

« i  j^y  gQQ^  fellow  !* — well,  if  I  stand  this  from  such  as  you, 

Vm ,"  muttered  this  surly  porter,  slamming  the  door  in  the 

poor  creature's  face. 

The  knock  was  repeated  with  redoubled  energy,  and  the  por- 
ter re-opened  the  door  with  a  visible  resolution  to  get  rid  of  the 
intruder. 

*'  Give  your  Lady  this,"  said  the  eld  woman,  thrusling  to- 
wards him  a  sealed  letter :  "  give  her  this,  and,  I  assure  you, 
she  will  be  overjoyed  to  see  me." 
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''  My  Lady  nerer  suffers  us  to  take  in  begging  letters." 

**  This  is  not  a  begging  letter ;  and  here  is  a  half-crown  for 
your  trouble." 

*^  Well,  what  iropodence  you  beggars  have  come  to !  You  are 
a  genteeler  beggar  than  I  should  have  thought  by  your  looks ; 
but,  my  good  woman,  it  is  more  than  my  place  is  worth  to 
receive  petitions  from  beggars." 

'^  Stand  aside !  open  the  door !  be  quick !  Here's  my  Lord 
and  the  Duke  of  ■  —  coming  down  stairs !"  said  a  lad  in 
Hvery,  whose  countenance  spoke  a  gentle  nature, — that  is,  a 
nature  not  so  long  in  office  and  authority  as  that  of  the  surly 
porter -of  Lord  AnketeU's  half. 

True  it  was  that  the  stripling  Dbke  of  ■  ■'^-  ■■■',  who' had  just 
come  into  his  immense  estates  after  the  nursings  of  a  long  mh^ 
nority,  had  terminated  a  pretty  long  interview  with  Lord  An- 
ketell,  and  his  Lordship  was  accompanying  his  Grace  from  the 
drawing-room  down  stairs  to  the  tiall,  and  the  servants  had  not 
been  made  aware  of  his  approach.    Some  confision  and  bustle 
took  place ;  but  the  folding-doors  were  widely  thrown  open,  six 
or  seven  servants^  in  their  splendid  liveries,  hastily  drew  up  in  a 
double  Une,  bowing  profoundly  to  the  peers  as  they  passed  be- 
tween, and  holding  their  breaths  whilst  his  Lordship  gave  the 
Duke  a  shake  of  the  hand— cordial  and  sincere  in  full  propor- 
tion to  his  rank  and  unequalled  affluence.    It  was  in  this  scene 
of  hurry  ahd  confusion  that  the  little  old  woman  in  black  had 
contrived  to  slip  past  the  servants,  through  the  door,  without 
bdng  perceived.     She  had  flitted,  with  a  witch-like  rapidity 
suited  to  her  strange  figure,  through  the  outer  hall,  had  pasted 
the  vestibule  and  the  great  ^staircase,  and  had  actyally  got  into 
the  inner  hall,  and  at  the  foot  of  the  back  stairs,  without  being 
percdved.  Here  she  met  a  maid-servant  descending  with  a  small 
silver  tray  of  sandwiches  and  liqueur-glasses,  and  she  imme- 
diately began  to   entreat  her  to  take  the  letter  to  her  Lady, 
offering  the  soliUry  half-crown  as  an  inducement.    The  maid 
coolly  put  the  half-crown  in  her  pocket,  and,  reading  con- 
temptuously the  superscription  of  the  letter,  threw  it  upon  the 
tray,  observing,  as  she  passed,  that  it  should  be  given  to  her 
Lady  some  time  in  the  day,  but  she  knew  it  would  never  be 
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opened,  for  letters  "  of  ihat  look"  never  were.  It  was  at  the 
moment  when  tbe  old  woman  was  sinking  upon  si  bench,  over- 
come with  affliction,  that  the  servants  of  the  hall  discovered 
lier.  They  had  missed  her  immediately  the  Duke  had  got  into 
bis  cab ;  and,  after  staring  in  every  direction,  to  their  astonish- 
ment they  beheld  her  sitting,  as  they  thought,  at  her  ease,  in 
theinner  balL 

"  You  impudent  old  wretch !  how  dare  you  "get  there  ?"  cried 
the  enraged  .porter,  waddling  to  her,  and  seizing  her  by  the 
shoulder  to  thrust  her  into  the  street.  He  had  already  pulled 
her  to  the  foot  of  tbe  grand  staircase,  when  the  woman  thrust 
out  her  attenuated  and  withered  arm,  and  grasped  wi^ti  her 
long  thin  fingers  one  of  the  volutes  of  a  scagliola  pedestal  which 
supported  a  massive  or-molu  lamp.  i 

"No  power  on  earth  shall  force  me  hence ! .  I  will  see  Lady 
Anketell,  or  here  I  will  die !''  cried  the  old  creature,  with  a 
tone  which  almost  terrified  the  servants.  There  was  something 
dreadfutty  impres^ve  in  it,  and  it  appeared  s^most  supernatural 
when  its  energy  and  resolution  were  contrasted  with  .the  form 
from  which  it  proceeded. 

The  porter  seized  her  shrivelled,  spider-leg-like  fingers,  de- 
claring, with  an  oath,  that  he  would  wrench  (hem  off,  or  crack 
her  joints,  if  she  did  not  let  go  her  hold.  He  suited  the  word 
to  the  action,  and  evinced  no  symptom  that  he  had  uttered  an 
idle  threat.  His  thick  lips  became  purple  wilh  rage;  but  his 
victim  firmly  retained  her  hold,  and  bit  her  under  lip,  that 
seemed  more  like  .parchment,  while  her  eyes  stared  wildly  at 
him,  dilating  as  In  the  paroxysm  of  frenzy. 

"  For  God's  sake.  Burton,  don't  break  the  poor  old  creature's 
wrist  1 — wait,  and  she  will  give  way,"  said  .the  lad  we  have 
before-mentioned;  and  he  took  hold  of  the  sturdy  arm  of  his 
fellow-servant  to  restrain  his  violence. 

"  Let  goj  or  I  will  squeeze  your  very  nails  oflf,"  said  the  por- 
ter, and  the  woman  uttered  a  faint  screech,  and  her  face  became 
convulsed,  though,  she  seemed  to  grasp  her  object  with  undi- 
•minished  firmness. 

"Burton,  she  will  pull  do^n  the  pedestal  and  break  the 
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lamp ;  the  noise  will  disturb  bis  Lordsfatp,  and  yon  know  his 
temper  when  any  thing  goes  wrong.  Leave  her  alone,  and  I 
will  get  a  policeman." 

These  arguments  of  the  lad  had  more  effect  than  his  appeal  to 
humanity.  The  porter  let  go  his  grasp ;  the  lad  was  sent  for  a 
police-officer;  and  the  footmen  stood  in  a  group,  discus^og 
whether  it  would  be  better  melrely  to  have  the  woman  turned 
out,  or  taken  before  a  magistrate. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  boy  returned  with  a  police-officer.  All 
eyes  were  immediately  turned  to  the  place  of  recent  struggle, 

and  every  voice  simultaneously  cried  out,  "  By she  Is  off  j 

she  has  escaped !" 

Where  can  she  liave  got  to?— how  could  she  get  away?— it 
is  impossible ! — and  a  score  of  similar  ejaculatioDs,  seemed  to 
convey  the  idea  that  the  servants  really  began  to  think  they  had 
been  contending  with  a  witch  that  had  vanished  into  air. 

"  Got  to !"  said  the  policeman ;  "  why  down  stairs,  to  be  sure, 
and  she  has  robbed  the  house,  and  escaped,  probably,  up  the 
area- steps." 

This  idea  was  adopted  by  all ;  each  accused  tlie  other  of  stu- 
pidity, in  not  having  at  first  thought  of  a  thing  so  palpable;  and, 
at  last,  all  turned  with  fury  on  the  lad  for  having  prevented  the 
violent  ejection  of  the  woman  in  the  first  instance.  The  poor 
boy  stood  in  speechless  terror,  overwhelmed  with  the  idea  of 
>  having  been  the  cause  of  a  robbery  in  his  Lordship's  house.  At 
length  the  policeman  assumed  the  direction  of  affairs,  and  having 
placed  a  servant  at  the  front,  and  another  at  the  iuick  area,  to 
prevent  escape,  he  descended  with  a  third,  in  curder  to  search  the 
offices  and  basement  story  of  the  mansion. 

The  supreme  wisdom  of  all  the  parties  was  here  entirely  at 
fault.  The  fact  was,  that  whilst  the  porter  had  stood  with  the 
outer-door  ajar,  waiting  for  tde  return  of  the  foot-boy  with  an 
officer,  and  whilst  the  rest  of  the  servants  had  got  round  him  to 
settle  the  difficult  point  of  simple  ejection,  or  of  ejecticm  followed 
by  custody  in  the  station-house,  and  correction  by  a  magistrate, 
the  old  woman  had  almost  flown  up  the  grand  staircase,  and 
had  entered  a  magnificent  ante- room,  where  she  stood  gasping 
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for  breath,  and  her  senses  perfectly  bewildered^  at  the  dreadful 
scene  she  had  gone  through.  ^ 

It  -was  Tnth  difficulty  that  she  collected  Iver  scattered  tftoughts ; 
but,  at  last,  she  grew  sensible  of  the  magn&fieenee  around  her, 
and  she  began  to  reflect  that  the  splendour  seemed  to  realise,  or 
surpass,  all  she  had  read  in-  fairy  tales  about  oriental  grandeur 
and  magic  treasures.  .She  paced  fearfully  through  the  scene,  her 
mind  too  saddened  by  one  sole  oliject  to  be  attracted  by  wealth,, 
exeept  through  a  vision  of  its  power  over  the  affections  of  nature. 
She  found  a  door  partly  opened,  -and  holding  her  breath,  and. 
stepping  like  a  mortal  upon  the  prednct  of  hallowed  ground,- 
she  entered  a  bed-room  so  superb,  as  to  make  the  preceding 
chamber  appear  almost  poor.    A  parted  ceiling,  mirrors  ex- 
tending from  that  ceiling  to  the  ground,  buhl  cabinets,  and 
tables  of  enamel  and  gold,  covered  with  china  vases,  bonquets, 
bijouterie,  and  jewellery  of  ^azzUng  lustre^  might  have  con- 
fused the  brain  of  any  person  whose .  mind  ^as  sufficiently  at 
ease  to  be  moved  by  splciukn».    There  was  a  large  bed,  with 
its  golden  canopy,  and  royal  purple  curtains  lined  with  rose 
satin,  and  on  it  was  a  human  figure,  but  so  buried  in  pillows  of 
down,  and  shaded  by  lace,  that  it  was  impossible  to  tell  whether 
whether  it  was  the  person  of  a  child  or  of  an  adult.    At  the  side 
of  the  bed  were  two  tables  of  enamel  and  gold  and  of  buhl,  the 
one  covered  with  new  novels,  and  with  poems  and  books  of 
prints,  superbly  bound,  and  the  other  hid  by  a  profusion  of 
trinkets,  rouge^pots,  scent-bottles,  perfume-caskets,,  mirrors  set 
in  gold,  and  ornaments  beyond  an  ordinary  capacity  tp  name. 
A  gulden  eaudle«H;up,  on  a  gold  salver,  stood  in  the  middle,  and 
its  untouched  contents  showed  that  the  patient  had  not  been 
disturbed  to  cloy  the  surfeited  appetite  with  refreshments.    The 
once  decent,  but  now  rusty  and  somewhat  tattered  mourning  of 
the  old  woman,  with  her  hwmUe  widow's  weeds,  formed  a  sin- 
gular contrast  to  the  surrounding  splendour,  as  she  stood,  with 
a  palpitating  heart,  by  the  bed-*8ide,  ga^ug  on  it  with  a  fearful 
restlessness,  as  if  she  dreaded  to  be  seen  by  the  object  it  sup- 
ported, whilst,  at  other  moments^  she  gazed-  upon  the  sleeping 
figure  with  an  afifection  which  seemed  too  intense  to  be  endured. 

22 
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At  last  the  figure  moved ;  the  lady  awoke,  and  raised  her  beani- 

liful  face  from  the  pttldws,  like  a  pearl  from  cotton. 

^^  Oh  God !  Mary,  my  child !"  cried  the  old  uroman,  as  she 
staggered  towards  the  bed,  and  made  an  effort  to  throw  herself 
upon  it,  endeavouring  to  clasp  her  daughter  in  her  arms;  bnt 
the  bed  was  by  far  too  high,  and  the  lady  put  out  one  of  the 
most  delicate  and  pretty  hands  ever  seen,  and,  shaking  her  lace 
ruffle,  she  beckoned  to  her  mother  not  to  approach  too  near. 

*'  My  dear  mother,"  said  she,  ^'  for  goodness  sake  don't  come 
so  near ;  you  don't  know  the  mbchief  you  might  do.  I  have  a 
fever  on  me,  and  your  clothes  are  really  wet.  Why,  you  have 
not  come  through  the  rain,  have  you  ?" 

The  old  woman  buried  her  face  in  the  bed-clothes,  and  sobbed 
piteously.    At  length,  recovering  herself,  she  said,  with  a  hur- 
ried tenderness— 
.'^  Oh,  Mary,  tdl  your  poor,  old  mother,  is  there  any  danger?" 

^*  Not  exactly  danger;  but  if  my  Lord  were  to  know  that 
you  had  been  here.  It  might  occasion  an  unpleasantness  be- 
tween us." 

^<  But,  Mary,  child,  are  you  not  in  danger  ?" 

^<  Danger,  mother,  how  can  I  be  in  danger  ?  am  I  not  legally 
married,  and  have  my  rights?  but  when  a  man  of  Lord  Anke- 
tell's  rank  and  estate  marries  a  workhouse  apothecary's  daughter 
like  me,  it  is  only  grateful  in  me  not  to  mortify  him  by  my  fa- 
mily, and  in  his  own  house,  too,  and  before  his  servants.  I  trust, 
in  goodness,  you  did  not  announce  yourself  as  my  mother !" 

A  large  tear,  or,  rather,  a  continued  tear,  ran  down  the  pale 
and  withered  cheek  of  the  mother.  With  a  tone  altered  almost 
to  chilling  apathy,  she  cried,  ''  Mary,  I  read  in  the  newspaper 
that  you  were  dangerously  ill.  You  had  never  written  to  me 
since  your  marriage,  and  I  was  content  not  to  mortify  you ;  but 
when  I  found  your  life  in  danger— I,  who  >had  nursed  you 
through  the  cruel  diseases  of  your  infancy-**^!  who  had— -oh 
God !  oh  God !  it  was  too  much  to  let  my  child  go  out  -of  the 
world  without  kissing  her  poor  face— once  all  my  own.    I  have 

walked  to  London  from to  hear  one  word  of  tenderness 

from  my  own  child;  and  I  find  her  .life  not  gone;  but  nature  Is 
extinct,  and  you  are  tbe  child  of  pride— not  niy  child.'' 
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.  ^^  Lord  AnkeMirs  wife,  you  meant  to  have  said)  mother.  But 
I  really  was  ill.  I  caught  a  cold  at  Almack's :  but  as  his  Lord*- 
shlp  wanted  an  excuse  for  not  attending  the  House  whilst  the 

bill  is  in  committee,  be  got  the  newspapers  to  publbh  that 

I  was  dangerously  ill.  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  Pray,  mother,  reach  me 
that  han4kerchief,  and  the  eau  de  Cologne.  Your  (ears,  I  do 
declare,  have  taken  all  the  curls  out  of  my  hair,  and  my  wrist, 
too,  is  wet  through  and  through.  Lord,  ma;  only  see  the 
lace-^" 

''  And  you  are  not  ill,  Mary,"  said  the  old  woman ;  '^  not 
really  ill  ?*'  and  she  pressed  the  fair  little  hand  to  her  haggard 
lips— bung  over  the  face  of  her  daughter,  .regardless  of  thot 
which  alone  occupied  that  daughter's  thoughts — ^the  curls  and 
the  lace. 

^'  But,  ma,  how  shabby,  how  i^ery  shabby,  and  dirty,  tpo,  I 
declare — ^la,  I  would  not  have  had  my  Lord's  servants  see  you 
for  the-  universe.  You  will  never  leave  ofif  those  odious,  unbe- 
coming weeds*,  and  father  dead  so  long.  Well,  Vm  glad  to  find 
you  still  living ;  and  I  hope  you  have  been  happy,  and  well—- 
aod " 

"  Very  happy,  very  well,"  said  the  old  woman,  wringing  her 
hands,  and  sobbing  bitterly. 

"  La,  I  thought  I  heard  footsteps ;  didn't  you  ?— do  slop,  you 
make  such  a  noise — no,  it  is  a  mistake.  Well,  ma,  I  heard  of 
your  design  about  the  tombstoiie  in  our  churchyard,  and  the 
monument.  I  was  so  alarmed — ^but  I  knew  you  hadn't  exactly 
the  means  to  incur  such  an  expense — and  so  I  was  comforted, 
and " 

'<  Mary,  Mary ;  that  monument  is  already  erected  to  your  poor 
father's  memory,  and  it  expresses——" 

'^  Gracious  goodness  1  not  that  he  was  the  village  apothecary, 
I  hope?" 

^*  Yes,  that  he  was  for  fifty  years  the  doctor  of  that  petty 
workhouse — the  shopkeeper  of  our  petty  village— and  that  he 
was  beloved  by  the  poor,  and  respected  by  thelrieh." 

**  Oh,  how  very  unfortunate !  for  my  Lord  naturally  wishes 
to  avoid  all  tracing  of  my  parentage,  and  <  Burke's  Peerage' 
merely  says  that  Lord  Anketell  married  Mary,  daughter  of  — • 

......  ^  jogle 
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«.-.^,  Em].,  of  — *y  ID  the  <eotuity-of  •*— 9  and  that  reads  very 

-well.'* 

"  Ob,  Mary,  your  brain  is  turned,  sod  it  breaks  my  poor  old 
beart !  My  last  iUoess  eotf  me  all  tbe  remaias  of  my  little  pro- 
perty ;  even  your  poor  old  father's  sflvcr  iratch  was  sold,  and 
now  I " 

^'Well,  ma,  tbat  must  have  bees  yottrowa&uit,  for  never 
was  there  a  better  motber;  aadbad  yen  written  one  word^— but 
give  nie  that  pocket-book  off  the  table— no,  not  the  red  witfa  the 
gold  clasp,  but  the  purple  with  the  ruby." 

The  old  woman  mechanieally. banded  the  poeket-book,  and 
tbe  fair  lady  raised  herself  on  her  downy  pUlows,  and  began  to 
eount  its  contents,  aad  to  descant  on  the  operation,  as  she  turned 
over  leaf  after  leaf. 

<«No,  that  iZ^l.  is  for  Mr.  Taylor^  Ml,  my  Shoemaker;  he 
has  not  been  paid  any  thing  for  four  years,  and  must  be  paid; 
and  this-«let  me  see^wbat  did  £  put  Iftiese  notes  in  t1^  leaf 
for?  di,  I  remember,  9.3/.  for  the.pliimassier;  and  this  hhL  is 
for  the  perfumer's  aooount;  and  d7 2.  for  the  brushes  and  trifles 
of  that  description ;  but  oh,  this  odious  *  Madame  de  Tressor/ 
my  Hdliiner  and.dfesfmsker-^6i82.  in  one  year,  and  less  than  a 
half— well,  my  Lord's  check  is.  not  .enough,  he  must  settle  this 
Ml  himself,  for  I'il  have  notb«i«  to  do  with  it.  But  here,  my 
dear  ma,  I  have  no  occasioQ  to  settle  Mr.  Payne's  bill  for  the 
brushes  and  knidL-knaoks,  aad :  so,  suppose  you  take  this  87/." 
And  the  young  and  beaulifioleountess  stretefaed  out:her  hand, 
holding  the  folded  notes  slightly  pressed  between  her  thumb 
and  finger  towards  the  old  woman,  who  stood  aghast  with  asto* 
nisfament. 

*<  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Well,  ma,  you  'make  me  laugh;  you  may 
well  be  astoniriied  when  you  see  such  sums,  and  recollect  how 
the  shillings  used  to  be  saved,  and  the  broken  bottles  scdd  firom 
father's  shop,  to  buy  me  my  winter's  idoak  and  clogs— that  take 
the  money." 

The  old  woman  shook  her  hoad^isnd  limist  tfaeproffiered  notes 
from  her. 

'*  Why,  ma^  I  shouldn't  ofer  them  to  you  if  they  weren't 
mine.    To  be  sure,  when  axich  man,.Qr  Aman.  of  title,  manics 
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a  poor  girl,  he  doesn't  marry  the  whole  family ;  and,  indeed,  it 
is  not  exactly  honest  for  a  woman  to  give  away  her  husband's 
property  to  poor  relations;  but  his  Lordship  gave- me  tbis  money 
for  myself,  and  has  no  right  to  know  what  I  have  done  with  it; 
and  if  I  appear  in  good  style  as  his  wife,  and  don't  get  into  debt 
beyond  his  allowance,  what  right  has  he  to  complain  ?  besides, 
if  a  rich  old  man. marries  a  very  fine  young  woman,  I  don't  see 
that  the  obtigation  is  all  on  one  side;  and,  besides,  you  are  my 
mother." 

The  mother  groaned  bitterly. 
.  ^<  It  is  not  like  helping  cousins,  nephews,  nieces,  and  a  swarm 
of  toad-eating,  insincere,  heartless  kindred ;  so,  ma — but,  good 
gracious !  the  room  is  haunted,  or  I  did  hear  footsteps,  and  a  sigh, 
too.  Pray,  ring  the  bell — no,  not  for  the  world,  the  servants 
would  see  you ;  but,  ma,  look  all  round  the  room  for  me.  You 
know  how  nervous  I  was  when  a  child.  Well,  you  wont  stir  ? 
Good  heavens,  «^ke  the  money  and  say  good  bye,  and  let  me 
ring  the  bell,  for  I  begin,  to  be  very  much  frightened.  Here, 
dear  mother,  take  the  money,  for  youp  clothes  are  very  thin  for 
this  bitter  weather,  and  you  must  want  it — indeed  you  must.'' 

During  all  time  the  poor  old  Woman  had  stood  upright  and 
rigid,  like  a  figure  of  extreme  old  age  suddenly  petrified.  Her 
large  gray -eyes  were  dilated,  and,  though  they  glanced  upon 
her  daughter,  they  bespoke  peifect  vacancy,  or,  at  least,  an  un- 
consdousujsss  of  the  volubility  with  which  she  had  been  as- . 
sailed.  As  the  daugbtep  again  pressed  her  to  take  the  money,  she 
took  the  notes  in  her  hand,  and  crumpled  them  without  the 
slightest  alteration  of  attitude  or  change  of  countenance.  Lady 
Anketell  became  alarmed,  and  thought  her  mother  wastwhat  she 
calted  "death-struck."—"  For  God's  sake,  take  the  money  and 
go  l"  she  exclaimed  with  earnestness.  The  old  woman's  lips 
were  a  little  convulsed;  she  recovered  her  senses,  and  suddenly 
catching  a^glance  at  the  ball  of  rumj^ed  notes  that  she  had  been 
pressing  in  her  palm  with  the  grasp  of  convulsion,  she  dropped 
them  on  the  floor;  shaking  her  head,  ami  clasping  her  handSi 
she  left  the  room  without  uttering  a  word.  She  appeared  like 
a  corpse  moving  by  mechanical  contrivance.  Lady  Anket^ 
followed  her  with  her  eyes  till  she  had  got  out  of  the  door^  and 
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then,  taklog  an  oval  hand-mirror  fnm  her  toilette,  the  began 
to  adjust  her  curls,  lest  her  ^smittof^wonan  might  see  them  in 
their  jdisordered  state. . 

As  the  mother  descended  the  grand  staircase,  she  was  net  by 
Lady  AnketelTs  wailing-troman,  fallowed  by  a  footman  with  a 
tray  of  cold  fowl  ;and  tongue,  and  decanters  of  wine.  *'  I  am 
ordered,  madam,"  said  the  maid,  curlseying  with  the  most  pro- 
found respect,  ^'  to  give  my  Lord's  most  respeclfol  compliments 
to  you,  and  to  say  that  his  Lordship  entreats  that  you  will  not 
leave  the  house  without  taking  refreshments.  His  Lordship  begs 
you  will  remain  as  long  as  is  convenient,  and,  above  all  tl^ngs, 
he  hopes  that  you  will  order  the  carriage  when  you  fed  disposed 
to  return  home."  The  old  woman  was  startled  at  thesesoniids 
of  respect  and  kindness ;  they  touched  her  heart.  Unable  to 
•peak,  she  shook  her  head  in  token  of  dissent.  :  She  'had  Iwen 
recalled  to  sensation  and  consciousness;  her  elforts  ta conceal 
her  emotion  were  fruitless ;  her  lips  wer^  stBftngly  convulsed, 
and,  putting  her  hands  to  her  face,  to  hide  her  feelings,  she 
burst  into  tears,  and  hurried  out  of  the  house  through  the  hne 
of  servants,  who  bowed  to  her  mosttre^ectfuUy  as  she  passed 
through  the  hall.  -  The  thuroility  of  the  servants  was  a  contrast 
to  their  previous  brutal  violence,  which  could,  not  be  surjkassed, 
except  by  the  contrast  between  the  manners  of  the  daughter  as 

the  Countess  of  — — ,  and  as  plain  Mary ,  the  apothecary's 

daughter  of  —— ,  the  belle  of  the  village,  for  whoap  so  many 
rival  shop-lads  had  once  received  aiid  given  many  broken. heads 
and  bloody  noses. 

In  fact,  the  sound  of  footsteps  and  the  sigh,  which  Lady  An- 
ketell  had  heard,  orfancied  she  had  heard  in  the  bed-room,  were 
sot  the  sounds  of  a  super,.nor,  altogether,  of  an  unnatural  being. 
His  Lordship,  in  passing  theanteNchanfibor,  hadbeen  attracted  by 
the  deepsolM  of  his  mothetvin^taw.  He  had  entered  tbebedfCOCniB, 
and,  concealed  by  the  curtain,  he  bad  witnessed  the  whole  floeae 
between  the  daughter  and  the  mother.  His  f^oelings  were 
moved  to  the  extent  of  offering  the  poor  old  creature  refredi- 
meht  and  the  ride  home ;— (hey  were  moved  to  this  extent,  and 
no  further. 

Two  pounds,  thirteen  fthillings^  and  fonrpenee^ialfpemfy  was 
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the  sum  precisely  -which  the  poor  old  widow  had  in  her.  pocket, 
as  she  tottered  down  the  steps  from  the  portico  of  her  daughter's 
mansion  at  Whitehall.  She  hurried  to  the  —  inn,  at  White* 
chapel,  And,  that  night,  took  her  outside  place  in  the  mail  to 

.    It  was  a  wet  and  bitterly  cold  night,  preceding,  by  eight- 

and-forty  hours,— that  night  on  which  ail  hearts  are  made  glad, 
all  stomachs  are  filled  to  repletion,  and  almost  all  heads  are  filled 
to  the  verge  of  extravagance  and  wantonness  ;^it  was  the  night 
of  the  23d  of  December,  when  the  decrepit  old  widow  seated 
herself  outside  the mail,  immediately  behind  the  coach- 
man. The  wind  drove  the  sharp  sleet  so  fiercely,  that  no  inge- 
nuity of  the  loom  could  withstand  its  searchings,  and,  but  for 
the  cold  at  the  heart,  the  old  widow  might  have  been  sensible 
that  her  daughter  was  not  wrong  in  describing  her  dress  as  old, 
threadbare,  thin^  and  shabby — shabby — in  such  a  night.  The  < 
little  curved  hunchback  was  drenched  to  the  skin,  and  looked 
like  a  whisk  of  frozen  straw— a  bunch  of  white  bristles.  The 
coachman,  moved  to  pity,  procured  her  an  ostler's  coat  where 
he  changed  horses,  and  without  the  hope  of  the  perquisite. 

Arrived  at  the  village  of ,  the  widow  was  lifted  into  her^ 

cottage.  The  bright  warming-pan  was  put  in  requbition,  and 
less  than  twelve  hours  had  witnessed  the  transUion  of  the  old 
creature,  from  the  sobbing  on  the  quilt  of  Lady  Anketell,  in 
her  splendid  room,  to  gasping  under  the  brown  and  red  rug  in 
her  stone-paved  chamber.  In  four  hours  she  was  a  corpse  ! — 
and  Lady  Anketell  was  relieved  from  mortification  to  her  fa- 
shionable life,  and  lived  happily  with  her  husband  ! 
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THE   STAGE.— THE  ABMT.— THE    I.AW. 


*'  It's  a  bad  night,  Sir,"  said  my  hXiSi  of  the  — ,  at ,  to 

me,  as  I  mounted  my  horse,  int^t  on  readying  London.  '^  You'il 
faardly^make  town  to-night,  through  such  weather;  you*d  better 
let  me  put  the  beast  up,  and  tal&e  a  bed  here,  sir." 

'*No,  no,  I  thanii  you,"  I  said;  "the  night's  bad  enough, 
but  rii  try  the  road  again/' 

'<  You'll  find  it  a  bad  one,  sir ;  and  ten  to  one  but  the  waters 
are  out,  and  the  way  flooded,  or  the  Dart  would  have  been  here 
before  this;  let  me  persuade  you,  sir." 

**  Your  liquor,  good  friend,"  I  answered,  "  would  be  a  better 
persuasion  than  your  words,  if  any  thing  could  prevail,  but  I 
must  on ;"  and,  that  said,  I  wished  him  a  good  night,  and  giving 
the  reins  a  jerk,  pushed  homewards  at  a  smart  trot.  It  was, 
truly,  a  dismal  night,  and  as  an  Irish  friend  of  mine  said  of  a 
similar  one,  **  every  hour  it  improved  momentarily  for  the 
worse,*'  till  the  rain  blew  in  my  face  in  douds;  the  road  was 
swamped,  the  wind  roared,  whistled,  and  howled,  the  thunder 
growled,  and  the  lightning  played  about  my  stirrup-irons,  or 
flashed  on  me  the  brightness  of  day,  and  then  left  me  in  almost 
chaotic  darkness.  I  had  not  proceeded  two  miles,  when  I  began 
yery  grievously  to  repent  me  of  my  obdurate  refbsal  of  my 
host's  hos[rttality;  but  fhlse  shame,  that  sister  of  sin  and  foUy, 
prevented  me  from  turning  my  horse's  head,  and  seeking  the 
shelter  I  had  left :  meanwlHle,  every  step  I  advanced,  the  storm 
came  on  more  and  more  fiercely,  till  it  amounted  to  a  hurricane, 
and  the  horse  conld  scarcely  proceed  for  the  violence  of  the 
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wind,  which  almost  shook  me  from  the  saddle,  and  the  water, 
which  already  reached  over  his  fetlocks,  so  that  it  was  with 
no  little  pleasure  that,  after  beating  five  miles  through  the 
tempest,  my  eye  caught  a  glimmer  of  light,  which  played 
through  the  crevices  in  the  shutters  of  a  post-house,  on  — 
moor.  Thoroughly  drenched,  even  to  the  innermost  cuticle  of 
my  skin,  I  gladly  drew  up  al  the  door,  and  committing  my  qua- 
druped companion  (no  less  anxious  than  myself  to  shelter  his 
head]  to  the  care  of  the  landlord,  I  made  a  dart  into  the  house, 
and  quickly  esconced  myself  in  the  farthest  corner  of  the  kitchen- 
settle  :  a  small  knapsack,  unbuckled  Arom  my  saddle,  furnished 
me  with  dry  stocliings,  linen,  and  trowsers,  to  which  the  land- 
lord, in  his  charity,  adding  a ,  smock-frock,  I  was  soon  as  com- 
fortable as  a  bishop,  and  at  much  less  expense.  A  cigar,  and 
a  mug  of  punch,  brewed  by  my  own  hands,  together  with  the 
assurance  of  a  bed,  a  luxury  which,  under  worse  circumstances, 
I  have  often  been  compelled  to  di^ense  with,'  completed  the 
measure  of  my  felicity,  and  I  blessed  my  stars  for  having  secured 
me  such  a  haven.  "  A  very  bad  nighty  sir,"  said  somebody,  as 
I  set  down  my  tumbler^  after  a  most  plebeian  libation.  Now, 
the  donning  of  the  frock  and  the  compounding  of  the  punchy 
had  so,  engrossed  me^  that  I  had  not  perceived  the  other  chim- 
ney-corner was  occupied  by  a  jolly,  genteel,  demi-rotund,  red- 
faced,  dapper  little  man ;  and  as  I  assented  to  the  remark,  I 
apologised  to  him  for  not  having  noticed  him  before.  '^  Don't 
mention  it,  sir,"  he  said;  ^'  but  you've  had  a  taste  of  the  weather 
though,"  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  And  so  we  common-placed,  in  very 
neighbourly  fashion,  till  a  rumble  was  heard  at  the  door,  and, 
presently,  a  stranger  presented  himself,  to  share  the  comforts  of 
a  roof  and  a  blazing  coal  and  log  fire.  He  was  tall,  of  an  erect 
figure,  and  wore  a  large  blue  cloak,  from  which,  and  from  his 
somewhat  stiff  carriage,  I  gathered  that  he  was  an  army  man. 

^'  A  most  infernal  night,  this,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  approach- 
ing the  fire.    ^'  Here,  landlord,  I  can  sleep  here,  I  suppose?" 

"  We  have  one  spare  bed,  sir." 

''  That  will  do."  He  soon  after  proceeded  to  his  room  to 
change  his  clothes.  Immediately  afterwards  another  coach 
stopt  at  the  door,,  and.  while  it  was  rattling  past  the  window,  off 
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again,  a  tall  spare  man,  with  an  affected  gait,  savouring  of  pomp 
and  ease,  strode  up  to  the  fire,  with  an  old  portmanteau  in  his 
hand,  and  bowing  lightly  to  me  and  my  fellow-inmate  of  the 
chimney  as  he  approached,  spread  his  legs  before  the  fire,  tooti  ' 
off  his  hat,  shook  the  exterior  wet,  which  could  find  no  further 
room  in  or  under  his  worn  surtout,  from  of  it  ,  by  a  jerk  of  his 
shoulders,  and  spread  his  benumbed  fingers,  first  relieved  from 
the  embnices  of  a  pair  of  white^worn  black  kid  gloves,  over  the 
blaze.  *' A  bad  night,  gentlemen;  but  you  seem,  fortunately,- 
tolerably  dry— travelled  inside,  I  presume— safest  way — ^I  gene- 
rally do  myself— variaUe  climate  ours— you  had  better  draw 
nearer  the  fire." 

''  Don't  trouble  yourself,  sir,"  said  the  soldier,  who  had  just 
re-entered,  "  you  are  wore  in  need  of  its  warmth  than  we  are; 
I  have  just  changed." 

"  O,  indeed,  fortunate  for  you  that  you  travelled  with  ;i  ' 
change— the  safeU  way— I  generally  do  myself;  but  the  fact  is, 
I  am  a  humble  and  unworthy  member  of  the  histrionic  profes- 
sion— a  manager-^  and  not  contemplating  this  sudden  resolve 
of  the  weather,  I  had  sent  my  wardrobe  on  wilh  my  company 
to ." 

"  But,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "  in  the  state  that  you  are,  you 
will  be  dead  with  the  rheumatism  or  lumbago  before  the  morn- 
ing.    If  you  have  not  a  change,  you  had  better  go  lo-bed." 

"  *  Commencez  par  le  commencement^  mon  ami,  ^ays  Panta- 
gruel,  or,  as  Mrs.  Glasse  has  it,  in  her  recipe  how  to  prepare  a 
goose,  *'  first  get  a  goose/ — t&ere's  not  a  bed  to  spare  in  the 
house ;  to  be  sure,  I  have  in  my  portmanteau  a  coujgle  of  dry 
suUs^  but  they  would  hardly  suit  here."  We  all  begged  him, 
with  one  voice,  to  waive  ceremony,  and  consult  his  health. 
^*  Why,  the  fact  is,  gentlemen,"  said  the  player,  <<  they  are 
theatrical." 

*«  Never  mind  that,"  we  answered. 

^<  Well,  then,  gentlemen,  since  you  are  so  kind  as  to  permit 
my  traVestie,  I  wHl  avail  myself  of  your  goodness.  The  player 
then  left  the  room,  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  re-entered,  meta- 
morphosed into  Shylock,  without  a  beard,  and  wearing  a  white 
4)ight-cap.    When  the  laugh  occasioned  by  his  ludicrous  ap^ 
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peardnoe  had  soMded,  the  conversation  tursed  upoo  the  pro- 
fession of  the  Stage,  and  the  pr^udices  which  existed  against  it. 
^*  Alas !  gentlemen,"  said  the  player,  '^  it  is  a  sorry  trade,  and  a 
laborioos  one :  in  youth,  we  find  excitement  in  it,  and  laugh^ 
perforce,  at  its  ddsagr^mens;  but,  at  my  time  of  life,  sir,  the 
tteadmill  is  a  recreation  compared  with  it.  Would  to  God  I  had 
never  ceased  to  be  a  cowherd,  or  had,  at  least,  never  qi^tted  the 
waist  of  the  Hell-hound !  You  seem  surprised  at  these  words," 
he  added,  ^*  but  I  was  not  always  what  I  am,  and  it  is  rather 
strange  how  I  became  so,  as  it  is  generally  surprising  to  see  on 
what  almost  imperceptible  pivots  our  destinies  turn.  Perhaps  it 
•  might  not  be  unamuslng  to  you  to  have  my  history;  and  as  we 
are  met  here  In  kindly  fellowship,  and  the  fire  burns  cheerily,  I 
will  relate  it  to  you,  if  you  will  lend  me  your  ears." 

We  gladly  assented  to  this,  and  thanked  him  heartily  for  the 
offer.  The  soldier  drew  out  his  dgar-case,  and,  handing  It  to 
me,  bade  me  help  myself,  inquiring  whether  I  would  share  a 
bowl  of  punch  with  him  ?  I  readily  agreed,  and  the  bowl  brtng 
ordered,  the  player  was  invited  to  join  us  at  it;  the  officer's  friend 
called  for  some  wine  and  water;  the  gentleman  in  the  chimney- 
corner  bespoke  a  glass  of  hot  brandy  and  water ;  and  the  fire 
being  stirred,  the  candles  snuffed,  pipes  and  cigars  Ut,  throats 
cleared,  legs  crossed,  and  limbs  finally  fidgeted  into  comfortable 
altitudes,  our  historian  began. 

THE  ADVENTUaES  OF  A  PLAYER. 

^<  It  is  now  sixty-three  years  since  I  advanced,  by  the  usual 
nine  months'  march,  into  the  bowels  of  this  land.  My  father 
was  one  Job  Dickson,  and  my  mother,  Nell,  his  wife.  Old  Job 
had,  in  bis  early  days,  been  a  soldier,  and,  subsequently,  a 
tramper ;  but,  at  the  period  of  my  history,  had  subsided  Into 
something  between  a  poacher  and  a  pauper,  while  my  lady- 
mother  had  become  eminent  in  the  occult  and  other  sciences, 
and  dispensed  pills  and  prophecies  to  the  neighbouring  nieves 
and  serves.  At  seventeen,  I  was  a  slrapf^ng  lad,  but  had  given 
no  distinct  promise  of  what  my  career  would  be;  my  time,  for 
the  first  ten  years,  after  the  attainment  of  my  first  lustre,  having 
been  spent  in  the  inglorious  toils  of  cow-minding,  bird-scaring, 
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and  other  agricultural  pursuits,  and  my  last  two  years  having 
been  passed  in  that  sort  of  independent  dependence  which  the 
game  laws  and  the  poor  laws  conjointly  produce  and  perpetuate; 
in  Act,  I,  Job,  junior,  had  learnt  the  art  and  mystery  of  snaring 
the  hare,  and  ac(}uired  a  taste  for  gin,  and  for  the  sweets  of 
idleness,  and  might,  in  time,  have  attained  to  the  honour  of 
shooting  a  keeper,  but  for  one  of  those  accidents,  which  are 
continually  turning  the  course  of  human  life  into  unforeseen 
channels.  It  so  happened  that,  in  one  of  my  moonlight  forays, 
I  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  certain  young  lady  well  linown 
in  our  district.  '  But  why  dwell  on  this?*  as  the  poet  says.  Some 
time  afterwards  I  was  particularly  wanted  by  a  parish-officer, 
who  was  inquiring  for  me,  with  a  sort  of  parental  solicitude, 
saying  he  wanted  me  for  a  Utile  job;  so,  pacl&ing  up  all  my 
personal  property  very  carefully  in  my  coat-pocliets,  I  set  out, 
one  starry  night,  from  my  father's  halls,  without  a  word  to  any 
body,  and  fled  for  safety  and  for  succour  to  the  great  refuge  for 
the  destitute — London.  Towards  nightfall,  on  the  fourth  day 
after  my  flight,  I  reached  Whitechapel  Gtiurch,  completely 
knocked  up.  I  did  not,  however,  remain  long  in  that  condi- 
tion, for,  at  the  next  corner,  I  was  knocked  down,  and  before  I 
had  time  to  get  on  my  legs,  I  was  bid  to  stand,  and  my  pockets 
were  emptied  of  two  bad  shillings,  a  lump  of  cold  bacon,  half 
a  cotton  handkerchief^  a  iin  tobacco->bo}(  (containing  a  lock  of 
Polly's  hair),  half  an  ounce  of  shag,  and  the  ballad  of  <  Black- 
eyed  Susan.' 

<^  This  was  rather  a  bad  beginning,  but  I  bore  my  loss  with 
all  the  fortitude  of  my  nature,  simply  cursing  love,  the  justice, 
the  overseer,  and  the  other  thieves;  then  drawing  a  smooth  six- 
pence from  the  inside  of  my  left  shoe,  I  turned  into  a  public- 
house,  where  the  noise  promised  me  some  amusement,  and, 
taking  a  seat  in  the  tap-room,  ordered  half-a-pint  of  beer.  I 
had  not  sat  here  long  when  I  perceived  that  the  rest  of  the 
company  seemed  all  mighty  familiar  with  each  other,  and,  soon 
after,  I  observed  they  all  wore  the  same  dress,  while,  from  their 
conversation,  I  learnt  they  were  seamen.  Now  I  had  always  an 
itching  for  adventure,  and  seeing  no  prospect  of  indulging  it 
longer  in  orchards,  preserves,  or  fish-ponds,  I  began  to  think  of 
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<  courttDg  danger  on  the  deep/  TUa  Ihikoght  had  jiul  sirack 
n^e,  when  the  compaiiyv  wUb  one  iici^ord^  rose  to  deifftrt.  ^  Come 
along,  young  man,'  said-  one^  who  wenl'befmre  4hef  resU  ^  Where 
be*dt  a-gpoiQ'/  said  I,  innocently,  taking  it  for  an  invitation  to 
a  joilifieatioo  of  some  aert,  but  I  was  sodn  eolightened ;  my 
IMressing  fhends.  were  the  press-gangland,  that  day  week,  I  WM 
entered  on  board  the  HeU«-hound^  at'  Portsmouth,  abont  to  sail 
wUh  an  outward-bound  EasI  India  con Yoy. 

^'  Here  I  had  the  honour  of  serving  hia  Msgesty  in  .the  capacity 
of  a  waister,  duiing.five  months  that  our  Voyage  lasted,  bill  my 
talents  were  found  not-  to  be  longer  WantM.  The  captain,  who 
had  noticed  me  as  an  active  cUap,  having  lost  his  servant  by  tlie 
yellotf  fever',  selected  me  to  supply  lUs  place ;  and  as  I  wasfor^ 
tnnate  enough  to  please  him,  an4>  he  said  that  I  mlglvt  be  infi- 
nitely moi'e  ujseful  to  htm  with  a  litUe  scholarship,  he  paid  the 
schoolmaster  to  instruct  me  in  reading,  wrUing,  and  arithmetic. 
This  worthy  was  an  old  ram^rinklng^  swearing,  tdbaeoo^ov 
ing  sinner,  who  reckoned  both  the  law  and  thegospei  secondary 
matters  to  grog  and  returns.  ^  60  to  Hell,  yau^  stupid  son  of  a 
nr*— ^,'  at  the  same  time  squirting  an  ocean  of  decoction  of  pig« 
tail  on  iny  slate,  was  the  paternal  adnoniUcU  that  told  me  of  an 
errodr  in  a  sum.  But  he  had  gentle,,  .wlnniiqp  momenta,  when  he 
wodld  strive,  with  the  grace  of  a  coaehrfaorse  in  ati  openb-box, 
to  be  insinuating:  Such  Were  the  times  fwheii  I  waa  brought  to 
puriff  a  neckdoth  with  my.  maater's  soap^  for  some  spe<cial  oc- 
casion, or,  on  some  of  my  frequent  shore-trips,  to  provide  him 
with  some  choice  bit  for  his  eternal  masficatiods.  The  captain, 
my  master,  was  a  young  sprig  of  nol^ity,  a.  martinet  in  mafttefrs 
of  coats  and  irowsers  among,  his  ofiStoers,  and  rather  a  good^sort 
of  devU-mayn^are  fellow  among  his  men;  biit,  amongst  the 
women,  he  was  a  devil  and  an  aogd^  synonymous > terms  in  In- 
trigue; atid,;  I  confess,  his  doings  la  that  liileofKcn  exercised 
my>  ingenuity. 

«  <*'  <  Job/  he  said  to  me  one  dayv  abbut  thsie  years  after  I  had 
entered  his  servfce-^^hich  I  naytraly  sayd  preferred' ta  the 
king's*— and  whilewe  were  lying  at  Portshiooth,  '^akeithese  two 
letters  on  shore,  and  tell  Mrs.  D.  (his  wtfe)  that  I' can't  leave  the 
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ship  toHiay;  alidinienttoii  to  Miss  Ykkery  that  Flldtaieiirith  her 
this  afternoon.' 

'^  ^  Yes,«ir/  said  I,  and  I  went  on  shore;  bnt  meeting  there, 
unfortunately,  with  ^a  shipmate,  I  saw  the  bottom  of  a  quartern 
measure  so  often,  that,  at  length,  I  forgot  the  head  of  my  orders, 
and^ve  a  teuderlet^r  Intended  for  tlie  unmarried  lady,  and  brim- 
fiill  of  sweet  recollections  of  past  stolen  joys,  anticipatioas  of  others 
to  come,  and  a  word  about  the  dinner,  to  Mrs.  D. ;  and  deliryered 
to  Miss  Yickery  a  conjugal  epistle,  in  whieh  my  master  vowed 
neyer  to  set  eyes  again  on  the  little  impudent  baggoge,  as  he 
called  herself,  who,  by  her  arts  and  wheedliBf|g  ways,  had  led  him 
to^ive  his  dear  wife  offence ;  and  concluding,  as  the  lady's  maid 
told  me,  with  a  request  tliat  -she  would  contrive  to  send  him 
twenty  pounds  on  board,  lo  pay  his  servant,  myself,  who  had 
taken  care  that  he^^shonld  ow^  me  nothing.  I  did  not  see  the 
captain  again  that  day,  as,  when  I  went  on  board  again,  he  was 
gone  ashore:  but,  the  next  morning,  when  I  went  to' get  his 
dotties  ready,  I  found  him  already  dressed ;  and  when  T  entered 
be  rose,  and  shut  the  door,  and  sitting  down  with  ominous 
composure,  asloed  me^f^I  had  ever  been  started  ?  By  the  Lord 
Harry,  Job,  thought  I,  you've  done  some  mischief  in  your  cups; 
the  gratings,  methoi^ght,  were  marching  up  to  me  on  a  coujde 
of  cat's  forelegs,  and  I  was  so  confiised  by  the  question,  that  I 
stammered  out,  'No,  I  tliank  you,  sir.'*— 'None  of  your  non- 
sense, d-^n  you,  sir;  if  you  never  have  tasted  the  cat,  the^r- 
•vice  has  not  been  fairly  dealt  with,  and  I'll  see  that  reparation  is 
•pcedily  made.  You  were  on  shore  yesterday  ?*•— *  Yes,  sir,  by 
-your  orders.'—*  And  were  you  drunk  by  my  orders  ?  And  you 
have  D€ver  been  started  ?  Well,  then,  by  &— !'  but  here  his 
.words  were  arrested  by  the  appearance  of  his  wife,  ai^d,  along 
wHh  her,. her  brother  aadfathei;,  all  wearing  feces  as  long  as 
handspikes.  I  re|}oioed.at  the  interruption,  left  tlie  state*room, 
and  seizing  a  large  portmanteau  of  my  masteifs,  packed  it  full 
«f  my  movables  in  all  hasle,  went  ttpon<  deck  with  it,  and  a  letter 
in  my  band,  and  telling  the  officer  of  the  deck  that  I  had  the 
captain's  orders  to  take  them  on  Shore,  tgot  Into  a  bum-rboat 
alongside,  was  landed,  mounted  the  top  of  a  London  coach,,  got 
off  half  way,  took  a  cross  road,  purchased  a  great*coat,  travelled 
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two  days  in  a  waggoo,  then  got  on  another  coach,  and  stopped, 
In  the  end,  at  Birmingham.  Here  I  lay  snug  and  quiet  for  a 
couple  of  days,  when,  having  new  rigged  myself,  I  took  a  turn, 
and  was  looking  In  at  a  jeweller's  window,  when  the  sound  of 
my  name,  familiarly  bawled  in  my  ears,  made  me  almost  bolt 
through  the  glass.  I  dared  not  look  round,  but  stood  piUoried 
in  the  position  I  was  accosted  in,  with  my  eyes  staring  out  of  my 
head,  but  seeing  nothing,  unless  it  was  a  sort  of  vision  of  boat- 
swainVmates  tucking  their  ^rt-sleeves  up.  '  Holloa,  Job, 
why,  damme,  mun,  art  deaf?'  cried  the  voice  again ;  '  or  habt 
forgotten  Jack  Driver?' — ^  Jack  Driver!'  I  exclaimed;  'the 
Lord  be  praised;  give  us  your  hand.  Jack.  I  am  so  glad,  I 
coidd  take  a  lion  by  the  fin.'  — '  Ah,  you're  a  good  chap,  I 
thought  you'd  be  glad  to  see  me ;  but  what  he's!  a-doiog  here 

— and  where  ha'  ye  been  since  you  cut —  ?*    Now  that 

was  a  question  that  I  thought  l>etter  unanswered;  so,  instead  of 
satisfying  Jack's  curiosity,  I  inquired  what  brought  him  there  ? 
and  was  told,  his  legs  and  a  recruiting  sergeant.  '  Lord  love 
you,'  said  Jack,  'I  belongs  to  the  BufiOs.  But  come,'  said  Jack, 
Uet  us  have  a  drop  o'  summit,  and  TU  tell  ye  a  sight  o'  news;' 
so  we  turned  into  a  public-house  which  was  at  hand,  and  there 
we  had  so  many  sups,  that,  in  the  morning,  I  woke  with  a  cursed 
pain  in  my  head,  and  a  shilling  in  my  waistcoat-pocket,  which 
I  was  told  had  also  converted  me  into  one  of  the  Buffs.  I  guessed 
rightly,  that  this  was  my  friend  Mr.  John  Driver's  doings ;  but, 
however,  I  cared  little  about  it,  for  I  knew  not  what  to  do  with 
myself  before,  and  I  was,  at  least,  sure  again  now  of  board  and 
lodging ;  so  I  buckled  to,  and  having  fought  the  bully  of  the 
regiment,  and  learnt  my  diill,  I  became  pretty  comfortable;  and 
as  I  was,  thanks  to  the  old  fellow,  my  Mentor  in  the  Hell-hound, 
a  pretty  fair  scholar,  I  got  on,  till,  in  the  course  of  five  years,  I 
came  to  be  orderly  clerk,  and  a  sort  of  gentleman. 

'^  It  was  then,  after  sundry  minor  amours,-  that  I  attracted 
the  eyes  of  a  single  lady,  who  lived  opposite  the  barrack-gate  at 

,  in  a  small  house  of  her  own.    Now  or  never,  I  thought. 

Job,  my  boy ;  if  you  lose  this  opportunity,  you  deserve  to  be 
shut  in  durance  the  rest  of  your  life.  So  I  smiled,  and  nodded, 
and  winked,  till  I  saw  the  inside  of  the  tenement,  and,  once 
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Uiere,  I  vowed  it  should  be  miiie;  lo  I  ogled,  aod  whispered, 
.and  Jtwore,  .and  won  ilie  ^y--^procured  jny  discharge,  and  en- 
listed nextiday  witii  Hymen.    Well,  I  was  in  cloter.    Now  my 
^ifkoiifie  was  a  widow,  her  first  hnsband  having  been. lost  .aoiDe 
•  years.before  on  the  coast  of  India;  and  she  had  a  neat  little 
properly  !0f  about  a  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  a-year,  and 
was  <as  tight  .a  little  body,  and  as  good  a  housewife,  as  any 
.^oiild4esire^Ad  very  oomibrtahle 'We  were.  Shortly  afilerour  . 
Biarriage  we  removed  from  the  town,  and  took  a  small  farm, 
^hicb  just  grew  enough  for  our  own  coosumpUon,  and  amused 
'ime.    Then  I  had  iny  gun  and  my  dog,  and  a  bit  lof  a  pony  and 
«baiae  loo,  in  which.  I  and  .the  little  Wc^an  went  to  eburcb,  or 
.io  a  merry-makbig ;  and,  for  Mx  years,  we  knew  no  moce  of  care 
Iban  x>f  the  Mh  wheel  of  a  coadh ;  bat 

^  All  that's  bright  must  fade> 

^^  I  had  been  alone  to-jnarhet  one  day,  aad,  returning^  had 
i  taken  the  saddle  off  the  pony,  and  having  slipped  liis  bfkUe, 
ihiad  turned  hkn  iaio  the  grass,  so  that  I  got  up  :to  the  house 
before  it  WBS  known  I  was  coming,  i^ben,  on  looking  in  at  the 
tlBilehen*window,  I  saw  my  wife,  #ith  her  eyes  shut,  lying  in  the 
arms  of  a  strange  man ;  with  one  drive  I  knocked  the  door 
open,  and,  rushing  in  on  them,  denfta»ded  what  the  scene 
>  meant,  and  who  the  ^gsentleman  was  ?    I  can't  describe  to  you 
what  ensued-— he  was  my  wife^s^itsl  husband,  returned  after  a 
ten  years'  captivity  among  the  Malays.    Of  course,'  I  had  only  to 
cede  my  right,  which,  after,  having  taken  a  painful  farewell  of 
my  late  loved  partner,  t  did ;  but  the  shock  of  contending  feel- 
ings unhinged  her,  and  the  dear  little  soul,  in  two  months,  s^nk 
.  toto;the  grorve.    Heaven  rest  her !    Her  husband  went  to  s^a 
;.a^in,  and  I,  at  a  loss  what  to  ido,  spent 'day  after  day  in  plan- 
nhig,  and  ro-planning,  and  regrett'mg  tbefaappiaess  I  had  lost. 
'One  eveniBgy  that  I  was  more:  than  usually  dull,  I  went^o  the 
theatre,  with  a  yiew  of  diSpdHing  the  despondent  ideas  that 
-opowded  on  me,  and  took  my  aeat  \n  the  front  row  of  t^e  {^. 
.'A  tumidt,  odgioaUng  Lknow^notf'how,  iook  place,! which  in- 
-terrupted  tiwe  pevformance-^the' police  was  called  in«^^e  row 
heoame  a  riot — ^fropi  a  revolt  ensued  a  revolatioh  ;  tlie  l>e>nches 
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were  torn  up,  and  a  party  of  ruffians,  Intent  on  thefV,  or  any 
other  villany,  took  the  opportunity  to  gratify  their  natures,  and, 
rushing  on  the  stage,  spread  themselves  through  the  dressing- 
rooms.  Knowing  the  characters  of  some  of  these  gentlemen, 
I  seized  a  bar  of  iron  that  lay  near,  and  jumping  across  the 
orchestra,  followed  the  cries  of  women,  which  came  from  a  dis- 
tance, and,  in  a  few  seconds,  found  myself  among  three  of  the 
scoundrels,  who  had  forced  into  a  room  where  two  females  were, 
and,  after  plundering  it,  and  tearing  the  ear-rings  even  from 
their  ears,  were  proceeding  to  the  basest  and  grossest  insults, 
when  I  sent  my  bar  flying  among  them,  and  taking  one  of  the 
ladies,  who  had  fainted,  in  my  arms,  and  sdzing  the  hand  of  the 
other,  I  delivered  them  from  the  place  by  a  small  back  door, 
and  conveyed  them  to  a  neighbouring  house,  where ^they  were 
in  safely.  Tlie  rest  is  briefly  told.  I  was  thanked,  and  warmly: 
the  lady  who  had  fainted  was  young,  and  a  beauty.  I,^erceived 
it.  She  was  the  manager's  daughter.  I  became  a  player  to  woo 
her — and,  in  six  months,  she  was  married  to  a  peer.  What  I 
have  seen,  and  what  I  have  encountered  since,  would  be  matter 
•  for  as  many  volumes  as  Lopez  de  Yega  wrote,  and  I  reserve  my 
memoirs  for  the  highest  bidder,  following  the  example  of  all 
other  great  men." 

Having  concluded,  with  one  accord  we  thanked  the  actor  for 
his  history,  drank  a  deep  health  to  him,  and  speedily  called  on 
the  soldier  for  his  confessions,  who  proceeded  briefly  to  teU  of 
his  progt*ess  In 

THE  ARMY. 

^'  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  *'  mine  is  but  a  short  and  uninterest- 
ing tale.  I  entered  the  army  a  boy,  twenty-six  years  ago^  And 
served  through  the  whole  of  the  late  war  in  one  regiment  and 
another,  on  the  Continent  and  in  the  Peninsula,  and  was  fortu- 
nate enough  to  have  my  name  mentioned  more  than  once  with 
commendation  in  dispatches;  but  there  was  a  ban  upon  my 
name.  My  father,  although  he  had  a  large  family,  was  impru- 
.  dent  enough  to  be  honest,  and  so  foolish  as  to  be  independent. 
He  was  an  author  of  considerable  celebrity,  and,  notwithstand- 
ing considerable  offers  to  induce  him  to  adopt  a  contrary  course, 
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invariably  maintained  ip  his  writings  the  liberal  side  of  all  po- 
litical questious.  This  was  a  very  sufficient  reason  why  my  name 
sliould  be  passed  over  on  all  occasions  of  promotion,  and,  at  the 
peace,  I  was  a  lieutenant,  as  I  had  l)een  for  fourteen  years,  and, 
as  I  saw,  every  prospect  of  remaining  the  rest  of  my  life.  On 
my  return  to  England,  I  toolL  a  small  cottage  near  Walton-upon- 

'  Thames,  where,  withmy  pay  and  a  small  income  of  my  wife's, 
I  contrived  to  live  genteelly,  although  superfluities  were  neces* 
sarily  forbidden.  We  had  been  there  some  time,  when  one 
evening,  as  I  was  walking  out  with  my  wife,  we  were  overtaken 

*  on  our  way  by  a  lady  driving  a  curricle,  who  stopped  to  admire 
two  pet  spaniels  we  had  taken  with  us  for  ^n  airing.  On  our 
return  we  learned  that  she  was  the  wife  of  an  illustrious  cha- 

-  meter,  whose  voice  was  supreme  in  army  matters ;  and,'  in  the 
morning,  I  sent  her  the  two  dogs,  with  my  respectful  requests 
that  she  would  honour  me  by  accepting  them,  which  she  was 
graciously  pleased  to  do,  and,  in  the  evening,  called  at  my 
cottage,  on  her  drive,  to  thank  me  for  the  present;  and  having 
inquired  of  me  if  I  was  not  in  the  army,  and  what  was  my  rank 
and  standing?  departed.  Three  weeks  after  this  event  I  was 
appointed  (thanks  to  my  dog  and  bitch)  to  a  company,  which 
my  services  had  vainly  claim6d ;  and  subsequently,  for  a  Persian 
cat,  obtained  the  majority  I  now  hold ;  and  God  knows  whether 
I  should  not,  at  this  moment,  have  been  a  field-marshal  if  the 
old  lady  had  lived,  and  I  had  got  a  judidous  dog-fancier  for  a 
friend." 

The  major  finished ;  and  his  health  being  drunk,  he  appealed 

'  to  the  chimney-corner  tenant  to  continue  our  amusement,  and 
who  readily  proceeded  to  do  so  by  giving  us  the  following  ac- 
count of  the 

LIFE  Of  a  gentleman  of  the  law. 

^'  I  should  he  happy,  gentlemen,"  said  the  speaker,  ^'  to  fol- 
low the  example  of  our  worthy  friend,  the  doctor  here,  and 
begin  with  the  beginning,  that  is  to  say,  commence  my  history 
with  my  pedigree;  but  it  has  been  decided,  in  Green  ir.  Sndith, 
see  1st  Atkins,  p.  572,  that,  in  the  case  of  bills  for  specific  per- 
formance, th^  court  will  not  give  the  relief  sought  where  the  act 
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4t  ImpatsMe  to  Im  dene— «  very  fieasUde  dedstoOi  and  one  of 
wliich  I  avkii  myaelf  in  Uilft  «aie ; .  for^  to  SQy  truth, .  gentlemen, 
I  know  M  little  .of  ny  UaoKge  as.4fed  JBi%  liaci^adiiy,  vrtto  ^was 
fouad,  oa6ifiBelh)8ly  momtiiig,  auii^nded  in  «u  airy  basket  to 
tbe  sipifpoit  of  the  Hog  In  Armour.  The  only  commoD  ancestar 
I  ean  date  fi*ciin  with  oertfiioty  i6  Adfoi ;  and  aU  4bat  I  kaaw 
withaecuracy  of  my  descent,  U  that,  arguiug  on  the  ree^Ted 
bypolhe^  of  gcoeffatiofi,  I  muM  haye  had.  both  a  fiither  aad  la 
mother,  b»t  who  they  wiere  Hirpaiaelih  my  uoderstaadiag:.    I 
was  first  dtaeoveved,  about  lorly  •years  ago,  at  Ihe  door  of  the 
poor-house,  w  the  WUage  of  •^-^,  iiea%  wrafiped  in  awad^ 
dUng-icloHies,  andjjMicked  top  id  a  deal  box,  oovered  wUh  an 
iiK>nuB!g^4danket«     Some  gave  me  to  the  parson  aad  pew- 
opener— some  to  the  parish-clerk,  Gabriel  Gammon,  a  puri- 
tanioal  person,  and  Doll  Saners,  a  lady  who,  Sappfaio-Uke,  sung 
ditties 'to'the  vind.    The  latter  oonjectwire  I  renounoe,  cmdon 
.thefiDrmer  I  can.givjeno  opinion,' and  am,  on  the  whole,  con- 
leiited.  hkc  Napoleon,  to  date  ff  om  myself.    My  ^rly  days,  of 
eourse,  were  ^»eot  in  the  workhouse,  and  at  tbe  pari^^cbool  I 
wasf  first  miUaited  into  the  mysteries  of  4be  alphabet  and  of  pot- 
hooks and  hangevs,  nnder  |he  aiaspices  of  one  ftahriel  Gammon, 
who  WBote  himselfi  in  addjiiisin  to  his  .clerkship,  parish  sehooil- 
uaster.    jLuekily,  I  was  iniper¥iov9[  to  the  gross. tuition  of  this 
man 9  tbe  igoovant  atlrihutcd.this  (unjjifistly  to  stupidly— the 
more  s^nqioHS,  to  idleness  and  obstlnfkcy ;  and  it  was  at  length 
suggested,  in  the  cant  of  the  place,  that  I  should  be  well  wal- 
loped.   This  Wi^s  >a  species  .of  carrec^on  I  f requeotly *ander  went ; 
it  is  analogou^>  to  the  system  of  f^^glng.  in  other  great  public 
scholastic  establishments,  although  of  fi  less  4egffadlog  <dia- 
racter;  and  if  it  wrought  no  other  effect  upon  me,  it  at  lefst,  by 
calling  into  early  exercise  my  lungs,  mainly  tended  to  give  me 
the  sonorous  delivery  1  am  gifted  with.    To  a  boy,  however,  of 
my  great  natrnial  ipaits, 'atid  whose  feelings  were  bottomed/ as 
mine  are,  this  punishment  could  not  but  be  loathsome ;  accord- 
•.tegly,  I  meditated  vengeance  and  escape,  and,  having  found  a 
.  £tting  opportunity,  I  burnt  Gabiiel's  two  wigs  and  #ne  pair  of 
inexpressibles  one  moriHng  l»efore  he  ros^,  filled  his  Shoea.  with 
ooaMar,  extracted  from  the  kettle  of  an  artist  employed  to  daub 
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the  paliags,  and,  happy  in  my  revenge,  lefl  the  house  by  day* 
break,  with  a  Dutch  cheese  in  the  top  of  Gabriel's  bat,  borrowed 
for  the  occasion,  a  dozen  red-herrings,  and  a  beating  heart  in 
breast,  and  a  bottle  of  small  beer  and  a  Society's  bible  in  my 
coat-pockets;  and,  after  eight  hours'  bard  walking  and  runntDg, 
found  myself  in  a  pleasant  wood,  at  a  safe  remove  from  my  na- 
tive village.     Fatigued  with  my  pedestrianism,  and  the  task  of 
balancing  the  hat  and  cheese,  I  reclined  here  sub  UgmirU  fagij 
and  made  a  hearty  meal  of  red-herrings,  washing  them  down 
with  the  beer;  then,  availing  myself  of  their  invigorating  qua- 
lities, I  resumed  my  Journey,  and,  at  night,  slept  on  the  wind- 
ward side  of  a  brick-kiln,  and,  in  a  week's  time,  reached  London 
by  short  stages,  having  contrived  to  eke  out  my  provisions, 
during  this  time,  by  occasionally  pulling  a  turnip,  or  sucUng  a 
stray  egg.    Night  was  fast  approaching  on  the  day  of  my  anivaL 
in  town,  and  I  was  pennylcss,  and  without  a  shelter  for  my 
head.    I  wandered  from  street  to  street,  wondering  where  I 
should  get  my  next  meal,  until  I  found  my  way  into  a  court 
near  the  Temple,  which  was  inhabited  by  attorneys,  and  finding 
no  other  outlet,  I  was  about  returning  by  the  way  I  had  entered, 
when  a  gentleman,*  who  came  out  of  one  of  the  houses  in  great 
haste,  asked  me  if  I  wanted  a  job,  and  receiving  my  answer  in 
the  affirmative,  gave  me  a  large  blue  bag  to  carry,  and  told  roe 
to  follow  him,  which  I  did,  until  he  stopped  at  a  large  building, 
took  the  bag  from  me,  and  told  me  to  wait  for  him;  and,  return- 
ing in  half  an  hour,  handed  it  again  to  me,  and  walked  on  to 
the  house  ftroni  which  we  had  set  out,  when  he  gave  me  a  shil- 
ling for  my  pains ;  with  this  I  procured  some  scraps  from  a  cook's 
shop,  and  some  bread,  and,  having  satisfied  the  cravings  of  my 
stomach,  I  took  up  my  quarters  for  the  night  in  an  unfinbhed 
house,  where  I  slept  very  comfortably  among  the  shavings.   In 
the  morning,  not  knowing  where  to  go,  I  again  repaired  to  the 
court  where  I  had  been  employed  the  day  before,  and  I  had  not 
long  heen  there  before  the  same  gentleman  again  made  his  ap- 
pearance, and  1  made  bold  to  touch  Gabriel's  hat  to  him,  and 
ask  him  if  he  had»another  Job  ?    ^  Why  no,  not  exactly,  unless, 
as  the  chambers  are  going  to  be  painted,  you  like  to  go  and  help 
the  clerk  to  put  the  desks  and  boxe^  out  of  the  way.'.  Any  thing 
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for  a  meat  80 1  tbMfced  him,  and  hurried  away  to  roy  work. 
Tfaeckrk,  w^o  wasy  although  only  a  acruhy  rather  a  6>py  wa5 
TCjokad  at  theaoeeit&on.of  amally,  who  relieved  hUn-4»f^l  tlie 
dirty  work,  and  accordingly  treated  mC)  at  dinnastiiii^,  to  aoBue 
bMad  and  oheeae  and  beer,  to  which  I  did  ample  justice,  and  at 
«lght,  after  having  some  coffee  and  bread  and  butter,  I  peeeived 
«lght«en-|^noe  for  my  woiiL.  This  rather  elevated  roe  ip  n^ 
own  ettlaiaflon,'and  created* doubts  in  my  mind  whether  it  was 
quite  genteel  or  consistent  with  my  dignity  to  sleep  on  sharings, 
and  In  a  house  without. a  roof;  so  I  ventured,  as  I  gallantly 
tarried  the  lanmlress's  paiL  down  stairs,  to  ask  her  if  she  could 
wcommcnd  me  to  a  lodging?  This  led  to  a  comfabalation,  in 
Ihe  eouvselof  which  I  entrusted  her  with  my  history,  and  which 
ended  by  the  l^nd  old  woman — God  bless  her  I— she's  my  own 
housekeeper  now— 4enderiug  me  a  oomer  of  her  gorret,  which 
I  Joyfully  accepted.  Day  after  day  I .  got  some  )itUe  occupation 
about  this  gentleman's  office,  until,  at  length,  I  vas  permanently 
placed  ia  It  as  errand-boy,  and  to  serve  notices,  etc.,  etc.,  at  six 
ddllings  4i*week,  which  I  regularly  handed  over  to  my  good 
landlady,  who.ooatrived  to  board  and  lodge  me  for  it,  and  to 
procure  me,  now  and  then,  svch  articles  of  clothing  as  J  re^ 
quired,  which,  however,  were  few,  as  £  had,  occasionally,  a  coal 
or  a  pair  of  trtowsers  fh>m  my  ^naster.  As  I  made  myself,  more- 
over, useful  aud  accommodating  \o\M  charge  d^ a ffciresj  he  la- 
strucied  aaein  writing  and  -Spelling,  until  I  could  write  a  Ikir 
htand,  and  was  tolerahly  perfect  in  orthography. 

'^  In  the  evenings,  ^fler  office  hours,  I  read  onebocA  and  an- 
other of  my  master's, : increasing  my  iittk  stock  of  knowledge; 
Qflfd  hi  the  fMPDcess  of  time,  my  senior  quitting  the  office,  I  was 
in8talled4n  Ms  place,  and  became  a  clerk  in  earnest.  This  was 
a'proud  day  for  me  and  Mrs.  Jenkins,  who  dealt  out  to  me,  after 
a  gayer  supper  than  usual,  many  useful  lessons  of  thrift,  greatly 
fo'  my  profit  in  the  end  ;'a  garnet  adjoiniog  her's  twas  taken  for 
me,  and  we  inwntan  very  oomfortaidy  until  I  attained  my  twenty- 
fourth  year,  when,  my  employer,  in  return  for  my  attention,  gave 
tme  iiyy  articles,  as  it  Is.oailed-^hat  is,  took  •me  as  his  lartided 
derk,  or  apprentice,  without  a  prendum,  advancing  at  the  same 
time  the  money  for  the  stamps  on  my  indentures,  (123/.)  and 
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taking  myi'botid  for  tbe  arnounl,  under  the  uaderstanding  that 
be  was  to  deduct  a  certs^a  proponrtien  weekly  from  my  salary, 
-wliieh- was  continued  until  he  was  reunbursed  that  sum.  To 
uodersttfad  the  full  value  of  this  kindaess^  you  must  know,  gen* 
tiem'en',  that  no  person  can  be  admitted  an  attorney  or  solicitor 
until  he  has  served  under  articles  &Ve  years  to  some  person,  duly 
admitted' and  praetisiog,  as>  my, employer  was,  and,  that  by  th&& 
act'I  was  put  in  the  way  to  become  a  memt)er  of  the  profession^ 
'^  I  was  now  a  gentlemati— -and  polished  up  my- outward  man- 
as  becaihe  one;  occasionally,  too,  when  my  finances  would  per*-* 
imt,  I  figured  in  the  pit  of  Goveot^Gjirden  or  Drury-Lano  athaif^ 
price;  but,  above  all,  I  kept  my  eye  on  the  main  chance,  and. on. 
my  master's  inta'ests^  nothing  like  it,  gentlemen.  At  length,  my 
artides  expired,  and  I  was*  admitted;  and  shortly  afterwards,  the 
worthy  man  who  had  so  greatly  befriended  me^  took  ill  and  died^ 
leatviiig'  me  all  his  office  furniture,  hisy  law-books^  his  watch«-'*a. 
very  splendid  one — ^aUd  his  bosinesft.  My  name  now  stood  con-> 
spi6o6usoil  the  door-posts,  and  ou  the  door,  and  in  the  law* 
lists,  and  in  the  papers,  and  I  was  considered  well  to  do  in  the 
world.  But  while  I  ^ore  a  sleek  and  smiling  exterior,  I  was  as 
miserable  as  a  seald-  maim  within.  The  small  sijim  of  money  I 
had  been  enabled  tosave,  vanished  within  the  first  three  months 
under  the  magie  iofltienoe  of  the  wand  of  office  of  my  Lord  El-n 
lenborough,  the  Doke  of  Grafton,  the  Duke  of  St<  Albans^  and 
Aher  of  the  magnateSj  who  siti  like  so  many  Ineuhi  and  night-R 
mates  on  the'  heart  of  old  mooter  Justice;  and  notwithstanding 
all  my  care  and  parslmody-^-my  dining- at  .Johj^en'ff  off  a  pewtec 
plala  fdr  six^pence,  and  l««akfasting  and  supping,  neither  here 
nor  there— I  had  the  mortification  to  find  myself  on  a  beautiful 
sun-^shiny  day  without  a  shiUing  out  of  my  books.  It  would 
have-been  some  consi^ation  to  me  if  the  day  liad  been  dull' a^4 
overcast;  but  instead  of  thai,  the^sun  shone  with  most  provo1s«« 
ing.brilliaacy,  and  I,  merely  seeking  to  escape  from  my  thoughts^ 
feigned  a  journey  for  business  .to  the  West  End,  and  wandered 
into  St.  Jarpes's-  Pai^  mediating,  most  despondingjy  on  the 
gloomy  prospect  before  me.  It  was  nothing  f^r  m^  to  return  to 
the  capacity  of  a  clerk,  I  could  have  been  well  constent^d  simply 
to  da  that ;  but  the  id«A  that  I  must  throw  away  a  goodand  pro- 
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fitable  business,  made  to  my  hands,  played  the  devil  with  me, 
and  drove  me  almost  mad,  and  I  threw  myself  down  on  a  seat, 
and  began  to  think  seriously  of  borrowing  seven  and  six-pence 
somewhere,  to  pay  the  price  of  an  advertisement  for  a  situation. 
I  had  sat  here  some  half  hour  or  better,  ruminating  on  the  ^  chaos 
come  again'  of  my  affairs,  when  an  elderly  stranger  seated  him- 
self on  the  same  bench,  and  bowed  to  me.  I  returned  the  cour- 
tesy, and  some  small  talk  on  the  weather  ensued,  which  was 
interrupted  by  the  striking  of  the  clock  of  the  Horse  Guards. 
'  Bless  me,'  said  the  stranger,  '  is  it  possible  that  can  be  five,  and 
I  have  to  dine  at  my  Lord  B.'s,  at  seven  ?  and,  dear  me !  I  am 
si|ch  a  perfect  stranger  in  London,  that  I  have  no  idea  in  the 
world  how  my  lodgings  lie  from  this;  and  I  would  rather  wander 
to  Tartary  than  enter  one  of  those  filthy  machines  the  hackney- 
coaches;  and  perceiving,  sir,  you  are  a  resident  at  the  court  end 
of  the  town,  will  you,  if  you  are  going  in  that  direction,  take  me 
under  your  guidance  as  far  as  Park-street?' 

"  My  thoughts  were  not  of  the  most  agreeable,  so  I  acceded  to 
the  gentleman's  request,  in  order  to  wile  away  some  portion  of 
time.  On  the  way,  my  new  acquaintance's  conversation  became 
very  animated:  he  talked  warmly  of  the  innocent  joys  of  a  rural 
life,  the  depravity  of  great  towns,  and  the  enormous  profligacy 
of  London ;  and  when  we  arrived  at  bis  door,  he  professed  such 
an  admiration  of  my  excellent  principles,  that  he  insisted,  in  such 
a  frank  and  hearty  manner,  on  my  going  in  and  taking  a  steaf 
with  him,  that  I  had  not  the  heart,  or  rather,  to  say  truth,  I  bad 
not  a  stomach  to  resist.  <  My  Lord  B.,*  said  the  old  gentleman, 
« is  a  very  old  friend  of  mine— we  were  chums  at  Christ  Church, 
forty  years  ago.  I  can  take  lil)erties  with  him.'  And  then  he 
told  me  of  an  extensive  fall  of  timber  he  had  lately  made  on  his 
estate  in  Rutlandshire,  which  had  brought  him  up  to  town- 
mentioned  his  having  swopped  a  pack  of  fox-hounds  with  young 
Squire  Jones,  of  some  place  with  an  unspeakable  name,  in  Rad- 
norshire, for  a  fishing  cottage  on  the  Wye;  and  asked  me  if  I 
knew  how  Dickenson  was  off  for  hunters  just  now.  A  cough, 
however,  which  I  manufactured  at  this  crisis,  and  managed  (0 
'  keep  in  play  till  the  girl,  whom  I  heard  on  the  stairs,  entered, 
saved  me  the  cost  of  an  answer,  and  I  believed  preserved  my 
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credit.  Oar  diaiier  VDded^  my  host  pressed  <lbe  wine  upon  me, 
and  started  suoceasitely  fresh,  topics  of  eonversatidn,  nntil  I  got 
entangled  In  a  long  Rebate  on  the  com  question,  which  cost  him 
three  bottles  of  Bom  Retelro«  Wheh  we  bad  ended  it,  I  began 
to  peroeive,  what  I  had  not  observed  while  eng«iged  in  argu- 
ment^ t^t  I  was  rather  swimming.  *  Gome,  my  lad,'  said  the 
old  gentleman  U)  itie,  as  I  was  rubbing  my  hafad  oVer  my  fore- 
head ;  *  we'll  jifst  taike  a  drop  of  brandy  to  Steady  us^  atad  then 
you  shall  see  me  to  h\S  kurdship's;'  and  with  that  he  poured  me 
out  a  huge  claret-glass  fiitL  ^  No,  really,'  I  !said,  <  yoift  tou^t  ex- 
cuse me/  /  Not  a  whit,  my  lad-^not  a  whit;  It  will  keep  the 
wine  down— off  with  it— no  flafth  in  the  pan.'  And  I  was  com- 
pelled to  swallow  it.  I  had  not  been  five  minutes  in  the  air,  on 
OUT  way  to  Lord  B.'s,  before  I  felt  that  I  was  as  drunk  as  Chloe. 
I  however  regulated  Day  motkms,  and  steadied  myself  as  well  as 
I  could  to  counterfeit  soberness,  until  we  arrived  at  a  large  door, 
with  a  brilliant  gas  light  in  the  gkss-work  of  the  door,  but 
where  it  was  situated  I  have  no  Idea.  This  my  companion  said 
Was  Lord  B.'s,  and  I  was  about  to  part  with  hifki,  when  he  told 
me  that  after  the  pleasant  ertotng  we  bad  spent,  he  could  not 
allow  me  to  leave  him  yet,  and  that  he  wonld  introduce  me  to 
his  loi*dship,  who  would  be  most  happy  to  see  any  friend  of  his; 
and  accordingly  i  snffered  tnyself  to  be  lugged  in,  was  introduced 
to  the  noble  lord,  and  was  speedily  seated  at  an  elegant  table,  on 
which  the  remains  oft  dessert,  togefher  with  decanters  of  wine 
in  abundance,  yet  lingered.  I  felt  that  it  Iiecame  me  to  be  vn  my 
best  behaviour  at  the  board  of  a  peer,  so  I  drank  bat  sparingly, 
that  I  might  add  as  little  as  pofiailde  to  the  weight  already  on  my 
manners. 

''  In  about  a  garter  of  an  hour  the  company  adjourned  to 
the  drawing-rooms,  where  cards  were  proposed,  and  tables  were 
speedily  lidd :  I  declined  playing  at  first,  and  occupied  myself  in 
feigning  to  watch  the  games«  In  one  corner  of  the  back-room  I 
perceived  a  large  taUe  at  which  my  new  friend  sate  in  a  kind  of 
presidentsldp,  with  something  that  I  thought  very  much  like  a  rake 
in  his  hand,  with  which  ev^ery  now  and  then  he  seemed  to  draw 
heaps  of  cash  and  ndtes  towards  him.  Daring  an  interval  of 
play,  hb  lordship  (a  very  aristocratic  looking  character)  and  this 

Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


«78  '  TALES. 

gentleman  came  np  to  me,  and  the  formier  challenged  me  to  take 
a  hand  of  whist  with  him  towards  promoting  better  acquaint- 
ance; this  I  coidd  not  well  decline,  but  I  seized  an  oppottanity 
to  mention  to  the  latter  tliat  I  had  unfortnnately  come  oat  with- 
out money.  ^  Pray  what  o'clock  is  it?'  he  said,  and  I  drew  out 
the  legacy  of  my  late  master  to  answer  him  from.  ^  Thai's  a' very 
handsome  thing,'  he  remarked,  '  permit  me  to  look  at  it.'  I  did 
so ;  and  he  opened  it  and  inspected  its  works' and  cases  with  the 
eye  of  a  connoisseur.  It  certainly  was  a  very  beaulifur  watch, 
and  had  been  a  gill  to  niy  employer  by  a  client  who  was  under 
great  and  weighty  obligations  to  him-^t  was  a  gold  chronome- 
ter of  massive  material  and  richly  studded  with  diamonds,  and 
could  not  be  worth  less  than  a  hundred  and  thirty  guineas.  '  A 
very  handsome  thing  Indeed,'  said  the  gentleman  as  he  returned 
it  to  me ;  *•  but  I  beg  pardon,  you  say  you  have  no  money ;  how 
very  un^rtunate !  for  I  am  in  the  same  predicament  with  you ; 
we  left  my  place  in  such  a  hurry  t  but,'  he  added,  '  the  game  is 
about  to  begin,  it  only  waits^for  you.  I  should  not  Hke  you  to 
mention  to  his  lordship  that  you  were  without  eash;  I  know  his 
lordship's  steward,  a' rich  old  hunks,  has  had  some  pretty  pick- 
ings in  my  lord's  service,  I  assure  you ;  and  i  have  no  doubt  that 
to  oblige  me  he  will  let  you  have  what  yon  require,'  and  you  can, 
just  for  form  sake,  leave  your  watch  with  him  (to  let  him  know 
it  is  no  particular  obligation)  till  I  can  send  one  of  the  servants 
to  my  lodgings  for  money.'  And  with  these  words  on  his  lips, 
he  commenced  guiding  me  to  a  small  room  on  the  ground  floor, 
where  Mr.  Steward,  to  oblige  his  lordship's  particular  friend, 
lent  me  402.,  and  I  placed  in  his  hands  the  watch,  which  in  my 
sober  senses,  I  would  not  have  parted  with  to  ward  off  starva- 
tion. On'  our  return  to  the  drawing<-room  his  lordship'  called  on 
me  to  take  my  seat,  which  I  did ;  the  cards  were  dealt,  and  I  was 
very  speedily  -minus  thirty-five  out  of  my  forty  pounds ;  and  I 
«was  about  lo^ng  the  other  five,  when  p  man  rushed  into  the 
room  and  vociferated  something  which  set  host  and  guests  in 
instant  dbmay ;  in  a  moment  the  lights  were  exttngiiished,  and 
there  was  a  general  rusli.  In  which  I  joined,  thinking  the  house 
was  on  fire.  '  Catch  hold.  Bob,'  said  somebody  as  I  was  hurried 
past  near  where  the  table  stood  at  which  I  hi|d  seen  my  friend 
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With  the  rake^  and  a  heavy  bag  was  placed  In  my  arms.  '  This 
way,  Bob/  said  somebody  else,  seiadng  hold  of  my  arm  and  pull- 
ing roe  in  darkness  down  a  very  narrow  stair-case,  until  I  knew 
that  I  was  under-ground  by  the  damp  effluvia  which  proceeded 
from  the  earth.  ^  Come  on,'  cried  my  guide,  ^  by  God  they  are 
behind  us — sau'^e  qui peut  !*  and  off  he  shot,  while  I  at  the  same 
time  stumbled  over  something,  and  rolled  violently  against  the 
wall,  where  I  stood  for  a  moment  or  two  vainly  trying  to  rally 
my  fugitive  senses*  As  I  was  about  to  praceed  again,  a  some- 
thing sparkling  on  the  ground  through  the  darkness  caught  my 
eye,  and  I  stooped  and  picked  it  up;  when  judge  my  astonish*- 
ment  to  find  it  was  my  own  watch !  whieh  no  doubt  was  dropped 
by  the  honest  steward  in  hi»  flight. 

"  I  need  not  say  that,  drunk  as  I  wasj  I  wa»  right  glad  to  gel 
it  into  my  guardianship  again,  and  I  deposited  it,  chain  and  all, 
very  safely  at  the  bottom  of  the  fob,  before  I  budged  further, 
and,  that  done,  set  out  again  on  my  journey.  ^  And  what  the 
devil  is  this  in  my  arms  ?'  said  I — ^  shade  of  Blackstone ! — but  it 
feels  like  money;  and  where  got  I  it,  and  where  am  I  ?'•— and  I 
actually  began  to  doubt  if  I  was  myself,  when,  hearing  a  clatter 
in  the  rear,  and  thinking  the  house  was  falling  in,  I  thrust  the 
bag  under  my  coat,  supporting  it  with  my  arm,  and  rushing 
forward  as  fast  as  my  legs  would  carry  me,  I  found  myself 
speedily  in  the  open  air,  but  where,  in  particular,  I  have  never 
been  .able  to  divine;  and  after  various  wanderings,  occupying 
an  hour  or  better,  I  discovered  King  Charles,  as  usual,  at  his 
eternal  trot  at  Charing-Cross,  and,  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
reached  my  chambers  considerably  sobered.  Of  course,  I  lost 
no  time  in  examining  the  bag,  which  I  found  to  contain  two 
hundred  and  thirty  sovereigns,  and,  on  inspecting  my  watch,  1 
found  it  had  only  sustained  a  slight  bruise  or  two,  and  the  loss 
of  the  glass;  and  I  then  began  to  meditate  on  my  night's  ad- 
venture, coming,  finally,  to  the  reasonable  conclusion,  that  my 
worthy  friend  was  a  sharper,  that  my  Lord  B.'s  was  nothing 
more  than  a  hell,  and  that  his  lordship  and  his  confreres  had 
been  disturbed  by  the  police. 

^'  Well,  gentlemen,  I,  next  day,  caused  inquiries  to  be  made 
at  the  house  where  I  had  dined  in  Park-street,  for  the  person 
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who  had  been  my  host  there;  but  I  letral  timt  he  ir«s  an  aco^ 
dental  lodger,  of  whom  they  kaew  nolhlpgy  and  ttiAft  he  had  iefl 
there  that  morning.  I  inqpitvod  at  the  palioe-4>ffices»  and  of  the 
various  parish  authorities  at  the  west  end,  if  any  officers  had 
been  sent,  on  the  preceding  night,  to  any  houses  of  play,  and  as 
they  all  assured  me  that  none  tidd  bee«.  KR^t  I  concluded  that 
the  good  people  had  had  a  false  atocm.  I  next  advertised  the 
affiiir,  in  terms  sufficienAl^r  andfflguous  to  be  understood  only  by 
seme  of  those  eoncerned,  desiring  any,  having  a  claim  to  aaoney 
ip  the  bag,  to  apfdy  to  A.  B.^  at  tho  I«aw  Stationer's,  Inner 
Temple-lane;  but  i  anppoae  the  Locality  brought  visions  of 
traps,  and  attorneys,  and  pcoseeolioai,  to  their  minds,  for  I 
bad  no  application ;  and  so,  after  waiting  a  reasonable  iime>  I 
aj^l&ed  the  ttioney  to.  my  business^  and,  from  lliat  beginning, 
have  gone  on  snoeessfoUy  tiU  now,  and  I  may  say  I  owe  my 
present  fortune,  a  eorofortable  one,  to  being  well  walloped  (to 
use  my  old  friend  Gabiiel  GammoA's  words)  ip  the  first  in-> 
stance,  and,  la  the  next,  to  my  being  without  a  stUUiog  on  a 
sunshiny  day." 

The  attcmiey  condoded,  and  we  drank  Us  health,  wishing 
the  playo?,  at  the  same  time^  the  Inck  to  be  swhidfed  to  the  same 
tune.  ^^  I  am  ton  oldb  a  hand^  eentlenen,"  he  answered.  ^^  I 
doubt  whether  I  altogether  look  the  l^ind  of  simf^  purse-bear- 
ing lad  that  a  Rotlandsl^ire  squiee!)  irU^  a  friend  In  hefl,  wenld 
select  from  a  seat  in  the  Park  for  his  qperatloiis;  however,"  he 
added,  "  I  think  X  may  be  permitted  to  say  that  thia  gentleman's 
words,  aa  well  a&  those  who  have  preceded  him,  and  my  hnmhie 
own,  have  borne  out  the  remark  I  commenced  with,  that  our 
destinies  move  on  almost  impereepttt)le  pivots*"  A  general  aa- 
sent  followed  this  observatiea ;  after  which,  aa  it  had  become 
very  late,  we  separated  for  the  night;  and,  in  the  morning,  we 
separated  again,  perhaps  for  ever^but,  even  IB  it  should  be  so, 
I  doubt  whether  we  shall  not  rest  iaea^di  otiieifs  memories,  till 
memory  is  no  morew 
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GEoacE  Bragkenbury  was  the  younger  sod  of  Sir  Thonva:) 
Brackenbury^  of  Brackenbury  Hall,  in  the  village  of  Asterisks, 
in  the  county  of  Blank.  His  elder  brother,  Mr.. Thomas  Brack- 
enbury, being  one  of  that  numerous  cldss  of  whonv  it  may  be 
said  emphatically  that  they  are>'*born  to  die," — ^belng  moreover, 
heir  to  the  title  and  estate,  and  destined  to  support  and  transmit 
the  honour  and  glory  of  all  the  Brackenburys,  from  the  time  of 
the  Norman  William  to  that  of  William  the  Fourth — ^had  every 
possible  care  bestowed  an  his  educatfon.  That  is  to  say,  he  was 
carefully  taught  to  ride  witlv  the  skill: of  a  twopenny  post-boy, 
and  the  grace  of  his  father's  huntsman — to  leap  a  five-bar  gale 
without  even  so  mu£h  as  breaking  an  arm  or  a  leg — to  shoot  al- 
most as  well^  as  a  gamekeeper — to  look  dowii  with  sublime  con- 
tempt upon  all  the  youthful  yeomanry  and  peasantry  of  the  dis- 
tiict — to  sw€ar  by  the  honour  of  the  house  of  Brackenbury— 
and  to  switch  his  groom  across  the  face  if  his  horse's  coat  had 
a  hair  awry.  He  was,  moreover,  profoundly  instructed  in  the 
modern  languages— from*  the  loud  and  high-sounding  Hunts- 
manic,  down  through  all  the  various  dklects  of  the  Gaballasi- 
nian,  even  to  groomic  and  stable-boylc. 

But  Mr.  George,  being  a  younger  brother — a  sort  of  encum- 
brance on  the  estate,  to  be  got  rid  of  as  cheaply  and  expedi- 
tiously as  waS'Conslstent  with  the  dignity  €i  the  family — ^was  to 
be  attached  to  .some  profession.  They  dared  not  make  him  a 
barrister,  lest  he  should  prove  a  simpleton,  and  getting  no  fees, 
remain  a  burden  upon  the  honour  of  the  Head  of  the  house  of 
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Brackenbury ;  therefore,  to  make  all  secure  In  case  he  should 
turn  out  a  fool,  they  resolved  to  make  him  a  parson.  They  were 
right. 

The  mind  of  this  young  gentleman,  modified  by  his  physical 
organization,  was,  like  his  person,  elegantly  turned  and  deli- 
cately constructed — but  it  was,  in  both  cases,  at  the  expense  of 
capacity  and  vigour.  The  tone  of  his  mind,  by  a  retrograde 
e£fect,  gave  daily  fresh  and  added  influence  to  the  cause  by 
which  it  was  itself  produced,  by  withdrawing  its  possessor  from 
participation  in  the  hardy  and  alhlelic  exercisci  of  roboster 
youths,  in  which  he  felt  hopeless  to  excel ;  and  by  inducing 
him  to  seek  the  more  alluring  but  enervating  pleasures  of  le- 
gendary reading.  Tiiese  were  the  more  congenial  to  h\B  teii^r, 
«Dd  the  better  calcuUled  to  increase  1^3  morbid  delicaqf  of  mind 
and  body,  because  they  were  obtainable  without  the  toil  oC  eitlier 
mental  or  bodily  exertion.  Thus  the  physical  and  moral  man, 
acting  recipisocaUy  o^  each  qtber,  Ib^  lin^s  oft  hUa  character  be- 
came daily  deepened,  and  its  pecudiaritliea.  oiore  iparA^  and 
manifest* 

Thus  coiisU|JUted>  within  and  iritho«t,  it  isMojbsuvpi^iw  tiial, 
while  his  schoolmalies  were  wooing  k^l4h  and  strength  at  prl- 
snn*base,  cricket,  or  camping  ball,  Bi^ckenbury:,  ^jpilelly  en- 
sconced in  a  nook  oi  his.  stiudy,  (for  George  wo^.  a  study-lHiyf) 
was  galloping  ovec  the  green  swand  at  the  bridie^reiA  of  Diana 
Vernon,  or  shouting  and  weepins^  with  Yiviitfi.  Grey  over  the 
lifeless  form  of  his  beautiful  Violet  Fane.  Ifis  fondness  fiar 
reading  and  appaeent  effeminacy  speedily  made  bim.  ajny.  thing 
but  a  favouritie  with  the  school  mobility,  who  characterised  him 
by  the  terms  ''mawther,"  ^<Moll  Brackenbury/'  *<N^  Brack- 
enbury^" and  sundry  other  sohool^boy  appellatives  exp^es^e 
of  schooL'boy  oontempl.  This  caaaed  hloit  to  attach  himfictlf 
with  greater  exclusivenes^ilt^jaever  lo.t^  dfeai^iy  pl^^^sures  of 
his  darling  fiction. 

Such,  then,  as  we  have  descHbed  hlm>  was  Geor^  Scacken^ 
bury,  when  he  euterod  himself  a.  feUpw-commonec  atSt,.  John's 
Cambridge.  And  such»  he  CQntinufsd  tf>  het  m  person  elegant 
and  deliciitely  slight,  so.  as. almost  to. incur  the  charge  of  effemK 
nacy-^-wUh  a  atind  like  apkce  of  glMs>  for  the  dullest  observer 
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eoutd  9ce  Ibrougb  it-<*like  an  unskioaed  vound>  for  the  slight^ 
esl  Imj^ressloii  pained  iU^UW  a  sfiow-wreath,  so  exquMitely 
clean  itself,  tkat  every  thUag  around  it. ^i^emed  dlrty^. 

When  he  h^d  kept  teems  at  Cambridge,  for  aboul  two  years, 
an  aunt,  a  widow  lady  of  some  property,  died,  leaving.  George 
tbe  uncoatroUed  possessor  of  an  income  of  three  haadred  a- 
year.  He  now  sat  himself  down  seriously  to  consider  what  be 
should  do.  The  result  of  his  cogitation  was  a  resolution  to. Leave 
Cambridge  at  once,  and  repair  to  some  secluded  part  of  tbe 
country,  where  he  hoped  to  find  a  race  of  beings  tiving  in  pri- 
mStlve  simplicity^  uncorrupted  by  the  eootaounation  of  cities 
and  towns,  tending  sbeep  the  only  amuseoMut,  and  love  tbe 
only  business  of  their  lives.  Filled  with  tbis  idea,  and  having 
made  tbe  necessary  preparatione,  be  mounted  the*  Lynn  coacb,. 
and,  about  five  in  the  evening,  alighted  at  tbe  Castle  Inn>  at 
Downharo,  in  tbe  county  of  Norfolk.  On  tbe  following  morn- 
ing be  started  in  a  post-chaise  for  Stuingbam ;  a  remote  village> 
situated  at  a  considerable  distance  &om  the  high  road,  and  in  a 
district  which  he  had  heard  was  in  a  high  degree  pastoffal^  and 
tbe  manners  of  whose  inhabitants  he  therefore  conduded  must 
be,  in  the  same  degree,  primitive  and  simple.  Having  arrived 
within'  a  couple  of  iplles  of  Stungham,  be  dismissed  tbe  chaise, 
and,  inquiring  the  way,  proceeded  on  foot.  In  the  nailurc  «tf  the 
(ttslrict  be  was  not  dec^ved,  for  the  land  is  so  sandy  aiid  barren, 
that  no  animal  but  a  sheep,  and  no  sheep  but  a  Norfolk  sheep, 
could  subsist  upon  it.  It  consists  of  extensive  plains  or  heaths, 
and  on  these,  large  flocks  of  sheep  under  tibe  care  of  shepherds^ 
are  grazed  all  day,  and  enclosed  in  a  fold  of  hurdles  all  night. 
What,  to  a  mind  like  Brackenbury's,  would  give  an  additional 
charm  to  the  kind  of  life  these  shepherds  lead,  is  the  fact  that 
they  are  not  paid  in  money,  but  are  allowed  to  have  some  sixty 
or  seventy  sheep  of  their  own,  feeding  with  the  rest  of  tbe  flock. 
This  gives  them  the  appearance  of  independence,  and  divvsts 
them,  in  some  measure,  of  the  unromantic  character  of  servants 
paid  for  their  labour^ 

After  half  as  hour's  brisk  waRiiog  over  one  of  these  heaths, 
be  came  in  sight  of  a  plantation  of  firs,  a  eottagoi  and  at  a  little 
distance  to  tbe  rSght^  a  cbiMHsh,  having  something  of  the  figure 
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and  magnitude  of  a  g^^otto  of  oyster-shells  on  a  first  of  Augusi 
in  London.  The  plantation  of  firs  was  at  tlie  baciL  of  the  cot* 
tage,  and  close  to  it.  As  he  threw  his  eyes  over  the  heath,  he 
discovered,  at  some  d'lstance,  an  old  man  slowly  following  a 
flock  of  sheep,  which  were  iLept  in  the  proper  direction  by  tho 
perpetual  yelping  and  circumgyrations  of  his  dog.  His  crook 
was  fastened  to  a  leathern  belt  round  his  body,  and  was  trailing 
on  the  ground  behind  him,  while  his  hands  were  actively  em- 
ployed in  knitting  (as  George  afterwards  found)  a  new*  foot  to 
anpld  slocking.  Our  hero's  heart  palpitated  with  delight.  As 
he  approached  ^1  nearer  to  the  cottage  he  desciied  the  shep* 
herd's  wife,  as  he  naturally  supposed  her,  just  outside  the  door, 
silting  at  a  spinning-wheel;  and  ere  he  had  proceeded  five  paces 
further,  his  crowning  w'lsh  of  all  was'reallzed  in  the  shape  of  a 
beautiful  young  village  maiden,  (for  he  felt  it  impossible  that 
she  could  be  otherwise  than  beautiful,)  in  appearance  about 
seventeen  or  eighteen.  She  was  neatly  dressed,  with  a  little 
straw  hat  on  her  head,  the  strings  of  wliich  were  untied ;  and 
in  her  hand  she  carried  a  tin  kit,  (contaiuing  probably  her  fa- 
ther's dinner,)  and  away  she  went  tripping  over  the  plain,  in 
the  direction  in  which  the  old  man  was  driving  his  sheep. 
Brackenbury  instantly  diverged  from  the  path  leading  to  the 
cottage,  in  order  to  meet  and  introduce  himself  to  thls^  enchant- 
ing apparition.  Minnie  Grey,  both  in  heart  and  person,  was  a 
perfect  specimen  of  all  that  woman  ought  and  was  intended  to 
be.  Her  beauty  and  her  heart  were  alike.  Neither  was  in  the 
Madonna  or  the  queenly  style,  but  of  that  soft,  and  yielding, 
and  trusting  kind,  tvhich  is  the  nee  plus  idira  of  female  witch- 
ery. Her  lips,  which  resembled  nothing  so  much  as  a  parted 
cherry,  seemed  made  expressly  for  kissing;  her  hair»was  cluster- 
ing and  light  brown ;  and  the  contour  of  her  figure,  though 
slender  and  graceful,  was  yet  so  rounded,  and  conveyed  an  idea 
of  such  softness,  that  the  gazer  was  almost  tempted  to  believe 
her  constructed  altogether  without  bone.  Her  hands  and 
fingers,  those  terrible  blemishes  in  most  rustic  beauties,  were 
(the  former)  soft,  small,  and  white,  the  latter  long,  slender,  and 
evenly  proportioned,  for  they  had  never  been  injured  by.  do- 
mestic drudgery,  but  were  constantly  tmployed  in  plaiting  straw, 
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wblch  reqaSaeed  them  to  be  kept  alvray»  flcropulously  clean. 

Such  iras  the  beautiful  and  gentle  beiog  whon)  Brackenbury 
now  met  on  the  edge  of  the  heath  ihat  skirted  the  plantatron  oC 
firs.  Addressing  her  with  great  respect,  he  Inquired  for  thq 
village  of  Shingham. 

**  This  15  Shingham,  sir/'  replied  JItfiliBiie ;  and^  pointing  be- 
fated  her  a  little  to  (ho  right  of  the  cotlage,  added,  <'  that  is 
Shingham  church." 

'^  But  I  do  not  see  the  houses,"  said  George. 

'*  My  father's  cottage,  sir,  is  the  only  one  it  cootains^"  was:  the 
answer. -^They  walked  on.  It  was  the  month  oi  Jane,  and  the 
whole  plain  was  covered  with  the  purple  heath-bell,  over  which 
the  bees  were  hovering  and  humming,  the  iminolonous  and 
saddening  sound  of  whicb  Was  only  interrupted  by  the  distant 
aud  plaintive  bieating  of  the  sheepy  and  the  angerW&s  bark  of 
their  friendly  keeper. 

*^  Wtial  a  beautiful  and  still  scene  !"  said  George,  musing-*-* 
and  theh  added,  ^^  to  live,  and  love,  and  die  in  1"  They  walked 
on.  ^^  I  am  come,"  continued  he,  ^^into  this  pesiceCiiil  andsc^ 
eluded  neighbourhood  in  the  hope  to  find  here  the  happiness  and 
Interchange  of  kindly  feeling,  whicb  I  have  vainly  sought  in  thQ 
bwsy  town  and  crowded  <ity.."  They  walked  on.  '*  With  a 
heart"— thus  he  proceeded,  for  he  was  now  under  the  influence 
of  one  of  his- dreamy  and  melancholy  reveries,  induced  by  thei 
quiet  sadness  of  the  surrounding  scenery — ^'  with  a  heart  over- 
flowing with  afifeclion  for  aU  that  i^  iair  and  good,  when  I 
sought  to  win  friends  for  the  solet  luxury  of  loving  and  being 
loved,  I  found  friendship  but  anotber  name  for  self-lnteresil,'' 
(Ulinnie's  eyes  began  to  fill,)  '^and  beauly" — stopping  and  point" 
Ing  to  a  glittering  snake  that  lay  on  their  path — ^^  like  thatC* 
added  he.  Tbey  were  now  near  to  the  old  shepherd,  a.nd  step- 
ping op  t4»  him,  Brad&enbury  shortly  expressed  his  wish  to  re- 
side for  a  time  in  that  neighbourhood,  and  inquired  whether  he 
could  be  acccMnmodated  in  his  cottage.  The  shepherd  of  Shing,- 
ham  was  a  hale  man  of  about  sixty-five  years  oi^  age ;  his  long 
white  hairvf^  eurltog  oyer  the  collar  of  his  coa^,  and  his  gen^e-i 
ral  appearance  was  venerable.  Hl»  charaolec  was  what  hi* 
habits  had  made  it»     For  fifiby  years  his  sole  employment  had 
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been-  tending  dieep  on  the  heaths  about  Sbingbam.  In  reply 
to  Brackenbury's  inquiry,  he  said,  they  had  a  chamber  which 
they ,  never  used,  which  he  might  haVe  if  his  wife  had  no 
objection.  After  a  little  further  conversation,  in  which  our 
sentimentalist  sought  to  win  the  old  mau's  favour  by  speaking 
in  praise  of  the  shepherd's  life,  complimenting  him  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  his  sheep,  the  sagacity  of  his  dog,  etc.,  he,  accom- 
panied by  Minnie,  strolled  towards  the  cottage. 

In  their  way  thither,  he  did  hot  fail  to  entreat  her  to  intercede 
for  him  with  her  mother.        ' 

<'  If,"  said  he,  "  I  am  to  find  happiness  any  where  on  this  side 
the  grave,  I  feel  it  must  be  here." 

Minnie  readily  promised  to  do' what  she  could ;  for  from  the 
sadness  of  his  tone  and  manner  she  thought  he  must  have  sus- 
tained some  great  misfortune,  and  a  wish  to  contribute  to'  its  al- 
leviation was  no. more  than  a  natural  femnle  impulse.  When 
they  bad  nearly  reached  the  shepherd's  habitation,  Minnie 
tripped  on  before  and  spoke  to  her  mother,  who  was  still  busy 
at  her  wheel.  When,  therefore,  George  approached  her,  be 
had  little  else  to  do  than  listen.  The  kind-hearted  old  lady  in- 
stantly began — ''Lawk !  sir,  I  am  sure  you  won't  like  to  live  in 
a  little  bit  of  a  hut  like  ours !  Besides,  the  chamber  has  not 
been  cleaned  for  this  month,  and  is  all  over  cobwebs  and  stive ;. 
and  though  to  be  sure  the  chamber  might  soon  be  cleaned,  there 
is  no  bed." 

<'  If  there  be  a  bed  to  be  had  within  ten  miles,"  said  George,. 
''I  will  bring  it  on  my. back,  rather  than  forego  the  pleasure  of 
living  on  a  spot  on  which  I  have  set  my  hearts" 

^'And  then  there's  the  living,"  continued  she;  ''  there's 
never  a  butcher's  shop  nearer  than  Beacham  Well  ;  but  to  be 
sure,  Minnie  could  easily  step  up  there,  and— ^— " 

'^My  dear  Mrs.  Grey,"  said  he,  taking  her  hand,  (for  he  had 
learned  the  name  from  Minnie,)  ^'I  have  not  come  into  this  se- 
questered place  to  seek  things  which  I  could  more  easily  have 
found  in  that  which  I  have  left.  I  have  come  hither  because  I 
love  quiet  and  seclusion — because  I  prefer'  the  simple  fare  and 
humble  habits  of  the  shepherd,  to  the  comparative  splendour 
and  luxury  to  which  I  have  been  accustomed— the   society  of 
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kindly  hearts  to  the  company  of  heartless  worldlings^  Let  nie 
bave  your  little  room —let  me  eat  witl^  you,  drink  with  you,  rest 
vriih  you,  and,,  if  it  may  be,  share  your  affections.  At  this  mor 
ment,  excepting  your  own  family^,  there  is  not  a  living  being  in 
the  wide  world  who  knows-  or  cares  whether  I  am  alive  or 
dead." 

The  old  lady's  heart  melted,  and  Minnie's  eyes  began  once 
more  to  twinkle.  But,  to  cut  the  matter  short,  in  a  few  days  he 
found  himself,  to  his  heart's  content,  securely  established  in 
the  family.  His  whote  life  was  now  like  the  realization  of  a 
delicious  dream.  The  entire  day  was  spent  wandering  about 
-with  the  lovely  and  gentle  Minnie,  in  the  most  lonely  and  se- 
cluded spots ;  sometimes  slowly  pursuing  their  listless  and  un« 
certain  way  across  the  more  remote  parts  of  the  neighbouring 
heaths,  sometimes  threading  the  devious  tracks  of  the  dusky 
^'oods,  or  resting  for  hours  together  on  the  trunk  of  some  up- 
rooted tree.  On  these  occasions  it  was  Bracken  bury 's  part  to 
talk,  and  Minnie's  to  listen ;  and  Minnie  thought  she  could  have 
listened  for  ever.  The  melancholy  music  of  his  language,  with 
the  wonders  it  unfolded,  fell  upon  her  ear  like  the  v«ice  of  some 
being  of  another  sphere,  while  he  explained  to  her  the  anatomy 
of  a  flower  growing  at  their  feet,  spoke  of  the  splendid  and 
gaudy  colouring  of  the  exotics  of  other  climes,  described  the 
manners  of  the  in^habilants  of  far-off  countries,  the  savage 
cruelty  ^f.  the  aboriginal  Americans,  the  soft  lascivipusness  of 
the  Otaheitans — when,  as  the  moon's  pale  thin  crescent  became 
faintly  visible  on  the  dear  blue  of  the  evening  sky,  he  unfolded, 
in  a  general  outline,  to  the.  amazed  and  awe-struck  simplicity 
of  her  niiud,  the  stupendous  wonders  of  astronomy — when  he 
assured  her  that  they  themselves  were  whirling .  a  way,  at  that 
moment,  at  the  rale  of  more  than  four  hundred  miles  a  minute 
— when  he  told  her,  that  by  going  down  to  the  bottom  of  her 
father's  well  she  might  see  the  stars  at  ooon-day  almost  as  well 
as  at  dark  night — when  he  pointed  out  to  her  some  of  the  more 
briliiaBt  planets  and  stars,  calling  each  by  its  name — spoke  of 
their  being  inhabited  as  of  an  unquestionable  fact — when  he 
described  to  her  the  mountain  of  Yenus,  its  figure,  its  heights- 
is  it  wonderful  that  poor  Minnie  sometimes  really  fancied  her 
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compenlon  some  being  of  a  brighter  world  than  this  ?^-iai  lo- 
habUaat  of  some  one  of  those  very  stars  with  which  he  seemed 
10  well  acquainted  ?  That  passage  of  Scripture,  it  is  very  cer- 
tain, frequently  occurred  to  her  mind,  in  ^hicfa  the  angels  of 
lieaVen  are  said  to  have  loved,  wooed,  and  won  the  daughters 
of  men.  Minnie  was  sadly  puzzled — terrible  suspicions  would 
sometimes  cross  her  mind :  what  if  this  beautiful  stranger  should 
prove  to  be  one  of  those  very  angels  come  down  to  Shingham  in 
•earch  of  a  wife  ? 

Thus  situated,  wandering  about  for  ever,  side  by  sade — un- 
seeoj  uvheard  by  mortal  eye  or  ear,  and  frequently  at  a  distance 
of  miles  from  any  human  habltalion^their  young  hearts  brim- 
ming with  Impetuous  affections,  and  ready,  at  any  instant,  to 
ovedlow^each  regarding  the  other  as  the  most  beautifiil  bong 
they  had  ever  beheld^— both  perpetually  under  the  dissolving 
influence  of  the  scenery  around  them,  where  the  voice  of  sUU- 
tiess,  like  that  of  conscience,  felt,  not  heard,  was  ever  hummliig 
Its  drowsy  song,  lulling  all  things  to  repose — it  Is  no  wonder 
that  they  sometimes  felt  as  though  they  themselves  were  the 
only  human  beings  the  worid  contained ;  and  that  their  feelings 
soon  became  like  two  streams  gushing  from  the  same  fountain, 
and  only  separated  by  a  barrier  which  the  continually  augment- 
ed power  of  the  currents  was  every  Instant  wearing  thinner  and 
thinner,  until  the  slightest  accident  should  be  sufficient  to  over- 
whelm It,  and  mingle  the  rushing  waters  Info  one.  Such  an 
accident  soon  happened-^and  one  summer  evening,  the  twilight 
bad  deepened  into  darkness,  iis  they  found  themselves  silently 
and  dowly  i^traclng  thelf  steps.  Minnie's  fefl  arm  was  drawn 
as  fiir  as  it  wtmld  reach  round  George's  waist,  and  held  in  that 
position  by  his  left  hand  locked  In  hers,  while  his  own  right 
arm,  encircling  her  almost  completely,  was  barely  sufficient  to 
support  hei*  from  falling — so  much  had  she  been  exhausted  by 
the  burst  of  feeling,  which  had  well  nigh  broken  the  chain 
which  held  form  and  spirit  together.  They  reached  home.  The 
old  folks  had  been  somewhat  farmed,  but  their  ftars  were  at  an 
end  as  sbon  as  they  entered.  '  They  had  often  been  late  before ; 
though,  perhaps,  never  st>  latetA  en  the  present  night.  After 
this  time  they  still  continued  to  revclln  the  same  luxurious  In- 
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dolence ;  but  a  niee  observer  would  not  tiave  failed  to  remark  a 
slight  difference  in  their  manners.  They  now  evidently  un- 
derstood themselves  and  each  other;  there  was  less  of  that 
dreamy  silence  between  them,  and  more  external  joy.  When 
they  walked,  too,  it  was  always  with  their  arms  round  each 
other's  waist,  and  when  they  rested  they  now  no  longer  sat^  but 
threw  themselves  at  their  length  upon  the  soft  and  fi-agrant 
heather^  and  lay  watching  the  birds  as  tliey  flitted  over  them, 
till,  not  uAfrequently,  they  watched  themselves  to  sleep*  They 
were  extremely  happy ;  but  extremes  meet.  Let  no  one  con- 
gratulate himself  on  being  extremely  happy,  for  he  is  within 
one  step  of  becoming  miserable. 

Three  months  of  such  blissful  feeling  as  is  seldom  experieni'ed, 
except  in  dreams,  had  now  gUded  away.  Another  slight  change 
came  over  the  manners  of  one  of  the  party-- of  firackenbury. 
When  they  wallbed  \\t  did  not  now  always  throw  his  arm  round 
her  waist ;  when  reclining  on  the  heath  with  Minnie  by  his  side, 
he  fell  asleep  sooner  than  formerly — ^he  did  not  rise  so  early  in 
the  morning  as  he  was  used  to  do-*-he  proposed  to  return  home 
earlier  in  the  evening.  But  Minnie  was  far  too  deeply  absorbed 
in  her  own  happiness  to  notice  these  alterations  of  manner — 
trivial  in  themselves,  yet  fraught  with  tremendous  meaning  to 
her.  Brackenbury  himself  began  to  be  conscious  of  a  change  of 
feeUng — ^he  beg^n  to  lie  sensible  of  the  oppression  of  too  much 
happiness.  His  dreams  of  seclusion  had  all  been  gratified  abun- 
dantly. The  excitement  of  hope  and  expectation  no  longer  ex- 
isted. He  began  to  congratulate  himself  that  Minnie  had  not 
yet  shown  any  evidence  of  a  consciousness  of  his  changing  feel- 
ings ;  a  circumstance  which,  until  now,  had  never  occurred  to' 
his  mind.  In  a  short  time  he  would  be  obliged  to  go  to  Cam- 
bridge to  replenish  his  purse.  He  was  pleased  at  this.  A  month 
ago  he  would  have  written  for  the  money,  had  he  then  wanted 
it.  He  began  to  doubt  whether  he  loved  Minnie  as  well  as  he 
fancied  ;  and  to  suspect  that  his  feeUngs  towards  her  were  only 
the  result  of  time  and  opportunity.  He  mistook  the  weariness 
of  monotony  for  real  indifference.  The  truth  is,  he  loved  her 
as  welly  though  not  as  passionately^  as  ever,  and  if  a  rival  had 
crossed  his  path,  he  would  instantly  have  become  sensible  of 
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this.    It  was  the  exdtement  of  novelty  which  he  missed,  wMch 
must,  of  course,  always  cease  when  the  once  untried  sentiment, 
so  ardently  sought  for,  has  been  long  possessed.    He  thought, 
after  ^11,  he  did  not  love  Minnie.     For  all  George's .  knowledge 
of  the  human  heart  had  been  derived  from  books  of  romance, 
according  to  which  beauty  never  fades  and  passion   never 
dies.    He  endeavoured  to  try  the  state  of  his  feelings,  by  fancy- 
ing'Minnie  in  the  arms  of  another.    He  could  not  endure  the 
thought.    This  puzzled  him.    Then  came  the  thought  of  poor 
Minnie  herself.  ,  If  he  left  her,  how  would  she  bear  it  ?    True, 
in  all  eyes  but  their  own,  she  was  the  same  pure  being  as  ever. 
He  called  to  mind  every  musty  old  proverb  he  could  think  of, 
about  the  fickleness  and  lightness  of  woman's  love.    All  would 
not  do—his  utmost  ingenuity  failed  him  here.     Minnie  would 
die.    All  he  could  do,  he  could  not  hide  himself  from  the  full 
conviction  that  poor  Minnie  would  certainly  ^dU,     Under  [tins 
impression,  he  came  to  the  determination  in  which  weak  minds 
always  seek  refuge — ^he  would  not  think  about  it ;  besides  he  did 
not  yet  know  what  he  meant  to  do.    He  might  yet  come  back  to 
her.    He  thought  he  should— in  fact,  he  felt  sure  he  would. 
O  how  selfish  and  tyrannical  is  the  very  best  of  human  hearts ! 
The  day  of  his  departure  arrived.    They  separated  at  a  stile 
half  way  between  Shingham  and  Beacham  Well,  from  whence 
Brackenbury  was  to  take  a  chaise  to  Downham.    He  was  sur- 
prised and  disappointed  at  4he  cheerfulness  with  which  she 
kissed  him,  and  bade  him  good-by.     But  Minnie's  inexperience 
had  left  her  no  better  guide,  by  which  to  judge  of  the  hearts 
of  others,  than  that  which  her  own  afforded  her;  and,  conse- 
quently, she  had  no  more  doubt  of  seeing  him  again  on  the  day 
appointed,  than  she  had  of  seeing  him  in  the  ihorning,  when  he 
went  to-bed  at  night. 

When  he  mounted  the  Cambridge  coacfa,  on  the  following 
morning,  his  mind  was  in  the  same  wavering  condition — ^his 
thoughts  and  intentions  vague  and  uncertain^  as  before.  He 
seemed  to  himself  to  be  weary  of  Minnie,  yet  could  not  bear  the 
thought  of  her  loving  another.  The  fact  is,  he  was  weary  of 
himself.  He  felt  an  uneasy  want  of  something,  yet  knew  not 
what.      He  wanted  novelty,  excitement^  something  to  wish 
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to  obtain;   something  to  fear  to  lose — novelty  in  any  shape. 

When  he  had  arrived  at  Cambridge,  his  banker  informed 
him  that  his  brother  had  been  dead  a  month,  that  his  father 
-was  dangerously  ill,  and  that  he  himself  bad  been  advertiseid. 
As  his  intentions  had  assumed  no  definite  shape,  he  had  laid 
down  no  rule  of  conduct.  He  had  settled  no  mode  of  corre- 
spondence with  Minnie  in  case  of  his  detention  by  accident* 
Indeed,  this  would  have  been  difficult,  for  poor  Minnie  could 
not  read  writing,  and  George's  sen^tive  mind  would  have 
shrunk  with  diisgust  from  the  idea  of  having  his  love-letters 
pored  over  by  a  third  party.  'When,  therefore,  his  banker  ad- 
vised him  to  post  down  to  his  father's  seat  immediately,  hie 
agreed  at  once  to  do  so.  His  arrangement  with  Minnie,  to  be 
•at  Shingham  on  a  certain  day,  formed  no  obstacle  to  his  doing 
this,  for  he  had  not  yet  made  up  his  mind  as  to  whether  he 
meant  ever  to  go  again.  He  found  the  old  gentleman  confined 
to  his  bed,  from  which  it  was  clear  he  could  never  rise.  The 
doctors  proved  satisfactorily  that  he  ought  to  have  died  a  month ' 
ago,  but  his  hardy  constitution  held  out.  The  gentlemen  of  the 
neighbouring  estates^,  with  their  wives  and  daughters,  came 
frequently  to  inquire  after  him.  But  George  saw  that  all  this 
was  mere  matter  of  form ;  hie  saw  that  they  did  not  care  a  straw 
whether  his  father  lived  or  died.  Amongst  the  young  ladies 
several  were  handsome ;  but  they  affected  him  only  as  fine  sta- 
tues would  have  done.  They  seemed  to  him  cold  and  stony, 
and,  altogether,  to  want  the  warmth  and  winning  softness  of 
the  kind-hearted  Minnie.  It  never  occurred  to  him  that  this 
might  only  be  the  result  of  the  necessary  tribute  which  they 
were  compelled  to  pay  to  what  is  called  decorum.  He  already 
began  to  "weary  Of  bis  new  position  .^  He  now  began  to  recollect 
that  the  time  was  considerably  overpast  when  he  promised  to 
meet  Minnie,  and  that,  nevertheless,  a  distance  of  nearly  three 
hundred  miles  separated  them.  ^^  Poor  Minnie  P  said  he ;  but 
something  occurred  to  attract  his  attention,  and  hie  wiUingly  cut 
short  the  reflection. 

Two  months  had  passed  away  $ince  he  saw  her,  and  he  de- 
termined to  go  to  her,  and  explain  his  situation.  But  the  old 
gentleman  was  taken  worse — ^be  could  not  leave  him  without  a 
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great  breach  of  decency.  Every  day,  it  was  asserted  by  the  doe- 
torSy  would  be  his  last ;  yet  he  held  out  three  weeks  longer,  and 
George  was  on  the  point  of  starting  when  he  died.  This  event, 
of  course,  put  a  stop  to  his  journey. 

Minnie  was  now  never  out  of  his  mind;  as  he  wandered 
about  the  garden  and  grounds,  his  fancy  would  draw  her  pic- 
ture. She  sat  by  the  window  of  her  father^  cottage  with  her 
head  on  her  hand,  and  her  elbow  resting  on  a  pillow  on  the 
talde  beside  her.  She  'was  looking  through  the  window  along 
the  path  leading  toBeacham  Well.  She  wa&4hin,  but  not  hag* 
gavd.  In  her  eye  sat  hopeless  resignation.  He  tried  to  shut  out 
the  picture  from  his  mind.  But  it  had  only  the  effect  of  chang- 
ing, not  baiushing  it.  She  recurred  again,  in  the  likeness  of 
Siiakspeare's  Ophelia.  George  moved  rapidly  towards  the 
stables.  By  the  time  he  had  reached  them,  however,  he  recol- 
leoted  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  go  to  Shingham  and  back 
before  the  funeral. 

In  a  fiew  days  the  funeral  took  place.  From  this  time  he  had 
no  leisure  for  thought.  He  was  now  Sir  George  Brackenbury, 
and  possessor  of  the  family  estates.  Thete  were  deeds  and 
parchments  of  every  dimension  to  be  looked  over  with  the  at- 
torney and  steward;  there  were  legacies  to  be  paid;  there  were 
new  leases  to  be  granted  i&  tenants;  new  tenants  to  be  accepted; 
the  estates  to  be  ridden  over ;  but,  above  all,  he  was  to  offer 
himself  a  candidate  for  his  father's  vacant  seat  in  parliament. 
The  very  morning  after  the  funeral,  his  attoi^ney,  attended  by 
Mr.  Girling,  his  father's  steward,  presented  himself.  Sir  George 
yielded,  lost  much  time  and  much  money,  and  was,  ultimately, 
defeated. 

He  now  became  thoroughly  convinced  that  he  could  not  live 
happily,  perhaps  not  live  at  all,  without  Minnie  Grey.  But  he 
had  horrible  forebodings  as  to  the  state  in  which  he  should  find 
her.  He  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  losiug  her,  and  yet  be 
would  certainly  have  been  disagreeably  disappointed  to  find  her 
in  perfect  health.  Yet,  notwithstanding  all  his  anxiety,  with  the 
moral  cowardice  peculiar  to  such  character,  he  shunned  the  op- 
portunity of  satisfying  his  doubts.  At  length,  however,  he  threw 
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tiimself  into  a  post-chaise,  and  started  for  Siiinghain.  But  we 
must  precede  him. 

He  had  left  Shingham  on  a  Af dnday  morning,  and  had  pro- 
mised to  meet  Minnie  at  the  stile,  half-way  between  Shingham 
and  Beacham  Well,  exactly  at  seven  o'clock  on  the  evening  of 
the  following  Saturday.  Old  Time  hobbled  away  with  the  four 
intervening  days  on  his  bacli  (Minnie  thought),  as  though  the 
soles  of  his  feet  were  studded  all  over  with  corns*  Nevertheless 
he  ^d,  at  last,  contrive  to  carry  them  off.  The  hour  of  six  ar« 
rlred,  and  found  the  undoubting  Minnie  standing  by  the  stile  so 
often  mentioned,  and  watching  the  path  leading  to  Beacham 
Well.  She  waited,  as  nearly  as  she  could  guess,  the  lapse  of 
an  hour.  Brackenbury  did  not  appear.  She  crossed  the  stile, 
and  before  she  had  quite  settled  the  question,  as  to  whether 
she  should  go  on  to  Beacham  Well  or  not,  she  found  herself 
already  there,  and  inquiring  at  the  post-house,  from  which 
George  had  taken  a  post-chaise,  what  was  the  hour  ?  Minnie 
was  both  astonished  and  delighted  to  hear  that  it  still  wanted  a 
quarter  to  seven.  She  walked  slowly  back — she  reached  the 
stile ;  then,  turning,  cast  a  wistful  look  along  the  footpath.  No 
one  appeared ;  Minnie  sighed,  as  the  thought,  for  the  first  time, 
occurred  that,  perhaps,  he  would  not  come.  But  she  repelled 
it  instantly,,  as  something  she  dared  not  look  upon.  Time  wore 
on ;  it  occurred  again,  and  again  she  repelled  it.  But  it  con- 
tinued to  return  at  shorter  and^  shorter  intervals,  till  she  could 
no  longer  resist  it.  She  felt  conviction,  like  a  burglar,  steal  into 
her  soul.  For  a  while  helpless  and  hopeless  grief,  like  a  pal* 
pal4e  desolation,  fell  upon  her  heart,  withering  her  strength,--" 
her  very  being  seemed  crumbling  away  like  a  ruin.  But,  in  a 
little  time,  she  began  tp  gather  up  the  frogments,  and,  by  the 
time  she  had  reached  her  father's  cottage,  she  could  have  ren- 
dered twenty  excellent  reasons  why  it  was  impossible  that  George 
could  have  come  that  night. 

The  next  night,  and  for  thirty  successive  nights*— ^Alas ! 
poor  Minnie !  why  should  I  chronicle  thy  woes  ?  Why  put  a 
window  in  the  broken  tabernacle  of  thy  heart,  the  more  fully  to 
expose  its  hallowed  rites  to  the  rude  stare  of  a  scoffing  world  ? 
They  are  registered  in  heaven,  and,  at  the  last  great  day,  when 
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the  accusing  angel  exhibits,  liis  calendar  of  offences,  assuredly 
what  thou  didst  then  suffer  shall  be  remembered  in  thy  favour 

On  the  thirty-second  evening,  as  she  was  going  out  on  her 
daily  errand  of  disappointment,  in  passing  through  the  doorway, 
she  could  not  raise  her  foot  high  enough  to  pass  the  threshcdd. 
Stie  tripped,  and  fell.  Her  mother  now  absolutely  refused  to 
suffer  her  to  leave  the  house.  But,  at  her  earnest  request,  she 
placed  her  on  a  chair  by  the  window,  and  setting  a  small  table 
beside  her,: on  which  was  a  pillow;  she  was  thus  enabled  to 
indulge  the  only  pleasure  which  now  remained  to  her— that 
of  watching  the  path  for  the  appearance  of  him  who  was  fiir 
away. 

From  that  time  forward  this  was  her  dally  occupation ;  but 
for  a  moment,  let  us  recur  to  Braclienbury. 

Sir  George  Braclienbury  approached  Shlngham  by  the  same 
route  by  which  he  had  visited  it  on  the  first  occasion,  and  not 
by  the  path  leading  to  Beacham  Well ;  and,  as  at  first,  when 
arrived  within  about  two  miles,  he  dismissed  the  chaise,  and 
proceeded  on  foot.  When  the  cottage,  with  its  surrounding 
scenery,  came  in  sight,  he  slackened  his  pace,  and  made  a  little 
detour  to  the  left,  that  he  might  enjoy  the  associations  which 
every  thing  he  saw  awakened  in  his  memory.  There  stood  the 
cottage  just  as  he  had  left  it — there  the  little  church,  the  planta- 
tion of  firs,  the  broad  heath.  Every  thing  remained  unaltered. 
He  began  to  ask  himself— for  the  cool  evening  air  and  the  ex- 
ercise of  walking  had  given  something  like  vigour  to  hb  mind 
— he  began  to  ask  himself,  ''Why  should  Minnie  alone  be 
changed  ?  Surely  the  work  of  eight  months  cannot  have  done 
very  much  ?"  But  he  did  not  like  to  pursue  the  subject.  He 
was  now  on  the  very  spot  on  which  he  had  first  accosted  her, 
and  she  began  to  flitl)efore  his  imagination  in  all  her  early  love- 
liness. Her  large  and  loving  eyes,  her  clustering  hair,  her 
moist  and  pouting  lips,  her  full  and  rounded  form — ^his  fiincy 
began  to  run  riot  in  the  rich  feast  he  was  about  to  enjoy. 

It  was  a  sUU  Sabbath  evening  early  in  May.  Minnie  ococupied 
her  usual  seat  at  the  cottage  window.  But,  O,  how  changed ! 
Day  and  night,  for  eight  months,  the  hectic  locust  had  been 
busy  at  her  heart.    The  breese,  that  once  had  wanted  power  to 
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cool  her  flashed  brow,  now  chilled  her  to  shiveiing.  Wasted 
and  worn,  she  sat  with  her  elbow  on  the  pillow,  which  lay  on  a 
small  table  beside  her,  and  her  cheek  resting  on  her  hand.  Her 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  a  tear  that  had  Just  fallen,  and  lay  like  a 
shattered  star  upon  the  other  hand  as  it  rested  in  her  lap.  The 
good  curate  of  Beacham  Well  sat  opposite  to  her^a  fiible  was 
open  before  him,  and  rested  on  one  end  of  Minnie's  pillow.  The 
old  shepherd  and  hb  wife  sat  in  silent  grief  on  either  side  of  the 
large  open  chimney.  '  The  clergyman  was  reading  aloud.  Sud- 
denly the  startled  voice  of  Minnie  was  heard  exclaiming,  with 
fearful  rapidity  of  utterance — "What's  that,  mother? — ^what's 
that?*^  The  latch  of  the  door  was  lifted  with  a  sudden'and  jar- 
ring sound  behind  her.  In  an  instant  Minnie  had  started  up, 
and  turning  round,  Brackenbury  stood  before  her.  With  a  wild 
cry  of  delight  she  sprang  toward  bim— her  arms  were  twisted 
round  his  neck ;  but  her  head  fell  back,  her  arms  relaxed  their 
grasps-she  was  dead ! 

Sir  George  Brackenbury,  accompanied  by  the  clergyman,  was 
conveyed  to  the  parsonage.  Here  he  continued  to  reside  for 
many  months — ostensibly  to  watch  over  the  comforts  of  the 
,  shepherd  and  his  wife ;  but  probably  his  real  motive  was,  that 
he  might  enjoy  the  melancholy  pleasure  of  wandering  amid  the 
scenes  he  had  so  often  traversed  with  his  lost  Minnie. 

At  the  close  of  the  autumn,  having  erected  a  small  plain  mo- 
numental tablet  over  her  grave,  with  the  following  epitaph :— >~ 
"  F'eni  et  amavit — ahivi,  et  en  I  ubijacetl — G.  B.,"  and  having 
ensured  her  parents  against  future  want,  as  far  as  money  could 
do^io,  he  left  the  neighbourhood,  adding  one  more  to  the  thou- 
sand proofs  that  perfect  happiness  is  incompatible  with  the  con- 
ditions of  humanity ;  and  that  he  who  will  drain  the  cup  of  bliss 
*  .to  the  very  dregs,  will  always  find  bitterness  at  the  bottom. 


THE   END. 
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